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LIFE OF LONGFELLOW. 



Hknbt Wadsworth Longfellow was bom ou 
the 27th of February, 1807, at the city of Port- 
land, in Maine, and entered, when foartecn 
years of age, at Bowduin College, Branswlck, 
where, at the end of four years, he took his de- 
gree, with high honours. While yet an under- 
gradaate, he had written many tastefol and 
caref ally finished poems for the '* United States 
Literary Gazette ;''yet, notwithstanding his evi- 
dent predilection for an author's career, Long- 
fellow was destined to the legal profession. For 
some months during the year 1825, hu was occu- 
pied as a student of law in his father's office. 
Tlie embryo poet, however, appears to have 
found the study of law uncongenial to his taste 
and aspirations ; and having been offered the 
Professorship of Modem Languages at Bowdoin 
College, he prepared for the discharge of his 
new duties by a long visit to Europe. 

Before returning to America, Longfellow 
visited France, Germany, Italy, Spain, Hol- 
land, and England, studying with toe utmost 
zeal the language and literature of each coun- 
try. After an absence of nearly four years, he 
wended his way back to Bowdoin College, and 
took possession of his professorship. This was 
in the year 1829, being then but a young man of 
twenty-two. 

While occupying his position of Professor at 
the college, he continued to follow his literary 
career with indefatigable vigilance. Besides 
contributing some valuable criticisms for the 
"North American Review," he published, in 
183S, his translation from the Spanish of the 
celebrated poem of "Don Jorge Manrique on 
the Death of his Father," together with an in- 
troductory essay on "Spanish Poetry;" and, in 
183S, his " Outre Mer; or. Sketches from Beyond 
Sea,"— a series of prose descriptions and reflec- 
tions, somewhat in the stylo of Washington 
Irving. 

In the same year of his publishing the latter 
work, having already, at the age of twenty- 
eight, been recognised as a man of mark, he was 
appcmited to the Professorship of modem lan- 
guages and belle's-lettres in Harvard College, 
Cambridge. Mr. Longfellow again left his na- 
tive land, and sailed for Northern Europe, in 
order to make himself thoroughly acquainted 
with the languages and literature of Denmark 
and Sweden. He also visited Germany and 
Turkey, and was absent from America upwards 
of twelve months. 

Pursuing his success, Longfellow published, 
in 1889, ** Hyperion," a romance, the scenes of 
which are supiiosed to have been drawn from 



some passages in his own life ; and this work, 
which found high favour with refined and intel- 
ligent readers, was followed by " Voices of the 
Night," the earliest collection of his poems. In 

1841, appeared " Ballads und other Poems;" in 

1842, "Poems on Slavery ;" In 1843, the play en- 
titled, "Tlie Spanish Student;" and in 1845, 
"The Poets and Poetry of Europe," and the 
" Belfry of Bruges." Prior to this. In 1842, he 
had again visited Europe. 

Having for years cultivated his natural poetic 
power, and made himself one of the most skilful 
vesiflcrs of the time, 3ilr. Longfellow, In 1847, 
published his " Evangeline,"— a melancholy story 
written in hcxamctiers — an experiment which, 
though It was. In the opinion of critics, some- 
what hazardous for a poet of reputation to 
venture upon, he tried with no slight success. 
In 1848. appeared "Kavanagh, a Talc;" in 1849, 
"The Seaside," and •• ITie Fireside :" followed, 
in 1851, by "The Golden Legend,"— a work whose 
exquisite passages fully maintain its author's 
reputation for genius, and elicited no small mea- 
sure of praise. 

Although continuing to send forth small 
poems, and other literary works, it was not 
until 1855 that his " Song of Hiawatha" was 
published — a poem worthy of his fine taste and 
talent, in .which is displayed the delicacy of 
sentiment, the literary art, the elegance of 
style, and the exquisite simplicity of expression 
which had characterised his other works, and 
which made his name widely known as one of 
the great poets of the age. Of this poem, the 
Spectator observed^ that " for playful and tender 
Interpretations of the way in which child-like 
tribes, living in the midst of Nature's mightiest 
life and marvels, allegorize the transformations 
they see, and measure themselves against the 
powers and the creatures by whom they arc sur- 
rounded—there is not, nor, as fur as we know, 
has there ever been- anything like it la any lan- 
guage." 

Another collection of poems, called " Birds of 
Passage," appeared In 1858: followed by " Miles 
Standish," In 1859. In 1861, a heavy bereave- 
ment fell upon Longfellow. In that year, his 
wife was unfortunately burnt to death. " Tales 
of a Wayside Inn" appeared in 1863; and, in 
1867, " The Translation of Dante." 

On the 27th of May, 1888, Mr. Longfellow took 
his departure from America, on another visit to 
England and the South of England. Prior to 
leaving, a farewell dinner, vnis given to him at 
New York, on which occasion, a poetic tribute 
by Dr. Oliver Wendell, was read. On his arrival 
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LIFE OF LONGFELLOW. 



in 



events of tlid revolution The spacious old 
rooms now occupied by tlie poet were oncu, at a 
memorable time, the abode of America's most 
illustrious son. The writer of lyrics has taken 
the place of the actor of epics. When, in the 
early days of the war of independence, Wash- 
ington was elected by Coii^rress to the command 
of the colonial army, English troops had posses- 
sion of Boston. The sicKc was formed by con- 
centrating the patriot troops in the ueicrhbonr- 
ing towns. Washington went to New England 
to direct their movements in person, and lixed 
his head-qarters hi convenient Cambridge— in 
this same venerable mansion where Longfellow 
now lives. Thence he sent out his orders, 
general and special ; here convened, in anxious 
deliberation, the little knot of patriot officers, 
unskilled in war, collected from farm-houses 
and laboratories, to drill by manual and learn 
the art of sieges. Within tills door passed the 
wealthy mercnant, Hancock, who had turned his 



thoughts to '^rules'* and ''orders of the day;'* 
gruff Samuel Adams, a Puritan lUrabeaa, pat- 
ting his finger exactly on the pith of the trouDle: 
rewards for the capture of those two had Just 
l>een proclaimed over in Boston. In these quiet 
rooms, given up now these many years to the 
Muse, whence come out ever and anon grace- 
fullest gems of the rhythmic art, a plan ofcam' 
paign was drawn up, experienced ex-royal Lieu- 
tenant Washington supervising, ex-merchants, 
doctors, farmers, advising,— all agreeing, too, and 
at last succeeding; unity, a rare thing in revo- 
lutionary councils, ever prevailing. Washinffton 
did not stir from this Longfellow's house till he 
could go in trinmi)h. It is no wonder, then, that 
Americans visit this old place with mingled feel- 
ings—that they find here a reminiscence as well 
as an attractive presence ; and while gazing at 
the home of the first of native poets, revert to 
that troublous time when there was fur America 
but the grim poetry of war. 



THE SOKG OF HIAWATHA. 
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From the Great Bear of the mountains, 
From the terror of the nations. 
As he lay asleep and cnmbrMs 
On the sommit of the moantains, 
Like a rock with mosses on It, 
Spotted brown and gray with mosses. 

Silently he stole apon him, 
TQl the red nails of the monster 
Almost touched him, almost scared him, 
Till the hot breath of his nostrils 
Warmed the hands of Mndjekeewis, 
As he drew the belt of Wampum 
Over the round ears, that hear not, 
Over the small eyes, that saw not, 
Over the long nose and nostrils, 
The black mnfRe of the nostrils, 
Out of which the heavy breathing 
Warmed the hands of Mudjckcewis, 

Then he swung aloft his war-dub. 
Shouted loud and long his war-cry. 
Smote the mighty Mishe-Mokwa 
In the middle of the forehead. 
Sight between the eyes he smote him. 

with the heavy blow bewildered. 
Bose the Great Bear of the mountains; 
Bat his knees beneath him trembled. 
And he whimpered like a woman. 
And he reeled and staggered forward, 
As he sat upon his haunches ; 
And the mighty Mndjekeewis, 
Standing fearlessly before him, 
Tamited him in loud derision. 
Spake disdainfully in this wise :— 

'*Hark you. Bear ! yon are a coward. 
And no Brave, as you pretended; 
Else you would not cry and whimper 
Like a miserable woman ! 
Bear! you know our tribes are hostile, 
Ix>nghave been at war together; 
Now yon And that we are strongest. 
Yon go sneaking in the forest. 
You go hiding in the mountains ! 
Had you conquered me in battle 
Not a groan would I have uttered ; 
But yon. Bear! sit here and whimper. 
And disgrace your tribe by crying. 
Like a wretched Shangodaya, 
Like a cowardly old woman !" 

Then again he raised his war-club. 
Smote again the Mlshe-Mokwa 
In the middle of his forehead. 
Broke his skull, as ice is broken 
When one goes to fish in Winter, 
liius was slain the Mishe-Mokwa, 
He the Great Bear of the Mountains, 
He tlie terror of the nations. 

♦* Honour be to MndJeKeewis !" 
Henceforth he shall be the West-Wind, 
And hereafter and for over 
Shall ho hold supreme dominion 
Over all the winds of heaven. 
Call him no more Mndjekeewis, 
Call hUn Kabeyun. the West- Wind!'* 

Thns was Mudjekeewis chosen 
Father of the Winds of Heaven. 
For himself he kept the West -Wind, 
(}ave the others to his children ; 
Unto Wabun gave the East-Wind, 
Gave the South to Shawondasec, 
And the North-Wind, wild and cruel. 
To the fierce Kabibonokka. 

Young and beautiful was Wabun; 
He it was who brooght the morning. 
He it was whose silver arrows 
Chased the dark o'er hill and valley ; 
He it was whose checks were painted 
With the brightest streaks of crimson. 
And whose voice awoke- the village. 
Called the deer, and called the hunter. 

Lonely in the sky was Wabun ; 
Tliough the birds sang ffailv to him, 
Tliongh the wlld-flowcra of tlie meadow, 
Filled the air with odonrs for him. 



Though the forests and the rivers 
Sang and shouted at his oomimr, 
Stillnis heart was sad within mm. 
For he was alone in heaven 

But one morning, gazing earthwajnd. 
While the village still was sleeping. 
And the fog lay on the river. 
Like a ghost that goes at sunrise. 
He beheld a maiden walking 
All alone upon a meadow. 
Gathering water-flags and rushes 
By a river in the meadow. 

Every morning, gazing earthward. 
Still the first thing he beheld there 
Was her blue eyes looleing at him. 
Two blue lakes among the rushes. 
And he loved the lonely maiden. 
Who thns waited for his coming; 
For they both were solitary,-* 
She on earth and he in heaven. 

And he wooed her with caresses, 
Wooed her with his smile of sunshine. 
With his flattering words he wooed her. 
With his sighing and his singing. 
Gentlest whispers in the branches. 
Softest music, sweetest odours. 
Till he drew her to his bosom. 
Folded in his robes of crimson. 
Till into a star he changed her. 
Trembling still upon his bosom; 
And for ever in the heavens 
Tliey are seen together walking, 
Wabun and the Wabun-Annung, 
Wabun and the Star of Morning. 

But the fierce Kabibonokka 
Had his dwelling among icebergs. 
In the everlasting snow-drifts, 
In the kingdom of Wabasso, 
In the land of the White Kabbit 
He it was whose hand in Autumn 
Painted all the trees with scarlet. 
Stained the leaves with red and yellow ; 
He it was who sent the snow-flakes, 
Sifting, hissing through the forest. 
Froze the ponds, the lakes, the rivers. 
Drove the loon and sea-gull southward 
Drove the cormorant and heron 
To their nests of sedge and sea-tang 
In the realms of Shawondasee. 

Once the fierce Kabibonokka 
Issued from his lodge of snow-drifts. 
From his home among the icebergs, 
And his hair, with snow besprinkled, 
Streamed bcliind him like a river, 
Like a black and wintry river. 
As he howled and burned southward. 
Over frozen lakes and moorlands. 

There among the reeds and rnshcs 
Fonnd he Shingebis, the diver. 
Trailing strings of fish behind him. 
O'er the frozen fens and moorlands. 
Lingering still among the moorlands, 
ThoDgh his tribe had long departed 
To the land of Shawondasee. 

Cried the fierce Kabibonokka, 
'* Who is this that dares to brave me ? 
Dares to stay in my dominions 
When the Wawa has departed, 
When the wild-goose has gone sonthward. 
And the heron, the Shuh-shuh-gali, 
Jxmg ago departed sonthward? 
I will go into his wigwam, 
1 will put his smouldering fire out !" 

And at night Kabibonokka 
To the lodge came wild and wailing. 
Heaped the snow in drifts about it. 
Shouted down into the smoke-flue. 
Shook the lodge-poles in his fary. 
Flapped the curtain of the doorway. 
Shingebis, the diver, feared not, 
Shingebis, the diver, cared not ; 
Four great logs had he for fire-wood, 
One for each moon of the winter. 



LONUFELLOWH 

eBILnH, Uugliluif. 



fsltlililcTbrc 
HlUltaiiiUdnat 



BMTnini brightnr, 
t Of up tlu irdDko-flnt 

beiprtnkled InaBt, 



Ilrlp) the (BerilnptnowlnsprtDi-iJini!, 
Conw nil tMT ih« heit Him liiii(tmer. 

Made the Bngw upon Ebrmi hinjer, 

ChaltenKd Bb^nbU. Uia Over! 
Kt coma {oRhud wrMMa wllh him, 
TO MOM lonn ua wnitn mua 
On Ilia Iroien tent and moorluidi. 
Foith want SMaftUt, Hm a-iwt. 
mutled all ntoM wUb dw tTonh-Wla 
WnniM ulsd OB UM BODcludi 
WUhtiM <I«K« UilMnotki, 
™ Ma MnUag ttwlh fimr Mlnlar, 
Tm Ui&mn inun nav laaiilar. 
mhanaMMil Amrad backward:, 
And ntTMtM, MflMTlHatDD, 
XttiM Unsdon tt Wabaaao, 
1» Ui* lutloniM WMM RabUt. 
HaarlDB asa tiN nntT laiutiMr, 
Hea^ WrtBfrtGirilla dlnr, 
MafUis, " OKaUboBoklu, 

Sbamoduat, latattl Ih7. ' 
Had lilaJw»BlB»lar b> loaUiward, 

H* It wu lAoiHit tlie womi-tilcdi, 
SmH tba Uw4M^ tSaSnlaia. 
Sant tlM ttkamliiir, aaot Ibo awallow. 
BaatilMvU-flaon. Wan, oonlmanl 
BcDt Ihs Bwlonaud totacra. 
A>d tlia napaa k aanla «laaiara. 

Ftnu hli jb« IbtaBtie a«<in<tln|| 
HIM iha iCnrith ban and >*nnnr 
nued tlia air with Amiu Mit 
0«Ta a twlaUa Is Ua mrter. 
,,,„^^ A 

Bsa 

In ttaa dnaiT Moom 

InManialNliiSoii 
toWa 



iramdJPlawl 
itMdarbaaai 



idbDIawlihanM 



■ ha waa gailai nonhm 

llrlaliteat groan mn all Mrgnr 
AiiS hrr hair waa 1lk« (he «in-hl 
_ Dar hr day no arazrd noon her 
Djiy Tijr .Uy he nlgHn wllh ?n..( 



WOUKS. 

1 l!wK 1.^ 



Oalj >at .ind ..igliBil w„.. 



Igni or pauIo 



rahSd JlKhadlorwltJi'Snth pB«Kli, 



HIAWATllA'a CHILDIIOOM. 



i«t aatarlMlaraaMtttsiwnle; 
'mm tha akf ■ alar la falUngF^ 



prafttaldiM, 



;;iKi(lsini,. 

• ibe fltal-bon iit hn danidUan. 
lid tha dugbtar nl Natimili 
rcw npljEa tna \inMi IIIIm, 



m'JftS^dllKSJ"* 



Of tbg Vt'cst-Whid, HBdJekMwli: 
l.bli'n nut la wtaiU tas Ull> joa ; 
LIB nut duvn upon llM wmuluw. 
NiDup BiM iloini taaoat tha IJl>f>, 
LMt tha W«t-Wliul BiBO luul luinu ; on 

And ihii Wnt-Wlod auo u aveiUiig, 
Wulkliuc UcliIlT u'ar tba unOrie. 
WU-wrlns tu4lM IMTB aid ilto<■vul^ 

FOundlbe bnutllDl Waunuk, 
l^lDK IlKR ■lUHIK Ihs llUot, 
WuonI hrr with lili word* M iwecincu. 
Wooi^d tut wllb hta aun uraMUji. 
TIU iho Inra > asn lu mnir, 

ThDii vu born mr lUawathu, 
Itiiu WH boin Um dilU ul mwdcr 1 
Bat the dmflitar ot KokmiiU, 
In brrannAi «M ^vrlrd 
By Iho Want-WbC hlH and faJIUIuw, 
Bt llin 1uaTtlnairad]ek«wt>. 

For bar daniihtar. Inwand hmiilr 
tralkdandweiitlbaua>iikoiul>' 
" O tbit [ wan dMd, u Itoa an 1 
Sa nwra woiIl and no man waepliis, 
Wahonomlii, Vahonoailal" 

Br tba ilnca of UIMh OtHuoe, 
BrltaaitalS(Bls-HB»'Waier 
Hwod tba wJcwam «< XokomiL 
UaMihier olTbi HwM, Soluimlo, 
Uarf bablnd Rroaa Un lOcMt, 
nav tba Uatt and Atona piAe-tr«ai, 
Boaa tba fln with oSiS^ tbem ^ 
BrlAt iMlora It bau Iha water. 
Baat tba clear and Mnu «-aI«r. 
Beat tbe ihlnliif Bfi-ltea-n'itEr. 

mere tba witoUal old Kukaom, 
Mnned tlw UttlB lUawBtba, 
Kockaa blin In hk UBden sradCa, 
Baddad aoR In mt^ «< nsi..^ 
lUMrbcMndwIU 



invtraHraUbruuInt 
the Nabad Bear wfllei 

■ ■ to ilomior, •liifhir 



-H'Sh-wah-lar"", mile llrnly. 
Uithi, HltiliiK. wliUx-Ora Iu'kI, 
Utilo, dandiuf, wblte-lr« craiinre, 
LWil nw wltfijiHiT IIKle ouudla, 
Ere Bjiai ur bKd llayna, 
ETDluKlerii I doae my ffilUit" 



SSi 



r HIAWATHA. 

I RtiiplInK, roandliuln 

I Hhw the fleck! aul ib 

WiibuipmL " Wbat In th 

Aiir|[)win>odXokaab>a»'wcni.i 

"mice a warrior. TrrfaniTT. 

S4i£od bin fraodmutber, ana Ibrew bar 

I'd Uiio ibe Ar al inldajitii : 

Mght aulnt the nioan Iw ibrtw Iwr; 

T& her hudjr that yoo kc there," 

In the vaitcrn NhT. the ralnliow, 
WlibpeRd, "Wbal la that, MollDaA r 
Ami the fo«d Sofcoaiia uuwarad : 

All (lie UUm nl tbe pralrte, ' 

UUsiom'lnVhatM^TenaMfau.-' ' 

When be heard the owli at nhtol^l, 
llogllni, laoihlnaln the torcit, 
'- Whaili that I-lH cried IB tOTurt 
-' n-hai l> Uiat r ha Mid. "Noluauli r 
... .,.. j^ xr- 



[.cnrnrd ufararr bird h* lainurr, 
Lcnrnrd tlMlriuimaa ahd all Ihalr wrrel 
How tlKT bnilt llMlrtKit) In Hommer, 

A'horO tner nl* ttMinvlvM in irintr.r 

'nnhsdwiih 



-■^led tlitai ■■ a'^watha'i Brou'^n." ""' 

Ic Iho traveller and tbe tallnr. 
le the IrlenJ ol old NokomU, 



r.T,s." 









le Hid to IflawiiliiiiY ' 
«it luf ton. Into the foreit. 

hore (he red deer herd tofclhcr. 
U lur ma famou) rocbiidE; 
u (gr Dt a deer wlih anileni" 
i'orth Into tbe (orcilairalilitmiT 
laione walked Hiawatha 

Jo jiot Bhoot'S'MSiwalha?' " " ' 
□E the Koblo, iha OpetbeiL 
ng the bluo-blrd. tWOwaliu, 
it, not ihoot nt, lllawatba I" 
'Ja the oak-tree, dole beiiUa hhn, 
nnc tba e^tdneL AdJUaimm 
and out amoiii Iha braDchea, 
nihed and diattnad Iran tba oak-trrv. 
ji^i,^^._. 



fiii^k, 



^'fff. 



nd M otta kit AniA«t' «*iua^ 
Illddan tn (ba «vaK-*n^»o 



H«w Im qwtook from the i\ilckel, 

I'lDckul wUh^ttr ngbt anf >lia?o&. 
And Ui huR wjSunmi Hottcied. 
TnoblHlUki tlia taini iliori: him, 
Ijka Uw blrel^^Btf pulpUnlcd, 

^1^ noon OH knee nprlBiiie, 
lllawaitut alntd ui nnow: 
tJcoTcia B twte moved with Wt nwtlgn. 
But tha mnr roflbnak uartcdl 
tttuBpad with all Mi hooh together 
LMcned wKb sua loot nplUte^. 
UHKd H It to mMt the arrow • 
Ahr Iha •biring, f«tal nraw, 
Uka ft mtpit Enxiea ind ilnng blm ! 

Dud bo Up thirs In ItH loreit, 
Hj tin ford «aou th> rlTcr: 
BbM hi* UnU beait no tong«r, 
Bat the hurt o; niawatka 
IhTottod iDd ihHted ud exnlted, 
Ai ha ban th« fMldHr homavsrd. 
And boooand HdkOBit* 
HilM Bta coming irKh appteans. 
. From tha rad daer^ hide NokooilB 
lUda a moU for aiawailiii, 
Fnim tha nd daer'i Oaili Nokomla 
Made a banqnat In hli bonoor. 
AU tbe irtUaga cama and (mied. 
All Iha Euris pralMd Hiawatha, 
L'allod S^ HInnihEIean, Soange-is-ha I 
Called hhn Lotm-heait, Uahngo-U;ecc ! 



D MCDJEKEEWIS. 
Otit ol childhood Inio raunheod 
Mow had frown my Hlawnitai, 
HUned bi aU the cralta hnnten. 
LaanMd bi an tba lore of old mou. 

1b all manlr bent* a>d USeora. 

Bwtttoll&ot waa Ubwatha : 
Ha eotOd ibaot an nrow fton him, 

Ohat Ua brow tCU habbU hlrai"""'' 
DtroDf of ana waa Hiawatha t 
Ha oonM iboot ten anowt npwnnL 
Mhoot tbem Mth nuA atToiiKih and iiilttneii, 
nat the tenUi had left tha bow-stilnE 
Era tba Knt to earth had falkn r 
He bad ndtteu, Ubjlttahwun. 
Ua(lo mUtani made of deei4kln i 

Ha eooldnille the KWk> luutider,; 
He could grind tbem Into powilcr. 
Jle bad moccaaln* anchanied, 
Uagto moceailin of daer-ikln : 
VbcB be boondthom round hia onUcn, 
\riiBB npoa hla leet be Ued Ibcm. 
At cadi Mrlda a mlla bo meaiun^ii ! 

Much ba qaattlBBea old aokoinin 
(KU) ather^ndlekeewfii 
Leaned from her the (alal teerct 
Ol tba bean^ of kit matbrr, 
Uf lb* lalaahood of hi* father : 
And hi* heart wa* hot within htm, 
Like alMngcoal bli heart waa. 

Ulan be lald to old Kokomh 
"I wm Ro to llHdIekaawla, 
At the doorwaj'a oi theweii-wiiut. 
At the portal* of the Htiniet !" 

Mc/Hrmoastt into qbw ami n^an: 



On Ills hoad hli eniile-loathcrs. 
llonnd M* wulM bli helt <•! wnuipinni 
In Jilf handhlibowocaab-waad, 
Btmof with ilDBWi o f the r eindeer ; 

Tipped with laaser, whiftM with teatbcra i 
wKb hit mlcteua; MjeEahwnn, 
with hli moccneuu encbauted. 

Wamto* *ald the old Kokomli, 
" Go not lonh, O Hiawatha! 
To the Unfdoin of the tVoit-mod, 
To the raaSn* al Hndjakeewli, 

Boi tba leulett Hiawatha 
Heeded not bar wonun^ wnnilnf ; 
Forth ha atrodo hito the fatan. 
At each BtiUa amllehe meaatired; 
Lurid aeemed the a^ nbore him, 
LoMd leemed tba earth beneath hbn. 
Hot and lAoae tha air aroand blm, 
Filled with HDoke and Hbtj raponrs, 
Aa of burning wood* and pralrfen. 
For bla heart wa* hot within blm. 
Like a Hring ecal hit heart wm. 

HO he loaiDerad waatwanL vrauwani, 
Left tha BaMeat dear batalndhim, 
Left the antdone andUaon ; 
Ctoaied the nahhiff E*conaw1]aw, 
Cnxaed tbe ndgbtj HtialHlppl, 
Psued the HooMotat ol tbe Pnlile, 
Polled the land ol Crow* and Foxai, 
raised Iba dwelUnnal the KjHAteel, 

To the kingdom oftfie W'-al-WInd, 



!"«oldhe^'niBwBihB, 



ou bring bac\ Jbe da;* dnarttd, 

M nr daj ther talked on bar 

stMMd, Ihtened vialtad, anawcn 
' b henMiIf Hadfekeowla 
aa ad t& nclen proweat, 

M ^ walh 

lenln ^ (a he bo* Ine 






. Wl»lD<AE.NnatalDl«UB 






" .Vo, iodHd. 1 irni wn CdspHI 
Iben Uuflilked of atbtr m. 



li OF IirAWA 
Vv'hpn- 1. 



OlUuboai , 

Had nmtmlMrad Mid teUMa. 

AnlhaerMd, -O II«dlekMwl>, 
II WM Ton KiM tlll»d Wemuta, 
CiKik kar nmwHIa and imlHwitir, 
BrokB tba iSr CtlwfnUl^ 
Itinqdad tt luiutb jmr tootsttpa ; 
TMCOiCMtltl nm oiifMi It !" 
And Iba mlgMr^Ddl«k«wli 
IMwd Dpon UMirliid bit tniHa. 
Bowed Ub iHHTj bead In nnEalsh 

Hmo aa Mutad HlawUlia, 
AudirtuTr- — — — 



wtmu . — ,- 

IEoittlw|iitttBaiiiuu 

Hmote and Bnibad fi lata traouaniK, 
Hariid tlMm DiadI* at Ha father. 
Iba ramoTaatal ifadlataawK 
lUr im bsact wuliA wttMnhtm, 
Uke aUTtuiBal Ui heart mi. 
But tba ribr at tba Watt-WtnA 



WMi tba InatUiig ol Ui mntrlli, 

mih tba tanpan •< >>la aaKar. 

-" ' — li,tlia Apakwa', 



rrare Ua omalbe iluit bnlnuh : 
Lens and loud laBolBd IUBvalhn < 

nian beaan Uu oaadly conilln. 
Hand M hBHd anmur the monntBlno ; 
tnta hia arile mreained the eaiilc. 
n» Kenan, the treat mi^anitlE ; 
Sat uon tba erui anmid tlitni. 
Whuitaw flaapad Ua wlnn ii>>ut: ihi>tn 

Uke a tan Ma hi Iha tampeM 



And IB ouwa hue and Iteavr 
CnuUns len ttaelSial Wawteok ! 
Tin tba oarth ihook with the tnainli 
ABd ooatadOB of tha tMHe, 
Aad tha alt waa fnU o( iboaUnE*, 



three whole day* retreated tli;tat1ne, 

Nllll pnnned by Hiawatha 

To the doorwnyi nt the Wcst-WlBil. 

To the portale of the annvct. 

To the earth's remolMt iMRlcr. 



Hold, u>y son, nw lllin 

rtii iniiriHiiniiu (It till uic, 

:iear tha flHhlnf-rruundi 
■■AndVlnStwhPMDea 



Knler sball van bo tlienceronvard 
0( (he SonhwesUwInd, Keewsidlu, 
Of the honw-vlnd, the KfiewA^dlu- 









lllnnehahii. Laaehlng Water. 
Mrow-hoads'of choloedoli^ 
\iTow-hrad« ot flint and laspor, 

: Of Lanohlns Water, 
nbetaliidlhecortaln 






idni Iht 
_ho taoK 






AU tia kild to old KokDDda, 



IIIAWATHA'8 FAanXO, 

rraysd and Cined In the torest. 
Sol loT graaMr iklll in liuitlug. 
Kot tor snater mrnfl In OitUni;, 
Hot lor frfamplH In tbg battle, 
And nmnra UMHV tba wurlan. 
Bnt tor pnflt ol tlw iic<ipl«t 
For kdtinun of tha natlona. 
Flm he btfllt a loto tor Mating. 

By Ilia dibliis BItSaa-Water, 

In t>M blllh* and tDennt Hprinc-tlnic, 

In iba Moon ot Laani Iw Auiilt. 



dan and nitlie* he fsf ted. 
tdiretunSnlnit 



On Ilia flnt i 

~ MheH 

TBbUtlnUi'' 



to tba fon^andi ootlkinTi 



"ttiln^r 



a*ir IM t^arw percli <lis Sn! ti a 
Haw tiiajiUie, tboMaBkenoiha 
And the Iwrrini. OkoluliwJg, 
And tlia ShHTtulice, Uie eraw-i 

"Msatar of US I" Iw ni«d, deip ^, 

"Mut onrUTfladapaUloD tbe»Ili1itnT" 

OnlhafomtlidaralUalanini 
In 111! lodg* be li^ axhualed; 
Oaxtnit with haltopan erelHi, 
Foil of nhadowydraama md vuIddi, 
<)n the dlia;, nrlnmlit landacapc. 



1 and ttUo 
e twIlJitlil, 

l&lMlrwMJoltnndiroWe" ° 



Long ho looted at Hliiwatha, 

On ht9 wastoS lutDi aud Uatuie^ 
And, In BGoetiU like the aUblns 
Of the 8onth-Wlua In thaliw^opg, 
Sola he. '■Qui; Ulawathai 
All yonr prayara ara board 111 ftaaven, 
Fur Tou pray not like the ollMn, 
Not lor Kraator eUU In hantlni, 
nCi (of frStnph in the tattlt ' 



llov by atnugle and by labour 
Vou eball gain what yOD bkve urayed lo 
Ulso np (nnu yonr bad of brandwa. 
Itlie, 4 j-Doih, and wnaUe wilb Bw r 
Htanled frooi bla IkhI of biHiielloii, 

From Iha twIUAt of-'- — 

Forth IniotliTlnih. 
Came, and wrcatlcd i 

ThrobbhiE In bb Main uid'braayi, 
Frit ncwlUe and hope and risonr 
Uiiu ihToufb everj ncrw and flbre. 



Lrove and sirueelod. 



ln™|h?KeSS'iil5 









In hli umwnln (nanandyebow i 
To md^fro Ilia tdimeiabora Um 
Wnred and noddad wKb hta broathlng, 

Sioodlike dnniaof dewvnnhlm. 
And he eiiedT'-O Btawatbnl 

BroTely have yon wienled with me, 



THE SONG OF HIAWATHA. 



Is the last day of your oonfUet, 
Is the last day of your fasting. 
Ton will conqne»and o'eroome me ; 
Hake a bed for me to lie in. 
Where the rain may fall apon me, 
Where the sun may come and warm me; 
Strip these ganuents, green and yellow, 
Strip this noddAg plomage from me. 
Lay me in the earth, and make it 
Soft and loose and liJEht above ma. 

'*Let no hand disturb my slomber, 
Let no weed nor worm molest me, 
Let not Kahgahgee, the raven. 
Come to haont me and molest me, 
Only come yonrself to watch me. 
Till I wake, and start, and qnkkea, 
mi I leap into the snnshine." 

And thos saying, he departed; 
Peacefolly slept Hiawatha. 
Bat he heard the WawonaisssL 
Heard the whippoorwill comiualnlng. 
Perched npon his lonely wigwam ; 
Heard the rushing Sebowisha, 
Heard the rivulet rippling near him. 
Talking to the darksome forest ; 
Heard the sighing of the branches. 
As they lifted and subsided 
At the passing of the nli^t-wind. 
Heard them, as one hears in slubber 
Far-off murmnrs, dreamy whispers : 
Peacefully slept Hiawatha. 

On the morrow came Kokomis, 
On the seventh day of his fasting. 
Came with food for Hiawatha, 
Came imploring and bewailng. 
Lest his hanger should o'crcome him. 
Lest his fasting should be fataL 

But he tasted not, and touched not, 
Only said to her, Nokomis, 
Wait until the son is setting, 
mi the darkness falls around us. 
Till the heron, the Shnh-shuh-gah, 
Crying from the desolate marshes. 
Tells us that the day is ended." 

Homeward weeping went Nt^omls, 
Sorrowing for her Hiawatha, 
Fearing lest his strength should fail him, 
Lest his fasting should be fatal. 
He meanwhile sat weary waiting 
For the coming of Mondamin, 
Till the shadows, pointing eastward. 
Lengthened over field, and forest, 
Till the sun dropped from the heaven, 
Floating on the waters westward. 
As a red leaf in the Autumn 
Falls and fltwts apon the water. 
Falls and sinks into its bosooi. 

And behold! the young Mondamin, 
With his soft and shining tresses. 
With his garments green and yellow 
With his long and glossy plumage, 
Stood and beckoned at the doorway. 
And as one in slumber walking. 
Pale and haggard, but undaunted. 
From the wigwam Hiawatha 
Came and wrestled with Mondamin. 

Kound about him snnn the landscape. 
Sky and furest reeled together. 
And his strong heart leaped within him. 
As the stnrgeon leaps and struggles 
In a net to break its meshes. 
Like a ring of fire around him 
Blazed and fiared the red horizon, 
And a hundred suns seemed lucking 
At the combat of the wrestlers. 

Suddenly npon the greensward 
All alone stood Hiawatha, 
Panting with his wild exertion, 
Palpitating with the straggle : 
And before him, breathless, lifeless, 
Lay the youth, with hair dishevelled. 
Plumage torn, and garments tattered. 
Dead he lay there in the sunset. 



And victorious Hiawatha 
Made the grave as he commanded. 
Stripped the garments from Mondamin, 
Stripped his tattered plumage from him« 
Laid him in the earih, and made it 
Soft and loose and light above him ; 
And the heron, the shnh-shnh-oUi, 
From the melancholy moor-lands, 
Gave a cry of lamentation, 
Gave a cry of pain and anguish! 

Homeward then went Iliawatha 
To the lodge of old Nokomis, 
And the seven days of his fasting 
Were accomplished and completed. 
But the place was not forgotten 
Where he wrestled with Mondamin ; 
Nor forgotten nor neglected 
Was the grave where lay Mondamin, 
Sleeping in the rain and sunshine. 
Where nis scattered plumes and garments 
Faded in the rain and sunshine. 

Day by day did Hiawatha 
Go to wait and watch beside It ; 
Kept the dark mould soft above it. 
Kept it clean from weeds and insects. 
Drove away, with scoffs and shoutings, 
Kahgahgee, the king of ravens. 

Till at length a smaU green feather 
From the earth shot slowly upward. 
Then another and another, 
And before the Summer ended 
Stood the maize in an its beauty, 
With its shining robes about It, 
And Its long, soft, yellow tresses ! 
And in rapture Hiawatha 
Cried aloud, '' is it Mondamin I 
Yes, the friend of man, Mondamin !" 

Then he called to old Nokomis 
And lagoo, the great boaster. 
Showed them where the maize was growing, 
Told them of his wondrous vision. 
Of his wrestling and his triumph. 
Of this new gift to the nations. 
Which shonld be their food for over. 

And still later, when the Autnmn 
Changed the long green leaves to yellow. 
And the soft and jaicy kernels 
Grew like wampum hard and yellow, 
Then the ripened ears he gathered. 
Stripped the withered husks from off thorn. 
As he once had stripped the wrestler, 
Gave the first Feast of Mondamin, 
And made known unto the people 
ITiis new ^ft of the Great Spirit. 



TI. 



HIAWATHA'S FRIENDS. 

Two good friends had Hiawatha, 

Singled ont from all the others. 

Bound to him in closest union. 

And to whom he gave the right hand 

Of his heart, in joy and sorrow; 

Chibiabos the mnsician. 

And the very strong man, Kwasind. 

Straight between them ran the pathway. 
Never grew the grass upon it ; 
Hinging birds, that utter falsehoods, 
Story-tellers, mischief-makers. 
Found no eager ear to listen. 
Could not breed lU-will between them. 
For they kept each other's counsel. 
Spake with naked hearts together. 
Pondering much and much contriving 
Now the tribes of men might prosper. 

Most beloved by Hiawatha 
Was the gentle Chibiabos, 
He the best of all musicians. 
He the sweetest of all singers. 
Beantifnl and childlike was he. 
Brave as man te, solt «a -vwsiaxv. 
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Pliant as a wand of wUlow. 
Stately as a deer with antien. 

When he sang, the village listened ; 
All the warriors gathered round him, 
All the women'came to hear him: 
Now he stirred their souls to passion, 
Now he melted them to pity. 

From the hollow reeds he fashioned 
Flutes so musical and mellow. 
That the brook, the Sebowislm, 
Ceased to murmur in the woodland, 
That the wood-birds ceased from singing, 
And the squirrel, Adjidaumo, 
Ceased his chatter in the oak-tree. 
And the rabbit, the Wabasso, 
Sat upright to look and listen. 

Yes. the brook, the Sebowlsha, 
Pausing, said, " O Chibiabos, 
Teach my waves to flow In music. 
Softly as your words in singing !' 
Yes, the blue bird, the Owalssa, 
Envious, said, " O Chibiabos, 
Teach me tones as wild and wayward. 
Teach me songs as full of frenzy !" 

Yes, the robin, the Opechec, 
JoyOus said, " O Chibiabos, 
Teach me tones as sweet and tender. 
Teach me songs as full of gladness !'* 
And the whTpoorwill, Wawonaissa, 
Sobbing, said, " O Chibiabos, 
Teach me tones as melancholy, 
Teach me songs as full of sadness !'' 

All the many sounds of nature 
Borrowed sweetness from his singing; 
All the hearts of men were softened 
By the pathos of his music ; 
For he sang of peace, and freedom, 
Sang of beauty, love, and longing ; 
Sang of death, and life undying 
In the Islands of the Blessed, 
In the kingdom of Ponemah, 
In the land of the Hereafter. 

Very dear to Hiawatha 
Was tne gentle Chibiabos, 
He the best of all musicians. 
He the sweetest of all singers ; 
For his gentleness he loved him. 
And the magic of his singing. 

Dear, too, unto Hiawatha 
Was the very strong man, Kwasind, 
He the strongest of all mortals. 
He the mightiest among many : 
For his very strength he loved him. 
For his strength allied to goodness. 

Idle in his youth was Kwasind, 
Very listless, dull, and dreamy. 
Never played with other children, 
Never nshed and never hunted, 
Nor like other children was he; 
But they saw that much he fasted, 
Much his Manito entreated. 
Much besought his Guardian Spirit. 

" Lazy Kwasind !" said his mother, 
" In my work you never help me ! 
In the Summer you are roaming 
Idly in the fields and forests ; 
In the Winter you are cowering 
O'er the firebrands In the Wigwam 1 
In the coldest days of Winter 
I must break the ice for fishing; 
With my nets yon never help me ! 
At the door my nets are hangiUK, 
Dripping, freezing with the water; 
Go and wring them, Yenadize ! 
€k> and dry them in the sunshine !" 
Slowly, from the ashes, Kwasind 
Rose, but made no angry answer ; 
From the lodge went forth In silence, 
Took the nets, that hung together, . 
Dripping, freezing at the doorway, 
Like a wisp of straw ho wrnr.g them, 
Like a wisp of straw ho broke them, 
CoaJdnot wring them without breaking. 



Such the strength was In his fingers, 

"Lazy Kwasind !" said his father, 
" In the hunt you never help me ; 
Every bow yon touch is broken, 
Snapped asunder every arrow! 
Yet come with me to tne forest, 
You shall bring the hunting homeward.** 

Down a narrow pass they wandered. 
Where a brooklet led them onward, 
Where the trail of deer and bison 
Marked the soft mud on the margin. 
Till they found all further passage 
Shut against them, barred securely 
By the trunks of trees uprooted. 
Lying lengthwise, lying crosswise, 
And forbidding further passage. 

*■' We must go back," said the old man, 
" O'er those logs we cannot clamber : 
Not a woodchnck could get through them. 
Not a squirrel clamber o'er themP' 
And straightway his pipe he lighted. 
And sat down to smoke and ponder. 
But before his pipe was finished, 
Lo ! the path was cleared before him ; 
All the trunks had Kwasind lifted, 
To the right hand, to the left hand. 
Shot the pine-trees swift as arrows. 
Hurled the cedars light as lances. 

'' Lazy Kwasind !*^ said the yotmg men. 
As they sportedin the meadow; 
" Why stand idly looking at us. 
Leaning on the rock behind you ? 
Come and wrestle with the others. 
Let us pitch the quoit together!" 

Lazy Kwasind made no answer. 
To their challenge made no answer, 
Only rose, and, slowly turning. 
Seized the huge rock in his fingers. 
Tore it from Its deep foundation. 
Poised it in the air a moment. 
Pitched It sheer Into the river, 
Sheer into the swift Pauwating, 
Where it still Is seen in Summer. 

Once as down that foaming river, 
Down the rapids of Pauwating, 
Kwasind sailed with his companions. 
In the stream he saw a beaver, 
Saw Ahmeek, the King of Beavers, 
Stniggling with the rushing currents. 
Rising, sinking In the water. 

Without speaking, without pausing, 
Kwasind leaped into the river. 
Plunged beneath the bubbling surface. 
Through the whirlpools chased the beaver. 
Followed hhn among the islands, 
Staid so long beneath the water, 
That his terrified companions 
Cried, " Alas ! good bye to Kwasind I 
We shall never more see Kwasind !" 
But he reappeared triumphant. 
And upon his shining shoulders 
Brought the beaver, dead and dripping. 
Brought the King of all the Beavers. 
And these two, as I have told you. 
Were the friends of Hiawatha, 
Chibiabos, the musician. 
And the very strong man, Kwasind. 
Long they lived in peace together. 
Spake with naked hearts together. 
Pondering mncli and much contriving 
How the tribes of men might prosper. 



VII. 



HIAWATHA'S SAILING. 

" Give me of your bark, O Birch-Tree ! 
Of your yellow bark, O Birch-Tree ! 
Growing by the rushing river, 
Tall ond stately In the valley! 
In a light canoe will build me. 
Build a swift Checmaun forsaillQg, 
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Wttb bli Oablng-IUie ef •xii. 
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Yon an but tba plkeirKiBiHHlia, 
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THE SO.\<i OF HIAWATHA. 



IS 



Thev released my Hiawatha. 

He was standing near lila wigwam, 
On tlie margin of the water, 
And he called to old Xokoinls, 
Called and beckoned toNokoml^, 
Pointed lO tlic sturgeon, Nulima, 
Lvlng lifeless on the pebbles. 
With the sea-gnils feuding on him. 

'' I have slain the Mishe-N'ahuia, 
SkUn the King of Fishes T' said he : 
" Look ! the sea-gnlls feed apon him. 
Yes, my friend Kayoshk, the soa-guUs ; 
Drive them not away. Nokoiuis, 
They have saved me irom great peril 
In the body of the sturgeon. 
Wait nntil their meal is ended. 
Till their craws are fall with feasting, 
Till they homeward fly at sunset, 
Tu their nests among the marshes ; 
Tlien bring all yonr pots and kettles, 
And make oil for ns in Winter. 

And she waited till the sou set. 
Till the pallid moon the night-son. 
Rose above the tranquil water, 
nil Kayoshk, the sated Rea-ffall'<, 
Ftum their banquet rose with clamour, 
And across the nery sunset. 
Winged their way to far-off islands. 
To their nests among the rushes. 

To his sleep went Hiawatha, 
And Nokomls to her labour. 
Toiling patient in the moonlight, 
Till the snn and moon changed places. 
Till the sky was red with sunrise. 
And Kayoshk, the hungry sea-ffulis. 
Came back from the reedy islands. 
Clamorous for their morning banquet. 

Three whole days and nights alternate 
Old Nokomls and the sea-gulls 
Stripped the oily fleih of JKuhma, 
Till the waves washed through the rib-bones, 
Till the sea-gulls came no longer. 
And upon the sands lay nothing 
But the skeleton of Nauma. 



IX. 



HIAWATHA AND THE PEARL-FEATHF.IJ. 

Os the shores of Oitche (}nmee. 
Of the shining Big-Sea- Water, 
Stood Nokonus, the old woman, 
Pohiting with her finger westward. 
O'er the water pointing westward. 
To the purple clouds of sunset. 

Fiercely the red snn descending. 
Burned his way along the heavens, 
Set the sky on fire behind him, 
As war-parties, when retreating, 
Bnm the prairies on their war-trait ; 
And'the moon, the Night-Sun, eastward, 
Suddenly starting from his ambush. 
Followed fast those bloody footprints. 
Followed in that fiery war-trail. 
With Its glare upon his features. 

And Nokomls, the old woman. 
Pointing with her finger westward. 
Spake these words to Hiawatha: 
"Yonder dwells the great Pearl-Feather, 
Megissogwon, the Magician, 
Manito of Wealth and Wampum, 
Ouarded by his flery serpents, 
Guarded by the black pitch-water, 
You can see his flery serpents. 
The Kenabeek, the great serpents. 
Coiling, playing in the water ; 
Yon can see the black pitch-water 
Stretching far awa v t>eyond them, 
To the purple clonas of sunset ! 

" He It was who slew my father. 
By his wicked wiles and cunning. 
When he Game on oarth to seek me. 



H«>. the nii(rhtk>>t at MaKlcian;;, 
Sends the fever from tlie uiarhhe«<, 
Stiub the pestilential va}iour<t. 
Sends the p(ii»ou<>us extiulutinii.s 
Sends the white fo_' from tlic fe.u-laiul;i. 
Sends disease und duuth umun;; us I 

'•Take your how, O Hiawathu, 
T.Ike your arrows, jaspcr-lieadcd. 
Take yoiir wur-<lul». Pug^uwaUfSun, 
And your initteu>, Minjekuhwun, 
And your hirch-canue fur nailing, 
.Vnd the oil of Mlslie-Nahma, 
So to smear its sides, tliat swifily 
You may i»a s the hLick pltch-watur; 
Slay this mereiless mugiciun. 
Save liie people from the fvVer 
'llmt he breathes urro-s the fcu-laiuls. 
And avenge my father's nmrderl " 
Straightway then my Illawatiia 
Armed himself with all his war-uoar. 
Launched his birch-canoe for sailing; 
With his palm its sides he patted, 
Said with glee, *' (-heemaun, my darling, 
my Bireli-Canoc ! leap forward. 
Where you see the flery serpents, 
Whore you see the black pitch-water I" 
Forward leaped Chccmauu cxolliug, 
And the noble Hiawatha 
Sang his war-song wild and woeful. 
And above him the war-eagle. 
The Keneu, the great war-eagle. 
Master of all fowls with feathers. 
Screamed and hurtled through the heavens. 

Soon he reached the flery scrpeiitii. 
The Kenabeek, the groat serpents. 
Lying huge upon the water. 
Sparkling, rippling in the water. 
Lying colled across the passage, 
with their blazing crests uplifted. 
Breathing flery fogs and vapours. 
So that none could pass beyond them. 
But the fearless Hiawatha 
Cried aloud, and spake hi this wise: 
"' Let me pass my way, Kenabeek, 
L<!t me go upon my Journey !" 
And they answered, hissing flcrcely. 
With their flerv breath made answer: 
" Back, go back! O Shau;j:oduyaI 
Back to old Nokomls, Fahit-heartl' 

Then the angry Hiawatha 
Raised his mighty bow of ash-trco, 
Seized his arrows, Jasper-headed, 
Shot tiiem fast among the seri>ent8 ; 
Every twanging of the btw-string 
Was a war-cry and a death-cry, 
Kvery whizzing of an arrow 
Was a death-song of Kenabeek. 
Weltering in the bloody water. 
Dead lay all the flery serpents, 
And among them Hiawatha 
Harmless sailed, and cried exulting: 
" Onward, O Cheemami, my darling ; 
Onward to the black pitch-water!" 

Then he took the oil of Nahma, 
And the bows and sides anointed. 
Smeared them well wltli oil, that swifkly 
He might pass tlic black pitch-water. 

All night long he sailed upon it. 
Sailed upon that sluggish water, 
(Covered with its mould of ages 
Black with rotting water-rushes. 
Rank with flags and leaves of llUes. 
Stagnant, lifeless, dreary, dismal. 
Lighted by the shimincnne moonlight, 
And by wlll-o'-the-wisps illumined, 
Fires by ghosts of dead men kindled. 
In their weary night-encampments 

All the, air was white with moonlight, 
Ail the water black with shadow. 
And around him the Suggema, 
Tlie mosquitos, sang their war-song. 
And the flre-flles. Wah-waM.«c5«fcfe> 
Wav9d IVv^Vt tOT(^W« Xv> vo^V&«A.V\9GS]k\ 
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icd hli TtMaw <7*> nnm him. 

■bbfld and HDk bawtti Iha lorlocfi ; 
niid UHm • tbiMiiBiid irhlitlH, • 
Annrerad oral all Iha In^iindii, 
And tha iMroD, the ahDli4hiUi-Hali, 
Fnroff on tbo Tsedj dnt^, 
llonUod tin liero^ uniiDig. 

Wutward lliu find Hlairnths, 
Toward tUrHlm of UaglsBiirirvn, 
Itarard (IM 1*J!^ (^■J™l^|(^''>°^- 

nutlnu] 

nu It Imnud upon Ui at 

'-"- ' ■.< .K.,^ 

It Wigwam 
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And vltli (KM sraM b 

l.aapad aaroaiUM ira — 

Leued tbTouh tanaled fliici at 
JUtd Boon thalwiihTiaTondttwi 
I>»-At>d laiKkd HlmiUu. 

BUalcht ba took hi* bow ol osa-iree. 
On Iha und coa and Iw Kstcd. 
VUh lA knaa IM ptanad tba inlddls, 
StnudHd tba bltuni liow-ttrlag ilgbiar, 
Itook an umr, Jaanar-lieadcd, 
Bhdt It M llM AiUEt Wlnrani , 
HMit It rtd(lu a* ■ hanid, 
A* a hairar af hU manus, 
Of Ida ohalinin load and lot 
" Cdbw foitll frgm roar lodi 
WBwMhk wr*^ -* - 

maUbtm 
(Mma IEb Bt. ^ ^ , . 
lUI ot itatiira. Bnadcif ibDnklor, 
PaA and tarnUa litaipeet, 
CladttODhaadtoloDtniwainpaiii. 
AtlMd wltll all hla vartlke wcapoti^ 
FalBtad Uk* Hw air o( Bwrnlnit, 
Mnakad vUb crlniMm|tAuo anil yollon. 
Htnamliw nnrard, atreamlnii ontwaTd 

"'iraniiiawKW.HIaintlia:" 
Crlad he. In a rolce of Ihnndcr. 
In Btona o( lowl datialoo, 
" Baatan back. O StaanKOdaj'a '. 
HaatSBbaaamraatiHwatDCii, 
Bock to iM HakinSi, Palni-htari : 
1 Till alar jon aa joa itand I he re, 
Aa of ^dl alow har lather 1" 

BatiB7HtewMhaBaaiT*»d, 
Hothiaff danntad, feartag nothing: 
" Bis wdrda do not Rntta lUns wu-clnbi, 
Uoaathii bt«ath I* not a bor-atrine. 
Tannt* an not ao aharp •■ arron-i,: 
I>a«da an iMItar tUnca than vorda an. 
Actlona mlRhlla' than boaulnga :" 

tnui baaan the naataal battle 
That tba Hn bad arar hHktdon. 
toltlaatarl.'"' ' 

POT uw laana of Hlavatha 
Hamlaaa bit tba ahlM o( wampum. 
Haimlaia Ml tba blom be deall It 
With hit mtttana, lUnlakahwnn, 
HaimlaM lalltb*b«aT7 war-clnb; 
It ooild daab tba nokB aanader. 
Hot It eould BBl break tbe maiheB 
Of that raaiile ahlrt ot irampmn. 

nil at HinaM lOawatha. 
leaning on nil bow at ash-lree. 
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roDled and acanem 






:ard bis voice call in the daikneHs 
; the teet ol Hiawatha 
-.lekaa lar the great Peart-Feather, 
Lit tbe mlahtlen ol Maiiclana. 
nnn tba jratatnl Hiawatha 
-Had tba aana, tbe woodpacfcer. 
MB bla perob anong ae branabea 
tb* ntuncb^ ^e-trea. 

lined irtUi blood the tnll^ Icnlhcn 
the Utile head of Mam* ; 






BlrlpiKd (he a' 
ilelJX 



body, 
ind damout«d 



;he Kenen. the great war-eagle, 
lalllna roaikd In narrow Girder 
loreilu aaaiar, naanr, near 
From Iha winnni Blawatbi 
tore the w;^ of Mar— — 



PnraotblBOnandotbcaTar, ^ ' 
Knra of nMs and otannbie, 
n'Hmiua balla and tMnga and pooehat, 
Filled with airowt. aUm^hMided. 

Homeward than bo aallad aialtlBg. 
IlomawBid tbroBgb tbe blaofc4lteb watar. 
Homeward thzonita tba welterhic aerpantai 
With tba ttopMaa ol tha batOe, 
wiib a aboBi and aoiw of trhmph. 

On tbe abora alood old NakomK 
On tbe ahcsia Blood ChlMaboa, 
And the TttT itmmg man, Kwaabid, 
Waltinf for Iha hero') oombig, 
UttanlDg to bla aong of trlniqili. 
AnA Iha paopie ol the village 

led him with kjom and dancoi, 
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Him, who sent the fiery fover, 

Sent the white fog from the fen-Iandx, 

Sent disease and death amongst aa !" 

Ever dear to Hiawatha 
Was the memory of Mama! 
And in token of ois friendship. 
As a mark of his remembrance, 
He adorned and decked his pipe-stem 
With the crimson tuft of feathers, 
With the blood-red crest of Mama. 
But the wealth of Mcgisso«rwun, 
All the trophies of the battle, 
He dlvidea with his people. 
Shared it equally among them. 



X. 

HIAWATHA'S WOOING. 

"As imto the bow the cord i.<<, 

So unto the man is woman. 

Though she bends him, she obeys him. 

Though she draws him, yet she follows, 

Useless each without the other !" 

llias the youthful Hiawatha, 
Said within himself and pondered. 
Much penplexed bv various feelings. 
Listless, longing, noping, fearing. 
Dreaming still of Minnehaha, 
Of the lovely Laughing Water, 
In the land of the Dacotahs. 

'• Wed a maiden of your people," 
Warning said the old JKokomis; 
'' Go not eastward, go not westward. 
For a stranger, whom we know not! 
Like a flrc upon the hearthstone 
is a neighbour's homely daughter, 
Like the starUght or the moonlight 
Is the handsomest of strangers r' 

Thus dissuading spake Hfokomis, 
And my Hiawatha answered 
Only this : "Dear old Nokomis, 
Very pleasant is the firelight, 
Kut 1 Uke the starHght better. 
Better do I Hke the moonlight!" 

Gravely then said old Nokomis 
" Bring not here an Idle maiden. 
Bring not here a useless woman, 
Hands unskilful, feet unwilling ; 
Bring a wife with nimble Angers, 
Heart and hand that move together, 
Feet that run on willing errands I" 

SmUing answered Hlawhtha: 
"In the land of the Dacotahs 
Lives the Arrow-maker's daughter, 
Minnehaha, Lausrhing Water, 
Handsomest of all the women. 
I will bring her to your wigwam. 
She shall run upon your errands, 
Be your starlight, moonUght, firelight, 
Be the sunlight of my neoplc. 

StIU dissuading said Nokomis : 
Bring not to my lodge a stranger 
From the land of the Dacotahs ! 
Very fierce are the Dacotahs, 
Often is there war between us. 
There are fends yet unforgotten. 
Wounds that ache and stIU may open I" 

Laughing answered Hiawatha : 
" For that reason, if no other. 
Would I wed the fair Dacotah. 
That onr tribes might be united, 
Tliat old fends might be forgotten. 
And old wonnds be healed for ever!" 

Thus departed Hiawatha 
TO the land of the Dacotahs, 
To the land of the handsome women : 
Striding over moor and meadow. 
Through interminable forests. 
Through nnlntemipted silence. 

With his moccasins of magic. 
At each stride « mile be measured ; 



Yet the way seemed long before him. 
And his Iioart outrun his footsteps ; 
And he Junrneved without resting. 
Till ho heard the cutarnct's laughter. 
Heard the falls of ^^linm'haha 
C'aUing to him througti the silence. 
" Pleasant Is the kouikI!" he murmured, 
'' Pleasant Is the voici- that calls uiu!" 

On the outskirts of the forest, 
Twixt the shadow and the sunHhlne, 
Herds of fallow doer were feeding, 
But they saw not Hiawatha ; 
To his bow he whispered " Full not !" 
To his arrow whispered "Swerve not !" 
Sent It singing on Its errand, 
To the red heart of the roebuck ; 
Threw the deer across his shoulder, 
And sped forward without pausing. 

At the doorway of his wlg^-ani 
Sat the ancient Arrow-maker 
In the land of the Dacotahs, 
Making arrow-heads of Jas))er, 
Arrow-heads of chalcedony. 
At his side In all her beauty, 
Sat the lovely Minnehaha, 
Sat his daughter. Laughing Water, 
Plaiting mats of flags and rushes ; 
Of the past the old man's thoughts were. 
And the Maiden's of the future. 

He was thinking, as he sat there. 
Of the days when with such arrows 
Ho had struck the deer and bison, 
On the Muskoday, the meadow ; 
Shot the wild goose, flying southward, 
On the wing, the clamorous Wawa; 
Thinking of the great war-parties. 
How they came to buy his arrows, 
Could not flght without his arrows. 
Ah, no more such noble warriors 
Could be found on earth as they were ! 
Now the men were all like women, 
Only used their tongues for weapon^ ! 

She was thinking of a hunter, 
From another tribe and conntrj'. 
Young and tall and very handsome, 
\Vho one morning, in the Spring-time, 
Came to buy her father's arrows, 
Sat and rested in the wigwam, 
Lingered long about the door^-ay, 
Looking back as he departed. 
She had heard licr father praise him, 
Praise his courage and his wisdom ; 
Would he come again for arrows, 
To ttio falls of Minnehaha? 
On the mat her hands lay idle, 
And her eyes were very dreamv. 

Through their thoughts they heard a footstep. 
Heard a rustling In the branches, 
.\nd with glowing cheek and forehead, 
With the deer upon his shoulders, 
Suddenly from out the woodlands 
Hiawatha stood before them. 

Straight the ancient Arrow-maker 
Looked up gravely from his labour, 
Laid aside the unfinished arrow, 
Bade him enter at the doorway, 
Saying as he rose to meet hhn. 
" Hiawatha, you are welcome !" 

At the feet of Laughing Water 
Hiawatha laid his burden, 
Threw the red deer from his shoulders ; 
And the maiden looked up at him, 
Looked up from lier mat of rushes, 
Said with gentle look and accent, 
" You are welcome, Hiawatha I" 

Very spacious was the wigwam. 
Made of deer-skin dressed and whitened, 
With the gods of the Dacotahs 
Drawn and painted on Its curtains, 
And so tall tne doorway, hardly 
Hiawatha stooped to enter^ 
Hardly toucY\^A\\\* e«L\^\t-\fe«X\v5,x% 
\ As he enlcT%OL aX. \Yv^ ^vjotn wj . 



Iti 

'nii'ii uprose till' LiiU'jIum:: Wali-r, 
Front i>i<- ^.'louiiil fair >ii.:.i h.-ihii, 
I^ilil ti>iit<- Ih-r mat iiiiiliii-hi-il, 
Jtroii^ht foi'ili f<Hii| mil! '■•( li furr thfiii, 
Water rimnulii iIhih fr-mi tin- liri»okl<"t, 
(itive tlK-iii f'linl In i-.:rilii-ii vi'*«vl-. 
<Juv<' tlniii ilrliik in l>n>vl- «»f lui^is-wimd, 
I^isK'iiril \vhil«' l!ii- -'ii'M was >.»-.;kiuj,', 
I.i^tciicil Willie h.T failn r uii^\\vri.'d, 
iSiit not once Ikt lips Mm* upi lud, 
Not a ^in«^• woril .-In- u:ti'r<<l. 

Y<*.s, as in a droini .-h- Ihti-iu-d 
To the wordH of I Iinw.it ha. 
As h(> talked of old NoKomi-;. 
Who had luirHil him in liiK ilillilhood. 
As he told of ids «'omianion:>, 
('ldliini>os, the mtisiiMitn, 
And till* vcrv stron;,' man. Kwiisind, 
And of hap|iln('S:4 and ph-nly 
In tho land of th<> Oiibways 
In tho plraHunt land and 'peaceful. 

•• Aftrr manv .vears of Avarfiin-. 
Many yoars of sirlfi* and lilooil-h»'d. 
Then* IS jn-ac*' hctwi-Hi ihc ()jll»ways 
And the tribe (»r the Dacutahh." 
'Ihns rontinu<>4l Hiawatha, 
And then addcMl, speaking; slowly, 
•That fids pc'ju'i" may ia-'t ft)r i-.M-r, 
And our hands \ni clasiud more closely, 
And our hearts Im; more united. 
<ilv(> nic as my wife thi>< nmidon, 
Minnehaha. Ijiii(,'ldn^' Wait r. 
Loveliest of Dacidah women I" 

And the ancient Arrow-maker 
Paused u moment ero he answered, 
Smoked a lUtle while In sileiuie, 
Looked lit Hiawatha itroudly. 
Fondly looked at Ljiu;;hinu Water, 
And nmde answer very jr»'«ivoly : 
"Yes, if Minnelmha wi.shes; 
J^et your heart speak, ^linnchaha !" 

And the lovely Iian;;hin^' Water 
Seeni'tl more. I<ively us shi- stood there, 
Neither wliilnK nor reluctant, 
As she went to Hiuwalhn, 
Nofily took the seat beside him. 
While she snid. and blusln-d to say it, 
"I will follow you. my Ini'ltaiuir 

This was Hlawatlia^s wooing'! 
Thus it was he won the daughter 
Oi the ancient Arrow-nniker, 
In thu land of the Dacotahs ! 

From the wlKwain he dejinrted, 
LeiidliiK' with him Laughing Water; 
Hand in hand tho.y went together, 
Tiirou^h the woodland and the meadow, 
lA'tt tho old man Rtandiufj lonely 
At the doorway of his wij,'wam, 
Heard tlic falls of Minnehaha 
(■ailing to them from the distance, 
('rvlnjf to them from afar off. 
" Fare tliee well. Minnehaha !" 
And the ancient Arrow-maker 
Turned a^a^n unto his labour. 
Sat down by his sunny doorway, 
MurmurinK to hiniMUf, and Kayin^ : 
"Thus it Is our dauKhtcrs leave us. 
Those wc love, and tlioso who love us ! 
Just when they have learned to helj) us, 
When we are old and lean upon tlain, 
Comes a youth with flauntin); feathers, 
With his 'flute of reeds, a stranger 
Wanders piping throuifh the village, 
Beckons to the fairest maiden. 
And she follows where he leads her. 
Leavinuall thlnffH for the stranKcrl*' 

IMeasant was the journey homeward, 
TlirouKh intnrmimiblo foreVts, 
Over nn'adow, t)ver mountain. 
Over river, hill, and hollow. 
Short It seemed to Hiawatha, 
Though they Journeyed very Klowiy, 
Tliongh his puce he checked and sh'ickencd 
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To the Rteps of Laufrhing Water. 

Over wide and rushing riven 
Im hlK arms he bore Mic luaklcn ; 
Light he thought hrrn^a feather, 
\n tho plume uiiouhis head-Rvar: 
Cleared the tangled uathwuy for her. 
Bent aside the s waving lira iiclies, 
^lade at night u lodge of bntnche!(. 
And a bed wltli bungliii of hemlock, 
And u fire before the doorway 
With the dry cones of the pine-tree. 

All the travelling winds went with tbfln. 
O'er the meadow, through the forext; 
All the stars of night loolied at tbem, 
Watched with sleepless eyes their tliimber; 
From his ambush In the oalc-trec 
Peeped tho squirrel Adjidannio, 
Watched with eager eyes the lovers; 
And the rabbit, tlie WubasHu. 
Scampered from tlie patli l)efore tlicm. 
Peering, peeping from his burrow. 
Sat erect upon his haunches. 
Watched witli curious eyes the lover*: 

Pleasant was the journey liomewani! 
All the birds sang loud and sweetly 
Songs of liapplness and heart 'a-easc ; 
Sang the blue-bird, the Owaissa, 
'• Ilajjpy are you, llluwatha. 
Having such a wife to love yon !" 
Sang the robin, the Opechec. 
'* Happy are you. Laughing Water, 
Having such a noble husband !*' 

From the sky the sun benignant 
Looked upon them through the bniDCbos, 
Saying to them, "O my children, 
Love is sunshine, hate is shadow. 
Life is cheiiuereu shade and sonsiilne, 
llule by love, O Hiawatha !'* 

From the sky the moon looked at them. 
Filled the lodge with mystic splendours, 
Whispered to them. **0 my children. 
Day is restless, night Is quiet, 
Man imperious, woman feeble ; 
Half is mine, although I follow; 
Kule by patience. Laughing Waterl"' 

Thus It was they Journeyed homeward; 
Thus it was that Jllawatha 
To the lodge of Old Nokomis 
Brought the moonlight, starlight, firelight, 
Brought the sunshine of his people, 
Minnehaha, Laughing Water, 
Handsomest of all the women 
In the land of the Dacotahs, 
In the land of handsome women 



XI. 

IIlAWATIIA'8 WEDDrNG-FEAST. 

You shall hoar how Pau-Puk-Kccwls, 
How the handsome Yenadlzze 
Danced at Hiawatha's wedding; 
How the gentle Chlbiabos, 
He the sweetest of musicians. 
Sang his songs of love and longing; 
How lagoo, the great boaster, 
lie the marvellous story-teller. 
Told his tale of strange adventure, 
That the feast might be more joyous, 
That the time might pass more gaylj*, 
And the guests be more contented. 

SumptnouA was the feast Kokomis 
Made at Hiawatha's w^eddlng; 
All the bowls were nia<le of hasp-wood. 
White and polished very smoothly. 
All the spoons of horn of bison. 
Black and polished very smoothlr. 

She had sent through all the village 
Messengers with wands of willow, 
As a sign of Invitation, 
As a token of the feasting; 
An<l the wedding guests assembled, 
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11 their richest raiment, 
fur and t)elt8 of wAinpam, 
-with their paint and plnmagOf 

U'with beads and tassels. 

lev ate the stargeon, Nahma, 

pike, the Maskenozha, 

ind cooked by old Nokomis ; 

penaican they feasted, 
and baffalo marrow, 

of deer and hamp of blsou, 

akes of the 51ondamln, 
^«rild rice of the river. 

e crracious Hiawatha. 
lovely Lanffhing Water, 

carefal old rsokomi!«. 

lot the food before them, 

ited on the others, 

'▼ed their guests in silence. 

'hen all the gaests had finished, 

oinis, brisk and busy, 

. ample pouch of otter, 

16 red stone pipes fur smoking 

bacco from the South-land, 

vith bark of the red willow, 

h herbs and leaves of fragranco. 

she said, "O Pau-Puk-Keewls, 

or us your merry dances, 

he Beggar's Dance to please us, 

i feast may be more joyous, 

a time may pass more gayly, 

: gaests be more contented! 

the handsome Pau-Puk-KccwlK, 

idle Yeuadizzc. 

merry mischief-maker, 

Jie people called the Storm-Fool, 

long the guests assembled. 

id was he in sports and pastimes, 

oerry dance of snow-shues. 

>Iay of quoits and ball-pluy ; 

was he In games of hazard, 

ames of skill and hazard, 

iing, the Bowl and Counters. 

so, the Gkime of Plom-stonoH. 

zh the warriors called him Fulnt- Heart, 

aim coward, Shaugudaya, 

ambler, Ycnadizze, 

leededhe their JcHtIng, 

ared he for their insiuts, 

s women and the maidens 

the handsome Pau-Puk-Kecwls. 

as dressed in skirt uf due-skin. 

ind soft, and fringed with ermine, 

Tought with beads of wumpnin ; 
} dressed in deer-skhi loggings, 
1 with hedgehog quills and unuinc, 

moccasins uf buckskin, 

vith quills and beads embroider rod. 

head were plumes of swan's down, 

heels were tails of foxes, 

hand a fun of feathers, 

pipe was in the other. 

cd with streaks of red and yellow, 

s of blue and bright verrailluii, 

the face of Pau-Puk-Keewls, 

lis forehead fell his tresses, 

1 and parted like a woman's. 

g bright with oil, and plaited, 

frith braids of scented grasses, 

E>ng the guests assemljTcd. . 

sound oiflutes and sin^inp, 

sound of drums and voice-*, 

le handsome Pau-Pnk-Kouwis, 

sgan his mystic dunces. 

the danced a solemn measure, 

low In step and gesture, 

out among the pine-trees, 
;h the shadows and tiie sunshine, 
ng softly like a nantlier. 
(lore swiftly anci still swifter, 
ng, spinning round in circles, 
ig o'er the guests assembled, 
ig round and round the wigwam, 
Jleuves went whirling wit li him. 
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Till the dust and wind together 
Swept in eddies round about him. 

Then along the sandy margin 
Of the lake, the Big-Sea-water, 
On he sped with frenzied gestures. 
Stamped upon the sand, and tosaed It 
Wildly In the air around him; 
Till the wind became a whirlwind. 
Till the sand was blown and sifted 
Like great snowdrifts e'er the landscape. 
Heaping all the shores with Sand Dunes, 
Sand lIUIs of the Nagow Wuiljoo! 

Thus the merry Pau-Puk-Keewls, 
Danced his Beggar's Dance to please them. 
And, returning, sat down langliHiK, 
There among the guests asseuibled, 
Sat and fanned himself serenely 
With his fan of turkey-featliurs. 

Then they said to Chlbiabos, 
To the friend of Hiawatha, 
To the sweetest of all singera, 
To the best of all musicians, 
'' Sing to us, O Chlbiabos! 
Songs of love and songs of longing. 
That the feast may be more Joyuus, 
That the time may pass more gnyly. 
And our guests be more contented!" 

And the gentle Chlbiattos 
Sang in accents sweet and tender. 
Sang in tones of deep emotion. 
Songs of love and songs uf longing ; 
Looking still at Hiawatha 
Looking at fair Laughing Water, 
Sang he softly, sang in this wise : 

'' Onawuy ! Awake, beloved ! 
Thou the wild-flower of the forest ! 
Thou the wild-bird of the prairie ! 
Thou with eyes so soft and fawn-like ! 

'' If thou only lookest at mc, 
I am happy, I am happy. 
As the lilies of the prairie, 
Wlien they feel the dew upon them ! 

" Sweet thy breath Is as the fragrance 
Of the wild-flowers in the iHurning, 
As their fragrance is at evening. 
In the Moon when leaves are falling. 

"Does not all the blood within mo 
Leap to meet thee, leap to meet thuc. 
As the springs to meet the sunshine. 
In the Moon when nights are brightest ? 

"Onaway ! my heart sings to theo, 
Sings with loy when thou art near uic, 
As the sighing, singing branches 
In the pleasant Moun of Strawt>erric>«! 

" When thou art not pleased, beloved, 
Then my heart Is sad and darkened. 
As the shining river darkens 
When the clouds drop shadows on it I 

'' When tlion smilest, my beloved. 
Then my troubled heart Is brightened. 
As in sunshine gleam the ripples 
That the cold wind makes in rivers, 

''Smiles the earth, and smile t]io waters, 
Smile the cloudless skies above us. 
But I lose the way of smiling 
>Vhen thou art no longer near me ! 

*" I myself, myself ! behold me ! 
Blood of my beating heart, behold mc ! 
() awake, awake, beloved ! 
Onawav ! awake, beloved I" 

Thus the gentle Chlbiabos 
Sang his song of love and longing i 
And lagoo, the great boaster, 
lie the marvellons story-teller. 
He the friend of old ^'okorais, 
JoHluns of the sweet musician. 
Jealous of the applause they gave him, 
Saw in all the eyes around him. 
Saw in all their looks and gestnnts, 
Tliat the wedding guests asseniblrd 
Longed to hear his pleasant Rtoric;', 
His immeasurable falsehoods. 

Very boasUu\ vj«ift \aviv>o \ 
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Never heard ho an adventure 
But himself had met a greater ; 
Never any deed of daring 
Bnt himself had done a bolder ; 
Never any marvellous story 
But himself could tell a stranger. 

Would yon listen tu his boasting, 
Would you only give him credence, 
No one ever shot an arrow 
Half so far and high as he had ; 
Ever caught so many flshes, 
Ever killed so many reindeer, 
Ever trapped so many beaver ! 

None could run so fast as he could, 
None could dive so deep as he could. 
None could swim so far as he could; 
None had made so many journeys, 
None had seen so many wonders, 
As this wonderful lagoo, 
As this marvellous story-teller ; 

Thus his name became a by-word 
And a jest among the people ; 
And whene'er a boastful hunter 
Praised his own address too highly. 
Or a warrior, home returning. 
Talked too much of his achievements, 
All his hearers cried, " lagoo ! 
Here's lagoo come among nsT* 

He it was who carved the cradle 
Of the little Hiawatha, 
Carved its framework out of linden. 
Bound it strong with reindeir sinews ; 
He it was who taught him later 
How to make his bows and arrows, 
How to make the bows of ash-tree, 
And the arrows of the oak-tree. 
So among the guests assembled 
At my Hiawatha's wedding 
Sat lagoo, old and ugly, 
Sat the marvellous story-teller. 

And they said. ** O good lagoo, 
Tell us now a tale of wonder, 
Tell us of some strange adventure. 
That the feast may be more joyous. 
That the time may pass more gayly, 
And our guests be more contented!" 

And lagoo answered straightway, 
*' You shall hear a tale of wonder. 
You shall hear the strange adventures 
Of Osseo, the Magician, 
From the Evening Star descended." 



XII. 

THE SON OF THE EVENING STAR. 

Can it be the sun descending 
O'er the level plain of water? 
Or the Red Swan floating, flying. 
Wounded by the magic arrow. 
Staining alfthe waves with crimson. 
With the crimson of its life-blood, 
Filling all the air with splendour. 
With the splendour of its plumage? 

Yes; it is the sun descending. 
Sinking down into the water ; 
All the sky is stained with purple. 
All the water flushed with crimson ! 
No ; it is the Red Swan floating, 
l>iving down beneath the water ; 
To the sky its wings are lifted. 
With its Dlood the waves are reddened ! 

Over it the Star of Evening 
]VIelts and trembles through the purple. 
Hangs suspended in the twilight. 
No; it is a bead of Wampum 
On the robes of the Great Spirit, 
As he passes through the twilight. 
Walks hi silence throngii the heavens t 

This with Joy beheld lagoo. 
And he said In haste : "Behold It I 
See the sacred Star of Evening \ 
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Yon shall hear a tale of wonder, 

Hear the story of Osseo ! 

Son of the Evening Star Osseo! 

" Once, in days no more remembered, 
Ages nearer the beginning. 
When the heavens were closer to us. 
And the Gods were most familiar, 
In the North-land lived a hunter, 
With ten young and comely daughters. 
Tall and lithe as wands of willow; 
Only Oweenee, the voungest. 
She the wilful and the wayward. 
She the silent, dreamy maiden, 
Was the fairest of the sisters. 

" All these women married waiTiors, 
Married brave and haughty husbands ; 
Only Oweenee, the youngest, 
Laughed and flouted all her lovers. 
All her young and handsome suitors. 
And then married old Osseo, 
Old Osseo, poor and ugly. 
Broken with age and weak with coughing, 
Always coughing like a squirrel. 

''Ah, but beautiful within him 
Was the spirit of Osseo, 
From the Evening Star descended. 
Star of Evening, Star of W^oman, 
Star of tenderness and passion 1 
All its fire was in his bosom, 
All its beauty in his spirit. 
All its mystery in his being. 
All its splendour in Its language ! 

"And her lovers, the rejected. 
Handsome men with belts of wampum. 
Handsome men with paint and feathers. 
Pointed at her in derision. 
Followed her with jest and laughter. 
But she said: 'I care not for yon. 
Care not for your belts of wampum. 
Care not for your paint and feathers. 
Care not for your jests and laughter ; 
I am happy with Osseo !' 

'' Once to some great feast invited. 
Through the damp and dusk of evening 
Walked together the ten sisters. 
Walked together with their husbands ; 
Slowly followed old Osseo, 
With fair Oweenee beside nim ; 
All the others chatted gayly. 
These two only walked in silence. 

" At the western sky Osseo 
Gazed intent, as if imploring. 
Often stopped and gazed iuiploring 
At the trembling Star of Evening, 
At the tender Star of Woman ; 
And they heard him murmur softly, 
' Ah, showain venieshtn, Nosol 
Pity, pity me, my father!' 

"'Listen!' said the eldest sister, 
' He is praying to his father ! 
What a pity that the old man 
Does not stumble in the pathway, 
Does not break his neck oy falling ! 
And they laughed till all the forest 
Rang with their unseemly laughter. 

" On their pathway through the woodland 
Lay an oak, by storms uprooted. 
Lay the great trunk of an oak-tree, 
Buried half in leaves and mosses. 
Mouldering, crumbling, huge and hollow. 
And Osseo, when he saw it. 
Gave a shout, a cry of anguish. 
Leaped into its yawning cavern. 
At one end went in an old man, 
Wasted, wrinkled, old, and ugly ; 
From the other came a young man. 
Tall and straight and strong and handsome. 

"Thus Osseo was transfigured. 
Thus restored to youth and beauty ; 
But, alas for good Osseo, 
And for Oweenee, the faithful ! 
Strangely, too, -was sYve u«.\\"6.'^\w.Tt*\ 
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staff slid tottered onward, 
, wrinkled, old, and ugly ! 
> sisters and their hust>ands 
d nntU the echoing forest 
ith their unseemly laughter. 
Osseo turned not from her, 
with slower step beside hur. 
r hand, as brown and witliered 
ik-leaf Is in Winter, 
:er sweetheart, Nenemoosha, 
I her with soft w«rds of Icindness, 
J reached the lodge of feasting, 
f sat down in the wigwam, 
to the 8tar of Evenmg, 
ender Star of Woman, 
.pt in visions, lost In dreaming, 
banquet sat Osseo ; 
e merry, all were happy, 
B joyous bnt Ossott. 
food nor drinti he tasted, 
did he spealc nor listen, 
>ne bewildered sat he, 
\ dreamily and sadly, 
Oweenee, then upward 
gleaming stiy above them. 
1 a voice was beard, a whisper, 
from the starry distance, 
from the empty vastness, 
td musical, and tender: 
) voice said : * Osseo ! 
>n, mv best beloved ! 
are tne spells that bound yon, 
charms of the magichms, 
magic powers of evil ; 
3 me ; ascend, Osseo ! 
ite the food that stands before yon ; 
ssed and enchanted, 
oaglc virtues in it, 
:bange you to a spirit, 
r boVHs and all your Icettles 
3 wood and clay no longer ; 
I bowls be changed to wampum, 
B kettles shall be silver; 
tail shine like shells of scarlet, 
e fire shall gleam and glimmer. 
id the women shall no longer 
le dreary doom of labour, 
changed to birds, and glisten 
le beauty of the starlight, 
I with the dusky splendours 
ikies and clouds of evening 1' 
at Osseo heard as whispern, 
s words he comprehended, 
It music to the others, 
18 of birds afar off, 
Whlppoorwill afar off, 
lonely Wawonaissa 
; in the darksome forest. 
n the lodge began to tremble, 
tt began to shake and tremble, 
ey felt it rising, rising, 
through the air ascending, 
he darkness of the tree-tops 
nto the dewy starlight, 
last the topmost branches ; 
holdl the wooden dislies 
re changed to shells of .scarlet ! 
hold I the earthen kettles 
re changed to bowls of silver 
e roof-poles of the wigwam 
A glittering rods of silver, 
e roof of bark upon them 
shining shards of beetles. 
>n Osseo gazed around him, 
s saw the nine fair sisters, 
sisters and their husbands, 
3d to birds of various plumage, 
verc Jays and some were magpies, 
thrushes, others blackbirds : 
,ey hopped, and sang, and twittered, 
! said nattered all their feathors, 
d In their shining plamafco, 
tir talis like fana unfolded. 






" Only Oweenee. the youngest. 
Was not changed, but sat in sileu.n*. 
Wasted, wrinkled, old, and uglv, 
L,ooking sadly at the others ; 
Till Osseo, gazing upward, 
(}avo another cry of anguish, 
8ucb a cry as he nad uttered 
By the oak-tree in the forest. 

"Then returned her youth and beauty. 
And her soiled and tattered garments 
Were transformed to robes of ermine. 
And her staff became a feather. 
Yes, a shining silver feather ! 

*' And again the wigwam trembled. 
Swayed and rushed through airy currents. 
Through transparent cloud and vapour. 
And amid celestial splendours 
On the Evening Star alighted. 
As a snow-dake falls on snow-flake. 
As a leaf drops on a river. 
As the thistle-down on water. 

" Forth with cheerful words of welcome 
Came the father of Osseo, 
He with radiant locks of silver. 
He with eves serene and tender. 
And he said : ' My son, Osseo, 
Hang the cage of birds vou bring there, 
Hang the cage with roos of silver. 
And the birds with glistening feathers. 
At the doorway of my wigwam.* 

**■ At the door he hung the bird-cage, 
And they entered in and gladly 
Listened to Osseo's father, 
Kuler of the Star of Evening, 
As he said : * O my Osseo ! 
I have had compassion on yon. 
Given you back your youth and beauty. 
Into birds of various plumage 
Changed your sisters and their husbands ; 
Changed them thus because they mocked yon. 
In the figure of the old man. 
In that aspect sad and wrinkled. 
Could not see your heart of passion, 
Conid not see your youth immortal ; 
Only Oweenee, the faithfal. 
Saw your naked heart and loved you. 

" ' In the lodge that glimmers yunder, 
In the little star that twinkles 
Through the vaponrs, on the left liand, 
Lives the envious Evil Spirit, 
The Wabeno, the magician. 
Who transformed you to an old man. 
Take heed lest his t)eams fail on yon. 
For the rays he darts around liim 
Are the power of his enchantment. 
Arc the arrows that he uses.' 

** Many years, in peace and quiet. 
On the jpeaceful Star of Evening 
Dwelt Osseo with his father ; 
Many years, in song and flutter. 
At the doorway of the wigi\'ani. 
Hung the cage with rods of silver, 
And fair Oweenee, the faithful, 
Hore a son imto Osseo, 
With the beauty of his mother, 
With the courage of bis father, 

" And the boy grew up and prospered. 
And Osseo. to delight him. 
Made him little bows and arrows. 
Opened the groat cage of silver. 
And let loose his aunts and uncles. 
And those birds with glossy feathers. 
For his little son to shoot at. 

" Round and round they wheeled and darted. 
Filled the Evening Star with music. 
With their songs of Joy and freedom ; 
Filled the Evening Star with splendour. 
With the fluttering of their plumage ; 
Till the boy, the little hunter, 
Bent h\8 bow ati^ %YwA. mv «lycw»^ 
Shot a awVll wifli. l«i.Xa\ wxqv , 
And a b\TA, wMYv %\iVn!LTi»\^»XXtf«%^ 
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"But, O wondrous transformation! 
Twas no bird he saw before him, 
'Twas a beautiful yuung woman, 
WItli tlie arrow in her bosom! 

'• When her bluod fell on the plauetf 
On the sacred Star of Evening, 
Broken was the spell of magic, 
Puwerless was the strange enehantmcnt, 
And the vouth, the fearless bowman, 
Suddenly felt himself descending, 
Held by unseen hands, but sinking 
Downward through the empty spaces. 
Downward through the douds and vapours, 
Till he rested on an island, 
On an island green and grassy, 
Yonder in the Big-Sea- Water. 

*' After him he saw descending 
All the birds with shining feathers, 
Fluttering, falling, wafted downward, 
Like the painted leaves of Autumn ; 
And the lodge with poles of silver. 
With its root like wings of beetles, 
Like the shining shards of beetles, 
By the winds of heaven uplifted 
Slowly sank upon the island. 
Bringing back the good Osseo, 
Bringing Oweenee, the faithful. 

"Then the birds again transfigured, 
Reassumed the shape of mortals. 
Took their shape, but not their stature. 
They remained as Little Pcoi)lej 
Like the pigmies, the Puk-Wudjles, 
And on pleasant nights of Summer, 
When the Evening Star was shining, 
Hand in hand tiiey danced together 
On the Island's craggy head-lands, 
On the sand-beach low and level. 

" Still their glittering lodge is seen there, 
On the tranquil Summer evenings, 
And upon the shore the fisher 
Sometimes hears their happy voices. 
Sees them dancing in the starlight !" 

When the story was completed. 
When the wondrous tale was ended, 
Looking round upon his listeners, 
Solemnly lagoo added: 
" There are great men, I have known such, 
Whom their people understand not, 
Whom they even make a jest of, 
Scoff and jeer at In derision. 
From the story of Osseo 
Let them learn the fate of jesters." 

All the wedding guests delighted 
Listened to the marvellous stoiy. 
Listened laughing and applauding. 
And they whispered to each other : 
*'I>oes he mean himself, I wonder? 
And are we the aunts and uncles?" 

Tlien again sang Chibiabos, 
Sang a song of love and longing, 
Jn those accents sweet and tender, 
In those tones of pensive sadness. 
Sang a maiden's lamentation. 
For her lover, her Algonquin I 

When I think of my l)eioved, 
"Ah me I think of my beloved. 
When my heart is thinking of hhn, 
O my sweetheart, nay Algonquin ! 

i' Ah me ! when I parted from hlra. 
Round ray neck he hung the wampnra, 
As a pledge, the snow-white wampum, 
O ray sweetheart, ray Algonquin, 

"I^wlll go with you, he whispered. 
Ah me I to your native country ; 
Let me go with you, he whispered, 
O my sweetheart, my Algonquin I 

'* Far away, away, I answered. 
Very far away, 1 answered. 
Ah me ! is my native country, 
O mv sweetheart, my Algonquin ! 

" When 1 looked Imck to behold him, 
Where we parted, to behold htai, 
After me he still was gazing, 
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my sweetheart, my Algonquin ! 

" when I think of my beloved. 
Ah me ! think of my beloved. 
When my heart is thinking of him, 
O my sweetheart, my Algonquin !'* 

Such was Hiawatha's wedding. 
Such the dance of Pau-Puk-Keewis, 
Such the story of lagoo. 
Such tlic song of Chibiabos ; 
Thus the wedding banquet ended. 
And the wedding guests departed. 
Leaving Hiawatha hap|ly 
With the night and JMinnchaha. 



XIII. 



BLESSING THE CORX-FIELDS. 

Sing, O song of HiawaCha, 

Of the happy days that followed, 

In the land of the Ojlbways, 

In the pleasant land and peaceful ! 

Sing the mvsteries of Mondamin, 

Sing the Blessing of the Comflelds ! 

Buried was the bloody hatchet. 
Buried was the dreadful war-club, 
Buried were all warlike weapons, 
And the war-cry was forgotten 
Tliere was peace among tlie nations; 
Unmolested roved the hunters. 
Built the birch-canoe for sailing, 
Caught the flsh in lake and river, 
Shot the deer and trapped the beaver 
Unmolested worked the women. 
Made their sugar from the maple. 
Gathered wild rice in the meadows. 
Dressed the skins of deer and beaver. 

All around the ha})py village 
Stood the maize-flelds, green and shlnlnjjt 
Waved the green plumes of Mondamin, 
Waved his soft and sunny tresses. 
Filling all the land with plenty, 
'Twas the women who in Spring-tlmo 
Planted the broad fields and frttitful. 
Burled In the earth Mondamin ; 
'Twas the women who In Autumn 
Stripped the yellow husks of hai^vest. 
Stripped the garments fi-ora Mondamin, 
Even as Hiawatha taught them. 

Once, when all the maize was planted, 
Hiawatha, wise and thoughtful. 
Spake and said to Minnehaha, 
To his wife, the Laughing Water: 
" You shall bless to-night the coni-flelds. 
Draw a magic circle round them. 
To protect them from destruction. 
Blast of mildew, blight of insect, 
Wagemln, the thief of corn-flelds, 
Paimosaid. who steals the maize-car I 

" In the night, when all is silence. 
When the Spirit of Sleep, Nephamln, 
Shuts the door of all the wigwams, 
So that not an ear can hear yon. 
So that not an eye can see you. 
Rise up from your bed in silence, 
Lay aside your garments wholly. 
Walk around the fields you planted. 
Round the borders of the corn-fields, 
Covered by your tresses only. 
Robed with darkness as a garment. 

"Thus the fields shall be more frnitfnl, 
And the passing of your footsteps 
Draw a magic circle round them. 
So that neltner blight nor mildew. 
Neither burrowing worm nor insect, 
Shall pass o'er the magic circle; 
Not the dragon-fly, Kwo-ne-she, 
Nor the spider, Subbekashe, 
Nor the grasshopper, Pau-puk-keena, 
Nor the mighty caterpillar, 
Way-muk-kwana, with the bear-skin. 
King of aU the caterpillars !" 



THE SUNCJ (.»*' IIIAWATJIA. 



a 



On the lrce-toi»s near the corn-ilcMs 
Kttt the liungry onm-s aiitl ruveiiH. 
KahgiiliKee, the Kinjfof Kavi'iis, 
Wiih liis band uf black lUMrmidcnt, 
And they laughed at f li.iwatiia, 
TUl the tree-tui>s shook with laughter, 
With their inelaiK-liuly langliter 
At the words of Hiaw^atim 
'* Hear him !" said they ; " lioar the Wise Man ! 
Ilcar the plots of Hiawatlia!" 

When the noiseless niKht descended 
Broad and dark o'er flcld and forest, 
When the mournful Wawon.ilsKa, 
•Sorrowing sang among tlic iieuilocks. 
And the :^irlt of Sleep, Neimhwin, 
Shut the doors of all the wigwaniii, 
From her bed rose Laughing Water, 
Laid aside her garments wliolly. 
And with darkness clothed and guarded, 
Unashamed and unaffrighted. 
Walked securely round the c<)m-fleld«. 
Drew the sacred, magic circle 
Of her footprints round the corn-flold'*. 

No one but the Midnight only 
Saw her beauty in the darkness, 
No one bnt the Wawonaissa 
Heard the panting of her bosom ; 
Uuskewau, the darkness, wrapiied iu-r 
Closely in his sacred mantle, 
80 that none might see her biMiity. 
So that none might boast, " I saw lior !'' 

On the morrow, as the <lay dawned, 
Kahgahgee, the King of Itavcns, 
Gathered all his black marauders. 
Crows and bhick-birds, Jays and ravens, 
Clamorous on the dusky tree -tops, 
And descended, fast and fearless. 
On the fields of Iliawatha, 
On the grave of the 3Iondamln. 

" We will drag Mondnmln " said tJioy 
•' From the grave where ho is l)urlod, 
Spite of all the magic circles 
Laughing Water draws around it, 
Spite of all the sacred footprints 
Minnehaha stamps upon it , 

Bat the wary Hiawatha, 
Kver thoughtful, careful, watchful. 
Had o'erlieard the scornful langliter 
When they mocked hhn from the tree-tops. 
'•Kaw !" be said, '*my friends the ravens ! 
Kahgahgee, my King of Ravens ! 
I will teach you all a lesson 
That shall not be soon forgotten !" 

He had risen before the daybreak. 
He had spread o'er all the corn-fields 
Snares to catch the black maranders, 
And was lying now in ambnsh 
In the neighbouring grove of pine-trees, 
Waiting for the crows and binck birds. 
Waiting for the Jays and ravens. 
Soon they came with caw and clamour, 
Bush of wings and cry of voices, 
To their work of devastation, 
Settling down upon the com-flolds. 
Delving deep with beak and talon, 
For the body of Mondamln. 
And with all their craft and cunning, 
AU their skill in wiles and warfare, 
They perceived no danger near them, 
TUl their chiws became entangled. 
Till they found themselves imprisoned 
In the snares of Hiawatha. 

From his place of ambush came he. 
Striding terrible among them, 
And so awf ol was his aspect 
That the bravest qnailea with terror. 
Without mercy he destroyed them 
Bight and left, bj tens ana twenties. 
And their wretoned, lifeless bodies 
Hang aloft on poles for scavcQcro^ws 
jSmnd the coQucrattd conKfl^IdSi 
As a signal of ms ▼eooetiiM, 
As It wimilng to maratiders. 



Only K>ilig;ihgoc, the Ifiider. 
KahgaliKei', t lie Kintf of Itaveiis. 
He aloiu- was simrcd among them 
As a lio.sta;;c fi>r hh ik-o.iIo. 
With his prisuiicr-.NtriiiK' Uv Imiiiul him. 
Led him captivu to hi^ wi^fwain. 
Tied lilui fast with cord<« of elin-'Kirk 
To the ridge-poie of hi<> wigwam. 

'* Kahgahgee, my r.ivenl ' said he, 
'* You the leader of the njhbers. 
You the plotter of this mls4*liief, 
llie eoniriver of this outrage, 
i will keep you, 1 will hold you. 
As a hostage for your |)eople. 
As a uludge of good behaviour I" 

Ana he left him. grim and sulky. 
Sitting in the morning sauhhino 
On the summit of tlie wigwam. 
lYoaking fiercely his displeHSiirc, 
Flapping his great sable |tiiiioiiK, 
Vahily struggling for his freedom. 
Vainly calling on his people ! 

Summer passed, and sliawondasee 
Breathed his sighs o'er nil tho iandsciipe. 
Fnmi the South-land sent his mlours. 
Wafted kisses warm and tender : 
And the maize-tleld grew and ripened. 
Till it stood in all the splcndonr 
Of its garments green and yellow. 
Of its tassels and its plnmage. 
And the maize-ears full and shining 
Gleamed from bursting sheets of venlure. 

Then Nokonils, the old woman. 
Spake, and said to Mimi^hahn : 
" Ti4 the mo(m when leaves are falling; 
All the wild-rice has been gathered. 
And the maize Is ripe and ready ; 
Let us gather in the harvest. 
Let ns wrestle with Mondaniln, 
Strip him of his plumes and tassels. 
Of his garments green and yellow!" 

And the merry Laughing Water 
Went rejoicing from tlio wigwam. 
With Nokomis, old and wrinkled. 
And they called the women round them. 
Called the young men and the maldcni^. 
To the harvest of the corn-fields. 
To the husking of the maize-ear. 

On the border of the forest. 
Underneath the fragrant pine-trees. 
Sat the old man and the warriors 
Smoking In the ])leasant shadow. 
In uninterrupted silence 
Looked they at the gamesome labour 
Of the young men and the women ; 
Listened to thair noisy talking. 
To their laughter and their singing. 
Heard them chattering like the mngpica. 
Heard them laughing like the blue-Joys, 
Heard them singing Tike the robins. 

And w^lienecr some luckv maiden 
Found a red ear in the husking, 
Found a maize-ear red as blood is, 
"Xoska !" cried they all tojrether. 
"Noska! you shall liave a sweethonrt. 
You shall have a handsome husband !'* 
** Ugh!" the old men all responded 
From their seats beneath the pine-trees. 

And whene'er a youth or maiden 
Found a crooked ear In husking. 
Found a maize-ear in the husking 
Blighted, mildewed, or misshapen. 
Then they laughed and sang together. 
Crept and limped about the corn-fields. 
Mimicked In tnelr gait and gestures 
Some old man, bent almost double, 
Slnslng singly or together : 
" Wagemln, the thief of corn-fields ! 
Falmosaid, who steals the malce-eat 1" 

Till the com-flelds rang with laagHtor 
TiIl|rom Hiawatha's wifnfram 
KahgahgM, the King of Ravens, 
Screamed and quivered in his anger, 
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1 myicll, Di.i<el(r thepropheil 



24 



LONGFELLOW'S POETICAL WOltKS. 



When I speak the wiffwara trembles, 
Shakos the Sacred I^odge with terror, 
Hands unseen l>egin to shako it ! 
When 1 walk, the sky I tread on 
llends and makes a noise beneath me 
1 can blow yottstr.)njr, ray brother I 
Kise and spealf, O Hiawatha!*' 

"Hl-uu-ha!" replied the cliorns, 
*' Wu-ha-way '." the mystic chorus. 

Thon tlicy shook thoir medicine-pouches, 
0*er the head of Hiawatha, 
I>anccd their mediclne-danco around him; 
And upstarting wild and haggard. 
Like a man from dreams awakened, 
He was healed of all his madness. 
As the clouds are swept from heaven, 
•Straightway from his Drain departed 
All his moody melancholy; 
As the Ice is swept from rivers, 
Straightway from his heart departe<l 
All his sorrow and affliction. 

Then they summoned Chibiabos 
From his grave beneath the wator«!, 
From the sands of Gitche (iumee 
Summoned Hiawatha's brotlicr. 
And so mighty was the magic 
Of that cry and invocation. 
That he heard it as he lav there 
Underneath the Big-Sea- Water: 
From the sand he rose and listened, 
Heard the music and the singing, 
<Jame, obedient to the summons. 
TTo the doorway of the wigwam. 
But to enter they forbade him. 

Through a chink a coal thev gave him. 
Through the door a burning nre-brand ; 
Ruler in the Land of Spirits, 
Buler. o'er the dead, they made him, 
Telling him a fire to kindle 
For all those that died thereafter, 
Camp-flres for their night encaminnents 
On their solitary Journey 
To the kingdom of Ponemah, 
^Pi) the land of the Hereafter. 

From the village of his childhood. 
From the homes of those who knew him. 
Passing silent through the forest, 
Like a smoke-wreath wafted sideways, 
Slowly vanished Chiblal>08 ! 
Where he passed, the branches moved not^ 
Where he trod, the grasses bent not, 
And the fallen leaves of last year 
^fade no sound beneath his footsteps. 

Four whole days he Journeyed onward 
Down the pathway of the dead men : 
On the dead-man's strawberry feasted, 
i'rossed the melancholy river. 
On the swinging log he crossed It, 
4.'ame unto the Lake of Silver, 
In the Stone Canoe was carried 
To the Islands of the Klcssed, 
To the land of ghosts and shadows. 

On that Journey, moving slowly, 
31any weary spirits saw he. 
Panting imder heavv bnrdens. 
Laden with war^luos, bows and arrows, 
Kobcs of fur, and i>ots and kettles. 
And with food that friends had given, 
For that solitary Journey. 

"Ah ! whv do the living," said they, 
" Lay such nea^'7 bnrdens on as ! 
Better were it to go naked, 
Better were It to go fasting. 
Than to bear such heayv bnrdenn 
On our long and weary Joumey !'• 

Forth then issued Hiawatha, 
Wandered eastward, wandereil westward. 
Teaching men the use of simples, 
And the antidotes for poisons. 
And the cure of all diseases. 
Thus was first made known to mortals 
AJ} the mystery of MeditmlB, 
AJJ the sacred art of healing, 
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PAU-PUK-KEEWIS. 

You shall hoar how Pau-Pok-Kccwis, 
He, the handsome Yenadlzze, 
Whom the people called the Storm-Fool, 
Vexed the village with disturbance ; 
You shall hear of all his mischief. 
And his flight from Hiawatha, 
And his wondrous transmigrations. 
And the end of his adventures. 

On the shores of Gitche Gumee, 
On the dunes of Nagow Wndjoo, 
By the shining Big-Sea-Water 
Stood the lodge of Pau-Puk-Keewis. 
It was he who in his frenzy 
Whirled these drifting sands together. 
On the dunes of Nagow Wudjoo. 
When among the guests assembled, 
He so merrily and madly 
Danced at Hiawatha's ^vedding. 
Danced the Beggar's Dance to please tliom. 

>«ow, in search of new advenfores. 
From his lodge went Pau-Puk-Keewis, 
Came with speed into the village. 
Found the young men all assembled 
In the lodge of old lagoo. 
Listening to his monstrous stories. 
To Ills wonderful adventures. 

He was telling tliem the story 
Of OJeeg, the Summer-Maker, 
How he made a hole In heaven. 
How ho climbed up into heaven. 
And let out the Summer-weather. 
The perpetual, pleasant Smnmer I 
How the otter nrst essayed It ; 
How the Beaver, Lynx, and Badger, 
Tried in turn the great achievement. 
From the summit of the mountain 
Smote their fists against the heavens. 
Smote against the sky their foretieads. 
Cracked the sky, but could not break it ; 
How the Wolverine, uprising, 
Made him ready for the encounter. 
Bent his knees down, like a squirrel. 
Drew his arms back, like a cricket. 
' " Once he leaped," said old lagoo, 
" Once he leaped, and lo 1 above him 
Bent the sky, as ioe in rivers 
Wlien the waters rise beneath it; 
Twice he leaped, and lo! above hiut 
Cracked the sky, as ice in rivers 
When the freshet is at higrhest ! 
Thrice he leaped, and lo! above him . 
Broke the shattered sky asunder. 
And ho disappeared within it. 
And OJeeg, the Fisher Weasel, 
With a bound went in behind him ! 
'• Hark yon !'* shouted Pan-Pnk-KeoirLs, 
As he entered at the doorway ; 
" I am tired of all this talking. 
Tired of old lagoo*s stories. 
Tired of Hiawatha's wIs<lom. 
Here is something to amuse yon. 
Better than this endless talking." 

Tlien from out his pouch of wolf-skin. 
Forth he drew, with solemn manner. 
All the game of Bowl and Counters, 
Pugasaing, with thirteen pieces. 
White on one side were they painted. 
And vermilion on the other ; 
Two Kenabeeks or great serpents. 
Two Ininewug or wedge-men. 
One great war-club, PngamauRun, 
And one slender fish, the Keoso, 
Four round pieces, Ozawabeeks, 
And three Sheshebwug or daeklinirs 
All were made of bone and pfthitea. 
All except the Ozawabeeks ; 
These were brass, on one side bQrnl--he<9, 
And were black upon the other. 

In a wooden bowl he plrtr«d tltem, 
iShools, an^ io«XVeA v\\vv\x xo^xXimt ^ 
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Threw them on the croand before him. 
Thus exolaimlnff and explaining : 
*' Red side up are all the pieces. 
And one great Kcnabeok standing 
On the bright side of a brass piece, 
On a burnished Ozawaboek; 
Thirteen tens and eight arc counted." 

Then again he shook the pieces, 
Shook and jostled them together, 
Threw them on the ground before him, 
Still exclaiming and explaining : 
'■" White arc both- the great Kcnabeeks, 
White the Ininewng, the wedge-men, 
Red are all the other pieces : 
Five tens and an eight are counted." 

Thus he taught the game of hazard. 
Thus displayed it and explained It, 
Running through Its various chances, 
Various changes, various meanings : 
Twenty curious eyes stared at him, 
Full of eagerness stared at him. 

**AIany games," said old lagoo, 
" Many gameti of skill and hazard, 
Have I seen in different nation^ 
Have £ played in different countries. 
He who plays with old lagoo 
Must have very nimble fingers ; 
Though you think yourself so skilful, 
I can beat you, Pau-Puk-Kcewls, 
I can even give you lessons ^ 

In your game oiBowl and Counters !" 

So they sat and played together, 
All the old men and the young men. 
Played for dresses, weapons, wampum, 
Played till midntght, played till miming, 
Played until the Yenadlzze, 
Till the cunning Pau-Puk-Kocwis. 
Of their treasures had despoiled tucm, 
Of the best of all their dresses, 
Hhirts of deer-sldn, robes of ermine, 
Kelts of wampum, crests of feathers. 
Warlike weapons, pipes and pouches, 
Twenty eyes glared wildly at him. 
I4ke the eyes of wolves glared at him. 

8aid the lucky Pau-PuK-Kecwis : 
** In my wigwam I am lonely. 
In my wanderings and adventures 
I have need of a companion. 
Fain would have a Aieshinanwa, 
An attendant and pipe-bearer. 
I will venture all these winnings. 
All these garments heaped about mc. 
All this wampum, all these feathers, 
On a single throw will venture 
All against the young man yonder!'* 
'Twas a youth of sixteen siunmcrs, 
Twas a nephew of lagoo ; 
Face-in-a-Slist, the people called him. 

As the fire bums in a pipe-head 
Dusky red beneath the asties, 
Ko beneath his shaggy eyebrows 
Glowed the eyes of old lagoo. 
*' Ugh !" he answered very fiercely : 
** Ugh !" they answered, all and each one. 

Seized the wooden bowl the old man. 
Closely in his bony fingers 
Clutched the fatal bowl, Onagon, 
Shook it fiercely and with fury. 
Made the pieces ring together 
As he threw them down before him. 

Red were both the great Kenabeeks, 
Red the Ininewng, the wedge«mcn. 
Red the Shcshebwug, the ducklings. 
Black the four brass Ozawabeeks, 
White alone the fish, the Keego ; 
Only five the pieces counted! 

Then the smiling Pau-Pnk-Keewis 
Shook the bowl and threw the pieces ; 
Lightly in the air he tossed them. 
And they fell about him scattered ; 
Dark and bright the Ozawabeeks, 
Red and white the other pleoesy 
And upright among the others 



One Ininewng was standing. 
Even as crafty Pan-Puk-lveowis 
Stood alone among the players. 
Saving, " Five tens! mine the game is !" 

Twenty eyes glared at him fiurcel\'. 
Like the eyes uf wolves glared at him, 
A :i ■ turned und left the wigwam. 
Followed hv hiH Meshiniiuwa. 
IJy I li« nephew ot lagoti, 
By the tall and graceful stripling, 
Bearing in his arms the winnings. 
Shirts uf doer-skin, robet* of ermine. 
Belts of wampum, pipes, and weapons. 
"Carry them," said Fau-Puk-Kcewls, 
Pointing with his fan of featliers. 
To my wigwam fur to eastward. 
On the dunes of Niigow Wudjool" 

Hot and red with smoke and gambling; 
Were the eyes of Pau-Puk-Keewls, 
As he came forth to the freshness 
Of the pleasant summer morning. 
All the birds were singing gailv. 
All the streamlets flowing swiftly. 
And the heart of Pau-Puk-Keewis 
Sang with pleasure as the birds sing. 
Beat with trinmph like the streamlets. 
As he wandered through the villngo. 
In tlie early grey of morning, 
With his fan of turkey-feathers. 
With his plumes nnd tufts of swan's-iluwn. 
Till he reached tlio farthest wigwnm, 
Reached the lodge of Hiawatha. 

Silent was it and deserted ; 
No une met Iiliu at the doorway, 
No one came to bid him welcome ; 
But the birds wore singing romul it, 
In and out und roinid the doorway. 
Hopping, singing, fiuttering. feeding. 
And aloft upon the ridge-pole 
Kahgahgee, the King of Ravens, 
Sat with fiery eyes, and, screaming. 
Flapped his wings at Pau-Puk-Keewis. 

" All are gone, the lodge is empty!" 
Thus it was spake Pau-Puk-Keewis, 
In his heart resolving mischief ; 
" Gone is wary Hinwatlia, 
Gone the silly Lnughing Water, 
Gone Nokoniis, the old woman. 
And the lodge is left unguarded !" 

By the neck he seized the raven. 
Whirled it round him like a rattle. 
Like a mediclnc-ponch he shook it. 
Strangled Kahgangee, the raven. 
From the ridge-pole of the wigwam 
Left its lifeless l>ody hanging, 
As an insult to its master, 
As a taunt to Hiawatha. 

With a stealthy step he entered. 
Round the lodge in wild disorder 
Tlirew the household things about him, 
Plied together in confusion 
Bowls of wood and earthen kettles. 
Robes of huffalo and beaver. 
Skins of otter, lynx, and ermine, 
As an insult to Nokomis, 
As a taunt to AUnnehaha. 

Then departea Pau-Puk-Keewis. 
Whistling, singing, throngh the forest. 
Whistling gaily lo the squirrels, 
Who from hollow boughs above him 
Dropped their acorn-sheils upon him. 
Singing gaily to the woofl-birds. 
Who from ont the leafy ilarkness 
Answered with a song as merry. 

Then he climbed the rocky headlands. 
Looking o'er the Gitche Gumee, 
Perched himself upon their summit, 
Waiting full of mirth and mischief 
The return of Hiawatha. 

Stretched upon his back he lay there-; 
Far below VvVmvVM'^*^^^*"^«*«w^ 
Plaslied and wa«\i^dXYv% te^Kovi >R«itfa% 
Far above YiVm wN»waX\x%)a»«swfl^ 
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Wck-wlK fiwBpl and wtaflolqa aboDt iiim, 

Slunglitsrea tbem br lens uii iweiMij), 
Threw ihElr Imdles down the hcMlHod, 

Ttll It lengtn EayosnK. Ibe Hi-^U. ' 
TUllDfiAB«nd tu Hlavalha!'' 
THE HWNTINO OF PAU-POK-KEBWia. 
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HudhlilmMbM 

Hot ud hanuBliiK like a homei 
"I wm ■kITtklilliui-Pak-Koen'ls, 
BUT tlito iDlM>U>f4aak«rl" uid Ut. 
"Sot » lose ■nd «M ttae woKd U. 
Sat B raOB mad nmch tl» vay ]•. 
nu BIT wrath (bairnM attnlii hlin. 
nu no- muMDOt lb ' 
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' IS llwiiwdlaMli wl 

fiat tbar tiniiMi not Fu^ak-Kcenh, 

l^Nmd Um eoudi irbcnlH lui<l n!atc<l. 
namd tba fBvnn ot hh body. 
_TniinUialawlud(tn'ben«iih them. 
lliiAiitfar.tbBiimilaw. 

Knwk, tiniliiR backiviiril. 
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- Not Mloni and wld« the world In. 
Mot n nd< and roo^ tho way la. 
BatniyiTiMhibillovartaliD jon'." 
Ai^ny Taaiwao* ilwll attain you :" 

Tkrou^ buk, and biak^ and Inrci. 

Kan ineconiiUisPaa-Pak-Keenls; 

LIka aa aatiliva lia bonadcd. 

nuha cama imta a amamlet 

In llw mMdk ot tin loRit, 

To • itrMialM MUl and tranquil. 

That bad orarflomd Ui maririn, 

TO a daai mad* by Uig boann, 

Ta a inad of qalet mtar, 

Wbtra lne *-fl« « g tin tnai wote aland 

Whan the TDibia«and and w)il9i>on< 

On tha tem Hood Pao-Pnk-Keewlii 
Ob tb« dam o( Iranki and brandiDii. 
ninHuh wbooo eUnka the wairr apom 
0>r whoia ■aranUt flowed (bfl SI teaiiil4 
From tha bottoiB nasa OeaTisr, 
Lookod with two RHlejea or woiidcr, 
Kn* thai a««mMto aak a oneiilaii. 
Aitha itrangar. Pao-Pnk-Kwwla. 

O^r £fa anAlBB aowed tbt dlreamlol. 
•^^^^ Ifo brt^btaad silvery vatert 



^'Omy Friend Ahmeek. tli« beaT< 
Cool uiil pleaunc la ttia watet j 
Cei me diva Inw llw water. 
Let UH Teat tbar* In toot lodcu : 
Cbann an too, tola a bMTerl" 

CaiStooifr lapbed ttag hatver. 



Bponted thronab tht chlul 

Daihed opon tha alonH be , 

Spread aarent and cahn bcfota hhn, 
And tba aanaUna and the ihadowa 
Fell In lloGka and efeami np« him, 
Fell In little iMmnt jutehM, 
Tbroaib Uw waTlag, malUnt bisndies. 
From the bottom naa the huTera, 

1111 the MUd aaanied fnll at beawii 
Full oF bhuk and •hlnbw iMaa. 

To t he beavara Fan-Tnk-Koawli 
Spake antraalbu, aald in thin wlae : 
" Verr pleaaant Ikyonr dwolUnff, 
Omfhttndal andaita from dajuar; 
can yon not, with all your eDnnnd 
All yonr wkdm and oontriTanoe, 

" Yeal" replied AhuMBk, IhobUTtr, 
He the EInaof aU the beaT«r^ 
"Lot noraeK allda down aaonr ns, 
Down late tbe ttanmril water.-'^ 

Down Into tho pood among Ibem 
SlIenilT iiah MinPuk'Koewli i 
Black Mcama hb aUrt id de«r-ikln. 
Black Mt aMMOUln* and lonlneai 
in a broad Hook tan behUSUm 
Rpread Ma fos-taila and hts triniee ; 

"Hake maluVe,'' aold Fan-Tnk-Seewk, 
" Make me large, andmoke mejarger, 

' Yea." the beaTOCChlatrewondad, 
When oar lodtc behnr yon enter. 
In our wigwan we will make yon 
Ten tlmealarier Ibin tho olbera." 
J aonk Pan-rnk-EcewlB : 
the bottom eorend over 

.be tranka of Iraea and btanehon, 

Hoards ol lood agahut the winter, 
Pllei and btwa afalnat ilic tamlne, 
Found the lodga with open domway, 
Ididina Into apaekiaa ehuuMr). 

Hare they made bhn large, and larger, 
Alade him largeat oftlw bwrera." 
Ten timealarter than the olhen. 
" Yon iball be onr mMr," nld they; 
Chlflfand king of all the beavers.'' 
But not long had Pan-Puk-Keewla 

From the watchman at hH itatlon 

Haying. "Here la HiawHIhal 
Hiawatha wHh hla hnnlera I" 

Then llMy beard a eiy above them. 
Heard a Bhoatlngnild a tnnnplng, 
Heard a eraablng and a nuhfng, 
And Ihe water rewid and o^r aem 
And they knew thelraam wae broken. 

On tbe lodce'i roof tbe bnnten 
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mselvei lii deeper water, 
hanncl of the streamlet : 
mighty Pan-Pwk-Kcewls 
ot pass beneath the doorway ; 
pnned with pride und feeding, 
swollen like a bladder. 
gh the roof looked Hiawatha, 
oad, '' O Pan-Puk-Keewis! 
s all your craft and canning, 
or manifold disgniscs ! 
jiow you, Pau-Puk-Keewls !" 
their clnbs they beat and bmised him, 
death poor Pau-Pnk-Keewis, 
d him as maize is pounded, 
ikoll was crashed to pieces. 
U hunters lithe and Umber, 
ax home on poles and branches, 
B body of the beayer; 
ghost, the Jeebi in him, 
I and felt as Pan-Pak-Keewis, 
)d on as Pau-Pok-Keewis. 
: fluttered, strove, and straggled, 
- hither, waving thither, 
mrtalns of a wigwam 
3 with their thongs of dccr-skin, 
18 wintry wind is blowing; 
■ew itself together. 
Me ap from the body, 
ok the form and featarcs 
mming Pan-Puk-Kcewis, 
ng into the forest. 
16 wary Hiawatha, 
I flgare ere it vanished, 
i form of Pau-Pak-Keewis 
to the soft bine shadow 
line-trees of the forest, 
the squares of white beyond it, 
an opening in the forest, 
rind It mshed and panted. 
; all the I>oughs before it, 
lind it, as the rain comes, 
le steps of Hiawatha, 
ike with many islands 
le breathless Pau-Puk-Keewls, 
imong the water-lilies 
nh, the brant, were sailing ; 
1 the tufts of rushes floating, 
; through the reedy islands, 
sir broad black beaks they lifted, 
$y lounged beneath the water, 
)y darkened in the shadow, 
)y brightened in the sunshine. 
neknh !" cried Pau-Puk-Keewls 
3kuh! my brothers!" .said he, 
» me to a brant with plumage, 
riiining neck and feathers, 
,6 large, and make me larger, 
es larger than the others." 
Iitway to a brant they clianged him, 
ro hnge and dasky pinions, 
Ixraom smooth and rotmdcd, 
bill like two great paddles, 
Im larger than the others, 
es larger than the largest, 
shooting from the forest, 
ihore stood Hiawatha. 
9y rose with cry and clamour, 
whirr and beat of pinions, 
from the reedy islands, 
te water-flags and lilies. 
ly said to Pan-Puk-Keewls : 
ir flying, look not downward, 
od heed, and look not downward, 
DO strange mischance should happen 
06 great mishap befall you ! 
ind far they fled to northward, 
A far through mist and sunshine, 
yog the moors and fen-land>), 
oong the reeds and rushes, 
9 morrow as they jonrneyed. 
Mad lifted by the tiontb-wina. 
•mwmrd by the Sontb-wlnd. 
tn$h and Btrong behind them, 



Rose a sound of hnraan voices, 
Kose a clamour from beneath thenl, 
From the lodges of a village. 
From the people miles t>encath them. 

For thej)eople of the village 
Saw the flock of brant with wonder. 
Saw the wings of Pau-Puk-Keuwis 
Flapping far up in the ether. 
Broader than two doorway curtains. 

Pau-Puk-Keewis heard the shouting. 
Knew the voice of Hiawatha, 
Knew the outcry of lagoo. 
And, forgetful of the warning. 
Drew his neck in, and looked downward. 
And the wind that blew behind him, 
('aught his mighty fan of feathers. 
Sent him wheeling, whirling downward ! 

All in vahi did Pau-Puk-Koewis 
Struggle to regain his balance ! 
Whining ronnd and round and downward, 
He beheld in turn the village. 
And in turn the flock above hhu, 
Saw the village coming nearer. 
And the flock receding farther. 
Heard the voices growing louder. 
Heard the shouting and the laugiiter; 
Saw no more the flock above him, 
Only saw the earth beneath him ; 
Dead out of the empty heaven. 
Dead among the shcmting people. 
With a heavy sound and sullen. 
Fell the brant with broken pinions.' 

Hut his soul, his ghost, his shadow. 
Still survived as Pau-Puk-Keewis, 
Took again the form and features 
Of the handsome Yenadizze, 
And again went rushing onward. 
Followed fast by Hiawatha. 
Crying: " Not so wide the world Is, 
Not so long and rough the way is. 
Hut my wrath shall overtake you, 
But my vengeance shall attain yon}'* 

And so near he came, so near him. 
That his hand was stretched to seize hint. 
Ills right hand to seize and hold him, 
When the cunning Pau-Puk-Kcewis 
Whirled and spun about in circles. 
Fanned the air into a whirlwind. 
Danced the dust and leaves about him. 
And amid the whirling eddies 
Sprang into a hollow oak-tree. 
Changed himself into a serpent. 
Gliding out through root and rubbish. 

With his right hand Hiawatha 
Smote amain the hollow oak-tree. 
Rent it into shreds and splinters. 
Left it lying there in fragments. 
But in vain ; for Pau-Puk-Keewis, 
Once again in human figure. 
Full in sight ran on before him. 
Sped away in gust and whirlwind. 
On the shores of Gitche Gumee, 
Westward by the Big-Sea- Water, 
(;ame unto tne rocky headlands. 
To the Pictured Rocks of sandstone. 
Looking over lake and landscape. 

And the Old Man of the Mountain, 
He the Manito of Mountains, 
Open wide his rocky doorways, 
Opened wide his deep abysses, 
(living Pan-Pnk-Keewls shelter 
In his caverns dark and dreary, 
Bidding Pau-Puk-Keewis welcome 
To his gloomy lodge of sandstone. 

There without stood Hiawatha, 
Found the doorways closed against him, 
With his mittens, Minjekahwnn, 
Smote great caverns in the sandstone^ 
Cried aloud In toxv^ft otXYv^vxvCkftx^ 
"Open I lamH\a^ftXYk«iV" 
Bat the Old Man ol \.Va VLo\knl«\Tv 
Opened not, atvd nv&<V.^ ivo ttfta?w«t 
From ttke •ueuX aras& ol «e.u^%XA\A% 
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From tlio jdoomy rock nbysses. 

Then lie ruiscd his haiufs to h«avcn, 
Culled imploring on the tempest. 
Called Wnywassiino, the lightning, 
And the thunder, Annenu'ckee; 
And they cmne with night and dnrkucss, 
Swee{)ing down the Big-Sua-Watcr 
JTrom the distant Thunder ^lountains; 
And the trembling l'au-I*uk-Kecwis 
Heard the footsteps of the thunder, 
Saw the red eyes of the lightning, 
Was afraid, and crouched and trembled. 

Then Waywasshno, the lightning, 
Smote the doorways of the caverns, 
With his war-club smote the dooorways, 
Smote the jutting crags of sandstone. 
And the thunder, Annemeckec, 
Shouted down into the caverns, 
Saying, " Where is Pau-Puk-Keewis, 
And the crags fell, and beneath thuni 
Dead among the rocky ruins 
Lay the cunning Pau-Puk-Keewis, 
Lay the handsome Yenadizze, 
Shiin in his own human figure. 

Ended were his wild adventures, 
Ended were his tricks and gambols, 
Knded all his craft and cunning, 
Ended all his mishief-maki)tg. 
All his gambling and hbi dancing, 
AH his wooing of the maidens. 

Then the noble Hiawatha 
Took this soul. Ills ghost, his shadow^, 
Spake and said: "O Pau-Puk-Keewis! 
Is ever more in human figuro 
Shall you search for new adventures; 
Never more with jest and laughter 
Danci; the dust and leaves in whirlwinds, 
But above there in the heavens 
You shall roar and sail in circles; 
I will change you to an eagle. 
To Ken^n, the great war-eagle, 
Chief of all the fowls with feathers. 
Chief of Hiawatha's chickens." 

And the name of Pau-Puk-Kecwis 
Lingers still among the people. 
Lingers still among the singe r.s. 
And among the story-tellers ; 
And in Winter, when the snow-flakes 
Whirl in eddies round the lodges. 
When the wind in gusty tunmlt 
O'er the smoke-fiue pipes and whistles, 
"There," they cry, "comes Pau-Puk-Keewis; 
He is dancing tJu-ongh the village, 
He is gatlicring in his Iiarvest!' 



xviir. 

THE DEATH OF KWASIND. 

Fah and wide among the nations 
Spread the name and fame of Kwasind; 
No man dared to strive with Kwasind, 
No man could comi^ete with Kwasind. 
Rut the mischievous PukWudjies, 
Thev the envious Little 1 eople. 
They the fairies and the pigmies, 
IMotted and conspired against hini. 

" If this hateful Kwasind," said they, 
"If this great, outrageous fellow 
(iocs on thus a little longer. 
Tearing everything he touches 
Rending everything to i)iece8. 
Filling all the world with wonder, 

• What becomes of the Pnk-Wudjies? 
Who will care for the Puk-Wudjles? 
Ho will tread us down like murshruooEis, 
Drive us all into the w^ater, 
Give our bodies to be eaten 

' By tlie wicked Nee-ba-naw-I)aigs, 
By the Spirits of the water!' 
80 the angry Little Peoplu 
All conspired agrainst tlie Strong Uw 



All conspired to murder Kwasind, 
\ OS, to rid the world of Kwasind, 
The audacious, overbearing. 
Heartless, haHgtity, dahgeroos Kwasind! 

Now this wondrous strength of Kwa&Uul 
In his crown alone was seated ; •' " 

In his crown too was Ms weakness ; 
There alone could ho be wounded ; 
Nowhere else could weapon idcrce hini. 
Nowhere else could weapon harm him. 

Even there the only weapon 
That could wound bim, that coald slay him. 
Was the* seed-cone of tUe pkie-trec, 
Was the blue cone of Uie ofr-tree. 
This was Kwasind^s fatal secret. 
Known to no man among mortals ; 
But the cnnning Little People, 
The Puk-Wudjles, knew tfte secret. 
Knew the only way to kill him. 

So they gathered cones together, 
Oathercd seed-cones of tlie pine-trco. 
Gathered bine cones of the nr-trcu, 
I-n the woods by Taquamenaw, 
Brought them to the river's margin. 
Heaped them in great piles togctltor. 
Where the rod rocks from the miirgiu 
' Jutting overhang the river. 
There thev lay in wait for Kwasind, 
The malicious Little People. 

'Twas an afternooon in Summer; 
Very hot and still the air wjis. 
Very smooth the gliding river. 
Motionless the sleeping shadows: 
j Insects glistened in the sun.shlnc. 
Insects skated on the water. 
Filled the drowsy air with buzzing; 
With a far-resounding war-crj'. 

Down the river came the Strong Man, 
In his birch-cauoe came Kwasind, 
Floating slowly down the current 
Of the sluggish Taquamenaw, 
Very languid with the weather^ 
Very sleepy with the silence. 

From the overhanging branchcst. 
From the tassels of the bircli-t roes. 
Soft the Spirit of Sleep descended ; 
r.y his airy hosts surrounded. 
His invisible attendants. 
Came the Spirit of Sleep, Kepahwin j 
Like the burnished Dash-kwo-ne-sho, 
Like a dragon-fly, he hovered. 
O'er the drowsy head of Kwasind. 

To his car there came a murmur. 
As r)f waves upon a soa-shorc. 
As of far-off tumbling waters. 
As of winds among the pine-trees; 
And ho felt upon his forehead 
Blows of little airy war-clubs. 
Wielded by the slumbrous lei^on.*. 
Of the Spirit of Sleep, Ncpahwiu, 
As of some one breathing ou him. 

At the first blow of their war-clubs. 
Fell a drowsiness on Kwasind ; 
At the second blow they smote him. 
Motionless his paddle rested; 
At the third, before his vision 
Keeled the landscape into darkness. 
Very sound asleep was Kwasind. 

So he floated down the river. 
Like a blind man seated upright. 
Floated down tho Taquamenaw, 
Underneath the trembling birch-troes. 
Underneath tho wooded headlandti, 
Undorncath the war-encampment 
Of the pigmies, the Puk-WudJIes. 

There they stood, all armed and waiting 
Hurled the pine-cones down dpon hUu, 
Struck him on his brawny shoulders. 
On his crown defeucoloss struck hluu 
"■ Death to Kwasind !" was tho sodden 
War-cry of tho Little People. 

And he sidfways awMroa and lB!i*ftWfl_ 
Sideways feUlnlo tuJ jKS> *^ " 
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Plunged beneath the sluggish water 
Headionff; as an otter nlnnges; 
And the birch-canoe, abandoned. 
Drifted empty down the river, 
Bottom upward swerved and drifted ; 
Ifothing more was seen of Kwasind. 
Butthe memory of the Strong Man 
Lingered long among the people. 
And whenever through the forest 
Raged and roared the wintry tempest. 
And the branches tossed and troubled. 
Creaked, and groaned, and split asunder, 
'• Kwasind !" cried they ; " that is Kwasind ! 
He is gathering in his flre-wood!" 



XIX. 

TUB GHOSTS. 

Xever stoops the soaring vulture 
On his quarry in the desert. 
On the sick or wounded bison, 
But another vulture, watching 
From his high aerial look-out, 
Sees the downward plunge, and follows; 
And a third pursues the second, 
Coming from the Invisible ether, 
First a speck, and then a vulture, 
'Ull the air is dark with pinions. 

So disasters come not singly ; 
But as if they watched and waited, 
Scanning one another's motions. 
When the first descends, the others 
Follow, follow, gathering flock-wise 
Konnd their victim, sick and wounded, 
First a shodow, then a sorrow, 
Onil the air is dark with anguish. 

Now o'er all the dreary Northland, 
Mighty Pcboan, the Winter, 
Breathing on the lakes and rivers. 
Into stone had changed their waters. 
From his hair he shook the snow-flakes. 
Till the plains were strewn with whiteness, 
One uninterrupted level. 
As if, stooping, the Creator 
With his hand had smoothed them over. 

Through the forest, wide and walling. 
Roamed the hunter on his snow-shoes ; 
In the village worked the women, 
Pounded maize, or dressed the deer-skin ; 
And the young men played together 
On the ice the noisy bttii-play. 
On the plain the dance of snow-shoe.s. 

One dark evening, after sundown, 
In her wigwam Laughing Water 
Sat with old Nokomis waiting 
For the steps of Hiawatha 
Homeward from the hunt retnrnhig. 

On their faces gleamed the fire-light, 
Painting them with streaks of crimson, 
In the eyes of old Nokomls 
Glimmered like the watery moonlight, 
In the eyes of Laughing water 
Glistened like the sun in water: 
And behind them crouched their shadows 
In the comers of the wigwam. 
And the smoke in wreatlis above thqm 
Climbed and crowded through the smoke-flno. 

Then the curtain of the doorway 
From without was slowly lifted ; 
Brighter glowed the fire a moment. 
And a moment swerved the smol^e-wreatb, 
As two women entered softly, 
Passed the doorway uninvited. 
Without word of salutation, 
Withont sign of recognition, 
8at down in the farthest oomer, 
Cronchlng low among the shadows. 

From their a«peat uid the4r larixients 



As they Mt the 



Trembling, cowering with the shadows. 

Was It the wind above the smoke-flue 
Muttering down into the wigwam f 
Was it the owl, the Koko-koho, 
Hooting from the dismal forest ? 
Sure a voice said in the silence: 
" These are corpses clad in garments, 
These are ghosts that conic to haunt you, 
From tlie kingdom of Ponemuh, 
From the land of the HiM'caftorl" 
Homeward now came Hiawatha 
From his hunting in the fort'st. 
With the snow upon his tresses. 
And the red-deer on his shoulders. 
At the feet of Laughing Water 
Down he threw his lifeless burden ; 
Nobler, handsomer she thought him, 
ITian when first he came to woo hor. 
First threw down the deer before htr. 
As a token of his wishes. 
As a promise of the future. 

Then he turned and saw the stranjccr ^ 
Cowering, crouching with the shallow.^ ; 
Said witliin himself, " Who are they V 
What strange guests has Mlnnelmhi?" 
But he questioned not the strangers, 
Only snake to bid them wciconio 
To his lodge, his food, his fireside. 
When the evening meal was ready. 
And the deer had been divided, 
Both the pallid guests, the strangers , 
Springing from among the shadows. 
Seized upon the clioiccst portions. 
Seized the white fat of the roe-buck. 
Set apart for Luugliiug Water, 
For the wife of Hiawatha : 
Without asking, without thanklUo', 
Eagerly devoured the morsels. 
Flitted back among the shadows 
In the corner of the wigwam. 
Not a word spake Hiawatha, 
Not a motion made Nokomls, 
Not a gesture Laughing Water : 
Not a change came o'er their features. 
Only Minnehaha softly 
Whispered, saying, "They are famished, 
Let them do what best delights thoui ; 
Let them eat, for they are famished." 

Many a daylight dawned and darkened. 
Many a night shook off the day-light 
As the nine shakes off the snow-flakes 
From the midnight of its branches; 
Day by day the guests unmoving 
Sat there silent in the wigwam; 
But l)y night. In storm or starlight, 
Forth tliej- went into the forest, 
Brhiglng fire-wood to the wigwam. 
Bringing pine-cones for the burning, 
Always sad and always silent. 

And whenever Hiawatha 
Came from fishing or from hunliu;:. 
When the evening meal was ready. 
And the food had l)cen divided, 
Gliding from their darksome corner. 
Came the pallid guests, the strangers. 
Seized upon the choicest portions 
Set aside for Laughing Water, 
And without rebuke or question 
Flitted back amoiiR the .shadows. 

Never once had Hiawatha 
By a word or look reproved them ; 
Never once had old Nokomls 
Made a gesture of impatience ; 
Never once had l^aughlng Water 
Shown resentment at the outrage. 
All had they endured in silence, 
That the rights of guest and stranger. 
That the virtue of free-giving. 
By a look might not be lessened. 
By a word might not be broken. 

Once at midnight Hlawattia^ 
Ever wakeluV, aveT >Na.x.OcA>x\, 
In the -wigwam, dtaAy \\^>ax<i^x 
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By the brands that still were burnii>ff. 
By the gUmmering, flickering fire-light, 
mard a sighing, oft repeated. 
Heard a sobbing, as of sorrow. 

From his conch rose Hiawatha, 
From his shaggy hides of bison. 
Pushed aside the deer-skin curtain, 
Saw the pallid guests, the shadows 
Sitting upright on their couches, 
Weeping in the silent midnight. 

And he said: " O guests ! why is it 
Tliat your hearts are so afflicted, 
Tliat you sob so in the midnight ? 
Has perchance the old Nokorais, 
Has ray wife, my Minnehaha, 
Wronged or grieved you by unldndncss, 
Failed in liospitable duties ? 

Then the shadows ceased from weeping, 
v'Jeascd from sobbing and lamenting, 
And they said, with gentle voices: 
" We are ghosts of the departed, 
8ouls of those who once were with you. 
From the realms of Chibiabos 
Hither have we come to try you. 
Hither have we come to warn you. 

" Cries of grief and lamentation 
Reach us in the Blessed Islands; 
Cries of anguish from the living, 
Calling back their friends departed, 
Sadden ns with nseless sorrow ; 
Therefore have we come to try you ; 
No one»knows us, no one heeds us. 
We are but a burden to yon. 
And we see that the departed 
Have no place among the living. 

•' Tliink of this, O Iliawntha ! 
Speak of it to all the people, 
That henceforward and lor ever 
They no more with lamentations 
Sadden the souls of the departed 
In the Islands of the Blessed. 

" Do not lay such heavy burdens 
In the graves of those you bury, 
Xot such weight of furs and wampum, 
Not such weight of pots and kettles. 
For the spirits faint beneath them. 
Only give them food to caiTy, 
Only give them lire to light them 

" Four days is the spirit's journey 
To the land of ghosts and shadows. 
Four its lonely night encampments : 
Four times must their flres be lighted. 
Tlierefore, whon the dead are buried, 
Let a fire, as night approaches. 
Four times on the grave be kindled. 
Tliat the soul upon its journey 
May not lack the cheerful flre-light, 
Mav not grope about in darkness. 

"'Farewell, noble Hiawatlia ! 
We liave put you to the trial. 
To the proof have put your patience, 
By the insult of our presence, 
B'; the outrage of our actions. 
We have found you great and noble. 
Fail not in the greater trial, 
Faint not in the liarder strujrgle.'' 

When they ceased, a sudden darkness 
Fell and filled the silent wigwam. 
Hiawatha heard a rustle 
As of garments trailing by him. 
Heard the curtain of the doorway 
Lifted by a hand he saw not ; 
Felt the cold breath of the air. 
For a moment saw the starllglit ; 
But he saw the ghosts no longer. 
Saw no more the wandering spirits 
From the kingdom of Ponenian, 
From the land of the Hereafter. 



XX. 



THE FAMINE. 

O THE long and dreary Winter ! 

O the cold and cruel Winter ! • 

Ever thicker, thicker, thicker 

Froze the ice on lake and river, 

Ever deeper, deeper, deeper 

Fell the snow o'er all the landscape, 

Fell the covering snow and drifted 

Through the forest, round the village. 

Hardly from his buried wigwam 
Could the hunter force a passage ; 
With his mittens and his snow-shoes 
Vainly walked he through the forest. 
Sought for bird or beast and found none, 
Saw no track of deer or rabbit. 
In the snow beheld no footprints. 
In the ghastly, gleaming forest 
Fell, and could not rise from weakness. 
Perished there from cold and hunger. 

O the famine and the fever ! 
O the wasting of the famine ! 
O the blasting of the fever ! 
O the wailing of the children ! 

the anguish of the women! 

All the earth was sick and famished ; 
Hungry was the air around them. 
Hungry was the sky above them, 
And the hungry stars in heaven 
Like the eyes of wolves glared at them ! 
Into Hiawatha's wigwam 
Came two other guests, as silent 
As the ghosts wore, and as gloomy 
Waited not to be invited. 
Did not parley at the doorway. 
Sat there without word or welcome 
In the seat of Laughing Water ; 
Looked with haggard eyes and hollow 
At the face of Laughing Water. 

And the foremost said : "Behold rac I 

1 am Famine, Bukadawln !" 

And the other said : " Behold me ! 
I am fever, Ahkosewin !" 

And the lovely Minnehaha 
Shuddered as they looked upon her, 
Slmddered at the words they uttered. 
Lay down on lier bed in silence. 
Hid her face, but made no answer; 
Lay there trembUng, freezing, burning 
At the looks they cast upon her, 
At the fearful words they uttered. 

Forth into the emptv forest 
Rushed the maddened Illawathn, 
In his heart was deadly sorrow, 
In his face a stony firmness; 
On his brow the sweat of anguish 
Started, but it froze and fell not. 

Wrapped in furs and armed fqr hunliug. 
With his mighty bow of ash-ti-co, 
With his quiver full of arrows. 
With his mittens. Minjekahwun, 
Into the vast and vacant forest 
On his snow-shoes strode he forward. 

" Gitche Manito, the Mighty !'* 
Cried he with his face uplifted 
In that bitter hour of anguish, 
" Give your children food. O father ! 
Give us food, or we must perish ! 
Give me food for Minnehaha, 
For my dying Mhinehaha !"' 

Tlirougfi the far-resounding forest. 
Through the forest vast and vacant. 
Rang that cry of desolation, 
But there came no other answer 
Than the echo of this crying, 
Tlian the echo of the woodlands, 
"Minnehaha! Minnehaha!" 

All day long roved Hiawatha 
In that mft\aiic\io\y (oteat. 

In the pVeMarvt ^«y« o\>|i^MBiaa,T. 
I Of thatlle'et-loTtpi^.tATl^\XT^aB«t^ 
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He had broHght his yonng wifo homeward 
From the land of the J)acotahs ; 
When the birds sang in the thickets, 
And the streamlets laughed and glistened, 
And the air wasiuU of fragrance, 
And the lovely Langhing Water 
Said with voice that did nut tremble, 
'* I will follow you, my husband !" 

In the wigwam with Nokomis, 
"With those gloomy guests, that watched her, 
With the Famine and ilio Fever, 
She was lying, the Beloved, 
She was dying, Minnehaha. 

" Hark V^ she said ; " I hear a rushing, 
Hear a roaring and a rushing. 
Hear the falls of Minnehaha 
Calling to me from a distance 1" 
*' No, my child I" said old Nokomis, 
*' Tis the night-wind in the pine-treas I" 

'* Look!*' she said. " 1 see my fatlicr. 
Standing lonely at his doorway, 
Hcckonlug to mo from his wigwam 
In the land of tiie Dac^tahs !" 
" No, my child!" said old Nokomis, 
" 'Tis the smoke that waves and beckons !" 

"Ah!" she said, "thceyes ofPauguk 
f ilarc npon me in the darkness, 
I can feel his icy fingers 
Clasping mme amid the darkness! 
Hiawatha! Hiawatha!" 

And the desolate Hiaw^atha, 
Far away amid the forest. 
Mires away among the mountains. 
Heard that sudden cry of anguish, 
Heard the voice of 3Iinnehaha 
Calling to him in the darkness, 
"* Hiawatha! Hiawatha!" 

Over snow-fields waste and pathless, 
Under snow-encuml>ered branches. 
Homeward hurried Hiawatlui, 
£mpty -handed, heavy-iiearted. 
Hen rd Nokomis wailing, moaning : 
" Wahonomin! Wahonomln! 
Would that I had perished for you. 
Would that I were dead as you are I 
Wahonomln ! Wahonomln !" 

And he rushed into the wigwam. 
Saw the old Nokomis slowly 
Hocking to and fro and moaning. 
Saw his lovely Miimehaha 
Lying dead and cold before him. 
And his bursting heart within him 
rttered such a cry of anguish, 
Tliat the forest moaned and Hhiidderud, 
That the very stars in heaven 
Shook and treml)Ied with h s anguish. 

Then lie sat down, still and speechless, 
On the bed of Minnehaha, 
At the feet of Langhing Water, 
At those willing feet that never 
More wonld lightlv run to meet him. 
Never more would lightly follow. 

With both iiands Ids faoe he covered. 
Seven long days and nights he sat there. 
As if in a swoon he sat there. 
Speechless, motionless, nnconsciuns 
Of the daylight or the darkness. 

Then tliey buried Minncliaha ; 
In tlie snow a grave they made her. 
In the forest deep and darksome, 
ITndemcath the moaning hemlocks: 
Clothed^ier in her richest garments. 
Wrapped her in her robes of ermine. 
Covered lier with snow, like ermine ; 
Thus they buried Minnehaha. 

And at night a fire was lighted. 
On her grave four times was kindled. 
For her soul upon its journey 
To the Islands of the Blessed. 
From his doorway Hlawatlia 
Saw Jt burning In the forest. 



Lighting ap the gloomy hemlocks. 
From his sleepless beanprising, 
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F'rom the bod of Minnehaha, 
Stoo<l and watched It at the doorway. 
That it might not bo extinguished, 
Might not leave her in the darkness. 

" Farewell !" said he, '• Minnehaha I 
Farewell, O my Laughing Water ! 
All my heart is buried with yon ! 
All my thoughts go onward with you! 
Come not back again to labour. 
Come not back again to suffer. 
Where the Famine and tlie Fever 
Wear the heart and waste the body. 
Soon my task will bo completed. 
Soon your footsteps 1 shall follow 
To the Islands of the Blessed, 
To the kingdom of ronemah. 
To the Land of the Hereafter I ' 



XXI. 

THE WHITE MANS FOOT 

Iif his lodge beside a river 
Close beside a frozen river, 
Sat an old man, sad and lonciv. 
White his hair was as a snow-drift ; 
Dull and low his fire was burning. 
And the old man shook and trembled. 
Folded in his Waubcwyon, 
In his tattered white-skin wrapper, 
Hearing nothing but the tempest 
As it roared along llic forest. 
Seeing nothing but tlie snow-storm. 
As It whirled, and hissed, and drifted. 

All the coals were white with ashes. 
And the fire was slowly dying. 
As a young man, walking lightly. 
At the open doorway entered. 
Red with blood of youth his cheeks were, 
Soft his eyes, as stars in Spring-time, 
Bound his forehead was with grasses, 
Bound and plumed with .scented grasses; 
On his lips a smile of l)oaHty, 
Filling all the lodge with sunshine. 
In his hand a bunch of blos.soms 
Filling all the lodge with sweetness. 

"Ah, my son!" exclained the old man, 
" Happy are my eyes to see you. 
Sit here on the mat beside nic, 
Sit here by the dying em])ers, 
Ix't us pass the night together. 
Tell nje of vour strange adventures. 
Of the land where you have travelled; 
I will tell you of my prowess. 
Of my many deeds of wonder." 

From his pouch he drew his peace-pipe, 
Verv old and strangely fashioned ; 
Made of red stone was the pipe-head. 
And the stem a reed with feathers; 
Filled the pipe with bark of willow, 
Placed a burning coal upon it. 
(iave it to his guest, the stranger. 
And began to speak In this wise: 

"When I blow my breath about me, 
Wlien I breathe upon the landscape. 
Motionless are all the rivers, 
Hard as stone becomes the water." 

And the young man answered, smiling: 
" When I l)low my breath about me, 
Wlien I breathe upon the landscape,. 
Flowers spring up o'er all the meadows, 
Singing, onward rush the rivers!" 

"When I shake my hoary tresses," 
Said the old man, darkly frowning, 
" All the land with snow is covered; 
All the leaves from all the branches 
Fall and fade and die and wither. 
For I breathe, and lo ! they are not. 
From t\\e "walexft ouOt \.\vfe tosLt^VvQ^^ 
R\se tV\ci "wWCl i;oo%fe icv\^\.\\^\v^XQtv, 
Fly away to ei\%V«a\\.Yfe\gLWv&., 
For 1 RpeaVi, aT\(\\o\ \\v^^ vc^xitA.. 
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And where'er my footsteps wander. 
All the wild beasts of the forest 
Hide themselves in holes and caverns. 
And the earth becomes as flintstouc !" 

"When I shake my flowing ringlets," 
Said the young man, softly laughing, 
" Showers of rain fall warm and welcome. 
Plants lift up their heads rejoicing, 
Back unto their lakes and marshes 
Come the wild goose and the heron. 
Homeward shoots the arrowy swallow, 
Sing the blue-bird and the robin, 
And where'er my footsteps wander, 
All the meadows wave with blossoms, 
All the woodlands ring with music. 
All the trees are dark with foliage !" 

Wliile they spake the night departed; 
From the distant realms of Wabun, 
From his shhiing lodge of silver. 
Like a warrior robed and painted, 
Came the sun, and said, " Behold me! 
Gheezis, the great sun, behold me !" 

Then the old man's tongue was speechless, 
And the air grew warm and pleasant. 
And upon the wigwam sweetly 
Sang the blue-bird and the robin, 
And the stream began to murmur. 
And a scent of growing grasses 
Through the lodge was gently wafted, 

And Swegun. the youthful stranger, 
:More distinctly in the daylight, 
Saw the icy face before him, 
It was Peboan, the Winter. 

From his eyes the tears were flowing, 
As from melting lakes and streamlets, 
And his body shrunk and dwindled 
As the shouting sun ascended, 
'nil into the air it faded. 
Till into the ground it vanished. 
And the young man saw before him, 
On tlic hearth-stone of the wigwam, 
Where the lire had smoked and smouldered, 
Saw tlic earliest flower of Spring-time, 
Saw the Beauty of the Spring-time, 
Saw the Miskodeed in blossom. 

Thus it was that in the Northland 
After that unheard-of coldness, 
That intolerable Winter. 
Came the Spring, with all its splendour. 
All its birds and all its blossoms. 
All its flowers and leaves and grasses. 

Sailing on the wind to northward, 
Flying in great flocks like arrows. 
Like huge^arrows shot through heaven. 
Passed the swan, the Mahnahbezee, 
Speaking almost as a man speaks ; 
And in long lines waving, bending 
Like a bow-string snapped asunder. 
Came the white goose, Waw-be-wawa ; 
And in pairs, or singly flying. 
Mahng the loon, with clamorous pinions. 
The blue heron, the Shuh-shuh-gah, 
And the grouse, the Mushkodasa. 

In the thickets and the meadows 
Piped the blue-bird, the Owaissa, 
On the summit of the lodges. 
Sang the robin, the Opechee, 
In the covert of the pine-trees 
Cooed the Omeme, the pigeon. 
And the sorrowing Hiawatha, 
Speechless in his inflnite sorrow. 
Heard their voices calling to him. 
Went forth from his gloomj' doorway, 
Stood and gazed into the heaven, 
Gazed upon the earth and waters. 

From his wanderings far to eastward, 
From the regions of the morning. 
From the shining land of Wabun, 
Homeward now returned lagoo. 
The great traveller, the great boaster, 
J^all of no w and strange tidventnres^ 
Marvels many, and many wondtrs, 
■djid the people of the vJMage 



Listened to him as he told them 
Of his marvellous adventures. 
Laughing answered him in this wise: 
' ' Ugh I it is indeed lagoo ! 
No one else beholds such wonders 1" 

He had seen, he said, a water 
Bigger than the Big-Sea- Water, 
Broader than the Gitche Gumee, 
Bitter so that none could drink it ! 
At each other looked the warriors. 
Looked the women at each other. 
Smiled, and said, " It caHnot be so I 
Kaw!" they said, " It cannot be so!" 

O'er it, said he, o'er this water 
Came a great canoe with pinions, 
A canoe with wings came flying. 
Bigger than a grove of pine-trees, 
Taller than the tallest tree-tops ! 
And the old men and the women 
Looked and tittered at each other ; 
'' Kaw !" they said, " We don't believe itl" 

From Its mouth, he said, to gi'cet him, 
Came Waj-wasslmo, the lightning. 
Came the thunder, Annemekee ! 
And the warriors and the women 
Laughed aloud at poor lagoo ; 
" Kaw !" they said, " what tales you tcU asl" 

In It, said he, came a people. 
In the great canoe with pinions 
Came, he said, a hundred warriors; 
Painted white were all their faces. 
And with hair their chins were covered! 
And the warriors and the women 
Laughed and shouted In derision. 
Like the ravens on the tree-tops. 
Like the crows upon the hemlock. 
" Kaw !" they said, "what lies you tell us! 
Do not think that we believe them l" 

Only Hiawatha laughed not. 
But he gravely spake and answered 
To their jeering and their jesthig: 
" True Is all lagoo tells us ; 
I have seen it in a vision. 
Seen the great canoe with pinions. 
Seen the people with white faces. 
Seen the coming of this bearded 
People of the wooden vessel 
From the regions of the morning. 
From the shming land of Wabun. 

" Gltche-Manlto, the Mighty, 
The Great Spirit, the Creator, 
Sends them lilther on his errand. 
Sends them to us with ills message. 
Wheresoe'er they move, before them 
Swarms the stinging fly, the Ahmo, 
Swarms the bee, the honey-maker; 
Whereso'er they tread, beneath them 
Springs a flower unknown among us. 
Springs the ^Vliite-man's Foot in blossonL 

" Let us welcome, then, the strangers. 
Hail them as our friends and brothers. 
And the heart's right hand of friendship 
Give them when they come to see us. 
Gitche Manito, the Mighty, 
Said this to me In my vision. 

" I beheld, too, in that vision 
All the secrets of the future, 
Of the distant days that shall be, 
I beheld the westward marches 
Of the unknown, crowded nations. 
All the land was full of people. 
Restless, struggling, toiling, striving, * 
Speaking many tongues, yet feeling. 
But one neart-beat in their bosoms. 
In tlio woodlands rang their axoB. 
Smoked their towns in all the valleys. 
Over all the lakes and rivers 
Bushed their great canoes of thunder. 

"Then a darker, drearier vision 
Passed before me, vague and cloud-like> 
1 behold our waUowa sc&UQx^d^ 
All forgetful ol voy oMu»e\B, 
Weakened, "wairVng "yrtftv <i«wai QCb»t \ 



THE SONG OF HIAWATHA 
Saw the remnants of oar people 
Sweeping westward, wild ana woeful, 
Lilcc the clond-rack of a tempest. 
Like the withered leaves e< aatmuii *" 
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xxir. 

HIAWATHA S DEPARTURE. 

Bv the shore of (»itcho Oninee, 
15y the shilling Big-Sea- Water, 
At the doorway of his wigwam. 
In the i)leasanc Snmmer morning, 
Hiawatha stood and waited. 

All the air was full of freshness, 
All the earth was bright and Joyous, 
And before him, through the snnshinc, 
Westward toward the nelgtibonrfng forest 
Passed in golden swarms the Ahmo, 
Passed the bees, the honeynofiakors, 
Burning, singing in the sunshine. 

Bright above him shone tho heavens. 
Level spread the lake before him ; 
From its bosom leaped the stargeon, 
Sparkling, flashing in tho sunshine ; 
On its margin tlie grctft forest 
Stood reflected in the water, 
Kvery tree-top had its sliadow. 
Motionless beneath the water. 
From the brow of Hiawatha 
Gone was every trace of sorrow. 
As the fog from off the water. 
As the mist from off the meadow. 
With a smile of joy and trinmph, 
With a look of exultation. 
As of one who in a vision 
Sees what is to be l)ut is not. 
Stood and waited Hiawatha. 

Toward the sun his hands were lifted, 
Both the palms spread out against It 
And between the parted fingers 
Fell the sunshine on his features. 
Flecked with light his naked shoulders. 
As it falls and flecks an oak-tree 
Through the rifted leaves and branches. 

O'er the water floating, flying, 
Something in the hazy distance. 
Something in the mists of morning. 
Loomed and lifted from the water. 
Now seemed floating, now seemed flying, 
Conaing nearer, nearer, nearer. 
Was it Shingebis, tly; diver V 
Was it the pelican, the Shada ? 
Or the heron, the Shnh-shuh-gah? 
Or the white goose, Waw-bc-wiiwa, 
AVith the water dripping, flashing 
From its glossy neck and feathers? 

It was neither goose nor diver, 
Neither the pelican, nor heron, 
O er the water floating, flying. 
Through the shining mist of raornhig, 
But a birch canoe witli paddles, 
Kislng, sinking on the water. 
Dripping, flashing in tlie Kuiishino, 
And within it cuuie a people 
From the distant land of Wabnn, 
From-tlie farthest realms of morning 
Came the Black-Robe cliief, the Prophet, 
He the Priest of Pravor, the Pale-face, 
With his guides andhis companions. 

And the noble Hiawatha, 
With his hands aloft extended. 
Held aloft in sign of welcome. 
Waited, full of exultation, 
Till the birch canoe with paddles. 
Grated on the shining pebbles, 
Stranded on the sandv margin. 
Till the Black-Robe chief, the Pale-face, 
With the cross upon hJs bosom, 
htmded on the sandv margin. 
Tben the Joyous Hiawatha 



Cried aloud and spake in this wise: 
whVn J/XwlJ^the sun. O strangers. 

All our towntopate'iUi^*-' »=*• 

All our doors stand 0|)en for ylj^^ - 

Vou shall enter all onr wigwams, 

lor the hearts riglit hand we ^\\Q rfm. 

••Never bloomed the earth so gayiy 
Never shone the sun so brlxrhtly, 
As to-day they shine and blotisoui 
When you come i>o far to see us! 
Never was our lake so tranquil. 
Nor so free from rocks and sand-burs ; 
For your birch caiioo in passing 
Has removed both rock and sand-bar! 

" Never before had our tobacco 
Such a sweet and pleasant flavour. 
Never the broad leaves of our corn-fields 
Were so beautiful to l*ok on. 
As they seem to us this morning. 
When you come so far to see us!" 

And the Black-Robe chief made answer. 
Stammered in his speech a little, • 
Speaking words yet unfamiliar: 
"Peace be with you, Hiawatha. 
Peace be with you and your iieople. 
Peace of prayer, and peace of pardon, 
Peace of Ciirist, and joy of Mary!" 

Then the generous Hiawatha 
Led the strangers to his wigwam, 
Seated them on skins of bison, 
Seated them on skins of ermine. 
And the careful old Nokomis 
Brought them food iu bowls of bass-wood. 
Water brought in birchen dipjiers. 
And the calumet, the peace-pipe. 
Filled and lighted for their smokhig. 

All the old men of the village. 
All the warriors of the nation. 
All the Josakeeds, the prophets, 
Tlie magicians, the Wabenos, 
And the medicine-men, the Medas, 
Came to bid tho strangers welcome; 
" it is well," they said, " O brothers. 
That you come so far to see us !" 

In a circle round the doorway, 
With their pipes they sat in silence, 
Waiting to behold the strangers. 
Waiting to receive their message ; 
TIU tlie Black-Robe chief, tho Pale-face, 
From the wigwam came to greet them. 
Stammering in his speech a little, 
Speaking words vet unfamiliar: 
" It is well,' they said. " O brother. 
That you come so fur to see us I" 

Then the Black-Robe chief, the prophet. 
Told his message to the people, 
Told the purport of his mission. 
Told them of the Virgin Mary, 
And her blessed son, the Saviour, 
How In distant lands and ages 
He had lived on earth as we do ; 
How he fasted, prayed, and Iai>ourcd; 
How the Jews, the tribe accursed, 
Mocked him, scourged him, crucified him. 
How he rose from whore they laid him. 
Walked again with his disei])lcs, 
And ascended into heaven. 

And the chiefs made answer, saying : 
" We have listened to yonr message. 
We have heard yonr wonis of wisdom. 
We will think on what you tell us. 
It is well for us, O brothers, 
That you come so far to sec ns!" 

Then they rose up and departed 
Each one homeward to his wigwam, 
To the young men and the women 
Told the story of the strangers 
Whom the Master of Life had sent them 
From the shining land of Wabun. 
Heav V wVlVx U\vi Vvc^'sv.v ».\\^ ^WcVkSfe 
(Trew\\\e alteiTvoow ol "^wtwKvfeT % 
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LONGt'ELLOW'S 



Whispered round the sultry wigwam, . 
With a sonnd of sleep thejwgf**— 

S^'^ffiii''i^^^?-^?^ftfs^^» and'ceasoless 
^JfftgThe^ grasshopper, Tah-puk-keena ; 
And the guests or Hiawatha, 
Weary with the heat of Summer, 
Slumbered in the sultry wigwam. 
Slowly o'er the simmering landscape 
Fell tnc evening's dusk and coolness, 
And the long and level sunbeams 
Shot their spears into the forest. 
Breaking through its shields of shadow, 
Rushed into each secret ambush. 
Searched each thicket, dingle, hollow, 
Still the guests of Hiawatha 
Slumbered In the silent wigwam. 

From his place rose Hiawatha, 
Bade farewell to old Nokomis, 
Spake in whispers, spake in this wise. 
Did not wake the guests that slumbered: 

" I am going, O Nokomis, 
On a long and distant Journey, 
To the portals of the Sunset, 
To the regions of the home-wind. 
Of the Northwest wind, Keewaydln : 
But these guests I leave behind me, 
In your watch and ward I leave them ; 
See that never harm comes near them. 
See that never fear molests them. 
Never danger nor sucplcion. 
Never want of food or shelter. 
In the lodge of Hiawatha !" 

Forth Into the village went he. 
Bade farewell to all the warriors, 
<5ade farewell to all the young men, 
Spake, persuading, spake in this wise: 

*' 1 am going, O my people. 
On a long and distant Journey ; 
Many moons and many winters 
Will iiave come, and will have vanished, 
Ere I come again to see you. 
But my guests I leave behind me : 
Listen to their words of wisdom. 
Listen to the truth they tell you. 
For the Master of Life has sent them 



POETICAL W^^*^-" 

^ Mrrotnlha land of light and morning!" 

On the shore stood Hiawatha, 
Turned and waved his hand at parting ; 
On the clear and luminous water 
Launched his birch-canoe for sailing. 
From the pebbles of the margin 
Shoved it forth into the water; 
Whispered to it, "Westward! Westward!" 
And with speed It darted forward. 

And the evening sun descending 
Set the clouds on fire with redness. 
Burned the broad sky, like a prairie, 
Left upon the level water 
One long track and trail of splendour, 
Down whose stream, as down a river. 
Westward, westward Hiawatha * 

Sailed into the flery sunset. 
Sailed into the purple vapours. 
Sailed into the dusk of evening. 

And the people from the margin 
Watched him floating, rising, sinking, 
Till the birch-canoe seemed lifted 
High Into that sea of splendour, 
Till it sank into the vapours 
Like the new moon slowly, slowly 
Sinking in the purple distance. 

And they said, "Farewell for ever!" 
Said "Farewell, O Hiawatha!" 
And the forests, dark and lonely, 
IMoved through all their depths of darkness. 
Sighed, "Farewell, O Hiawatha! ' 
And the waves upon the margin 
Rising, rippling on the pebbles. 
Sobbed, "Farewell, O Hiawatha!" 
And the heron, the Shuh-shuh-gah, 
From her haunts among the feu-lands, 
Screamed, " Farewell, Hiawatha !" 

Thus departed Hiawatha, 
Hiawatha the Beloved, 
In the glory of the sunset, 
In the purple mists of evening. 
To the regions of the home-wind. 
Of the Northwest wind Keewaydln, 
To the Islands of the Blessed, 
To the kingdom of Pouemah, 
To the land of the Hereafter 1 



VOCABULARY. 



Adjldtnlna, Ut nd iqiiimL 



GhuoMan', a taKA-uiwi. 
CbMDiralk:', Oiflmr. 
UdUi'boi, a HuuuHu.- fliead 

q^ mamaUia! rulir m lAe 

laaiafafirtll. 
Uuli-kiia-iM'ibe, sr Kvo-n«'- 

ffttfcr, Ufa Sitpenor, 
Olteh'c Xulto. UitOrtat Splnl, 

Utawatba, '(A« Pmplin. ffte 



jM-bLoVMl"'*] 
Jofla'ue«d, d prof 
KnblbonnK'kii, lAf 



'SiS 

&BOBV'. M« DTVOf VOr-f 

Knntiuoo%Mc Oane of I 
Km^UHl, Ml SUvag ilan. 

■lie. flic droQitA-flif. 
UaliiuUilw'HC, tltetuao- 
UmluiB. UUIOBn, 

Ua'miL, (fa woodptcier. 



Pelxun, Water. 
{■ciu-lcnii, nuat tf tit dnr er 
baffau, dntdamdpoimdii' 






• ala (Ac J/iuuiUnil, to- PujEJBiwiia'raii, a HWr-tfiit, 



tiiii&liA'iiB, Lauglnng Watt 

w^tof lliatBatlta, 
Innffl-TrK'VA. tt ^ttavml fovn 

4u rifttit wud in rAe f rrdX' 

isEoileed', the aprlna Ami 
(Af Claslimta Flrt&lca. 

oon ol Bilibt KJnliti, .tfiri 
Don ol LoKTea. Mat. 






of Lake Superior r 
Nco-ljfl-iiaw-bftlBs, wafi 

NtAo'iDls. affrandmoth 
Opecbe«', f A; roAiit. 



il^"^p2Sail. 



Oa^ftfa'^SSni'ftHl 

. .. .-nurl if the BaO^ 
, S)i[n'(rebl% Ifa datr. or frteit 

Bhn™h'n]"'°'h''1faWHit™. 
,- Hoan-n-tAlia, timg-iiearied. 

To'lem, /anal)/ eoal-tf-arim. 



Wtnufnnli, (At diUil dauahtir: 



THE COURTSHIP OF MILES STANDISH 



MILES .STANDISIL 

In the Old Colony days. In Plymotith the land of 
the Pilgrims, 

To and fro In a room of his sim|)lo and primitive 
dwelling, 

Clad in doublet and hose, and boots of Cor- 
dovan leather, 

Strode, with a martial air, Miles .Standish the 
Puritan Captain. 

Burled in thought he sociucd, with his hands be- 
hind him, and paiisihitr 

£ver and anon to behold his glittering wca|>ous 
of warfare. 

Hanging in shining array along the walls of the 
chamber,— 

Catlass and corslet of steel, and his trusty sword 
of Damascus, 

Curved at the nbint and inscribed with its mys- 
tical Arabic sentence. 

While underneath, in a corner, were fowhng- 
picce, rauskct, and matchlock. 

Short of statui'c he was, but strongly built and 
athletic. 

Broad in the shoulders, deep-chested, with 
muscles and sinew !> of iron : 

Brown as a nut was his face, but Ids russet 
beard was already 

Flaked with |)atchcA of snow, as hedges some- 
times in November. 

Tear hhii was seated John Aldcn, his fnend and 
housuhold companion, 

Writhiff with diligent speed at a tublc of pine by 
the window ; 

Fair-haired, azure-eyed, with delicate Saxon 
complexion. 

Having the dew of his youth, and the beauty 
thereof, as the captives 

Whom Saint Gregory saw, and exclaimed, *'Not 
Angles but Angels " 

Youngest of all was he of the men who came In 
the JMay-Flower. 

Suddenly "breaking the silence, tlic diligent 

scribe interrupting. 
Spake, in the pride of his heart. Miles Standish 

the Captain of Plymouth. 
"Look at these arms,*^ he said, "the warlike 

weapons that hang here, 
Burnishen and bright and clean, as if for parade 

or inspection ! 
This is the sword of Dnmasctis 1 fouirlit with ui 

Flanders; this hreastplate, 
Well I romeuiber the dny ! once sivcd mv life in 

a skirmish ; 
Here in front you can sec the s'ory dint of I ho 

bullet 
Flrc'd point-Iiluuk at my heart by a Simnish ar- 

cabucoro. 
Had It not l>een of shoer-steel, the forgotten 

bones of Miles Stundlsh 
Would at this moment bo mould, in their grave 

In the Flemish m(»rasses." 
Thereupon answered John Aldcn, but looked 

not up from his writing: 
. **Trnly the breath of the Lord hath slackened 

the speed of the hulha ; 
He In his mercy preserved you, to be our shield 

and our weapon!" 



Still the captain continued, unheeding the words 

of the stripling: 
'' See, how bright they are burnished, as if in an 

arsenal hanging; 
That is because I have done it myself, and not 

left it to others. 
Serve yourself, would you be well served, Is an 

excellent adage; 
So I take care of my arras, as you of your pens 

and your inkhorn. 
Then, too. there are ray soldiers, my great In- 
vincible army. 
Twelve men, all e(| nipped, having each his rest 

and ills matchlock. 
Eighteen shillings a month, together with diet 

and pillage, 
And, like Caesar, 1 know the nameof eachof my 

soldiers!" 
This he said with a smile, that danced in his 

eyes as the sunbeams 
Dance on the waves of the sea, and vanish again 

in a moment. 
Aldcn langhed as he wrote, and still the Caj»taln 

contmued : 
"Look! you can see from this window my 

brazen howitzer planted. 
High on the roof of the church, a preacher who 

speaks to the purpose, 
Steady, straight-forward, and strong, with ir- 
resistible logic, 
Orthodox, flashing conviction right into the 

hearts of the heathen. 
Now we are ready, I think, for any assault of 

the Indians ; 
Let them come, if they like, and the sooner they 

try it the Ijetter.— 
Let them come, if thoy like, be it sagamore, 

sachem, or pow-wow, 
Aspinet. Samose.t, Corbltant, Squanto, or Toka- 

mahamon !" 

Long at the window he stood, and wistfully 

gazed on she landscape. 
Washed with a cold gray mist, the vapoury 

breath of the east wiiul. 
Forest and meadow and hill, and the steel-blno 

rim of the ocean. 
Lying silent and sad, in the afternoon shadows 

and sunshine. 
Over Ms countenance flitted a shadow like those 

on the landscn]>c. 
(Hoom interniingU'd with light; and his voice 

was subdttcd with emotion. 
Tenderness, pity, legiet, as after a pause ho 

I)rocceded : 
"Yonder there, on the hill by the sea, lies burled 

Kofic Standi'^h; 
Beautiful r^'^e of love, tliat bloouicd for me by 

the wayside ; 
She was the first to die of all who came in the 

May-Flower ! 
Green above her Is growing the field of wheat 

we have sown tliere. 
Better to hide from the Indian scouts the graves 

of our people, 
Lest they should count thom and see how many 

already have perished 1" 
Sadly his faco ho averted, and strode up nnd 

down, and was thoughtful. 



tllE rorKTHllIP OK .MILH^ STaXDISH. 



fixed to the opponitowall wus a j^liclf of books, 

and anions tlu'in 
Prominent three, diHtingaii^licd alike for bulk 

and for bindhiK 
Bariffe'8 .VrtiUery Oaido, and the Commentaries 

of Ca?sar, 
Out of the Latbi translated bv Arthur (}oldinj,M' 

of London, 
And. as if fntarded bv thc-o, botwcen thorn was 

standin;; the Itiblo, 
MashiK a moment b«»forc them. Miles Standlsh 

paused, as if doubtful 
Which of the three he should choose for his con- 
solation and coniforl. 
Whether the wars of the Hebrews, the famous 

campaigns of tlie Romans. 
Or the Artillery practice, designed for bellige- 
rent Christians. 
Finally down from Its shelf he dragged the pon- 

derons Roman, 
Seated himself at the window, and opened the 

book, and in silence 
Tamed o*er the well-worn loaves, where thnmb- 

marks thick on the margin 
Like the trample of feet, proclaimed the bnttle 

was hottest. 
Nothing was heard in the room bnt the hurrying 

pen of the stripliuK. 
Basy writing epistles important, to go l)y the 

^lay-Flower, 
Ready to sail on the morrow, or next day at 

latest, Ood williuu! 
Homeward bound with the tidings of nil that 

terrible winter, 
Letters written by A Idcn, and full of Ihonamc 

of Priscilla, 
Fall of the name and fame of the Pnritun u.al.kn 

PrlscUlal 



n. 
LO^'E A^^) FRIENDSHIP. i 

Nothing was heard in the room bnt the huriy- 

ing pen of tlie stripling. 
Or an occasional sigh from the labouring heart 

of the Captain, 
Reading the marvellons words and achievements 

of Julias Caisar. 
After awhile he exclaimed, as he smote with his 

hand, palm downwards. 
Heavily on the page : " A wonderful man was 

this Casarf 
You are a writer, and I am a fighter, bnt here is 

a fellow 
Who can Imth write and fight, and in both was 

eqaaUy skill ul!*' 
Straightway answered and spake John Atden, 

the comely, the youthful : 
*♦ Yes, he was equally skilled, as yon say, with 

his pen and his weapons. 
Somewhere have I read, but where I forget, he 

conld dictate 
Seven letters at once, at the same time writing 

his memoirs." 
" Trnly," continued the Captain, not heeding or 

hearing the otiier, 
*'Tmly a wonderful man was Calus Julius 

Cflssar ' 
Better be first, ho said, in a little Iberian vil- 
lage. 
Than be second in Rome, and I think he was 

right when he said it. 
Twice was he married before he was twenty, 

and many times after ; 
Battles flrc hundred he fought, and a thonsand 

cities he connnercd; 
He, too, foaght In Flanders, as ho himself has 

recorded ; 
Finally he was stabbed by his friend, the orator 

jirutus! 
Now, do vou know what he did on a certain oc- 
casion in tlanders. 
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Wlien the ronr-gnard of his army retreated, the 

front giving wav too. 
And the imniorrul T\%vlfth Legion was crowded 

Their wn«* no room for their sword -i? Whv Iw 

-t'\/A'i[ ii shi.ld from a "ohllfT, " ' 

Put lilni«elf Mniiirhi :it tli<- h« ;ul (»f the tro .p" 

and e riuM.iml'd ih«- <'aptahis. 
('ulllnjf on cMch by his name, to order forward 

the ensk'Jis ; 
Then to widen tlw r.iiil..-, and give more room for 



-or- 



tholr weaitoiis ; 
So he won the day, the iMttIc of somethln 

oihf-r. 
That's what I always ?ay ; If yon wish a thing to 

be well done. 

Yon must do it yourself, you must not leave it to 
others I" 

All was silent nprain; the Captain continued 

his reading. 
Nothing was lieard in f ho ruom but tlichurrving 

]>en of the stripling 
Writing epistles important to go next day bv the 

jMay-Flower, 
Filled with the name and the fame of the Puritan 

maiden Priscilla : 
Every sentence began or closed with the name 

of Priscilla, 
Till the treacherous pen, to which he confided 

the secret. 
Strove to betray it by singing and bhoutlng the 

name of Prihelllu I 
Finally closing his b<»ok, with a bang of the pon- 
derous cover, 
Sudden and loud as iho sound of a soldier 

grounding his niuskvt. 
Thus to the younir man sjiako Miles Standlsh tlio 

Captain of Plymouili : 
'• When you have tliiished yonr work, I have 

something important to' tell you. 
Uo not Ixrwever in fiaste; I can wait; 1 shall not 

be impatient!" 
Straightway Alden replied, as he folded the last 

of his letters, 
Pushing his papers aside, and giving respectful 

attention : 
" Speak ; for whenever yon speak, I am always 

ready to listen. 
Always ready to hear whatever pertains to 

Miles Standlsh." 
Tliereupon answered tlie Captain, embarrassed, 

and culling his phrases : 
"'TIs not good for a man to be alone say the 

Scriptures. 
Tills I have said before, and again and again I 

repeat it; 
Every hour In the day I think it, an<l feel it, and 

say it. 
Since Rose Stand ish died, my life has been 

weary and dreary ; 
Sick at heart liave I been, beyond the healing of 

friendship. 
Oft in my lonelv hours have 1 thought of the 

maiden Priscilla. 
She is alone in the world ; her father and mother 

and brother 
Died in the winter together; I saw her going 

and coming, 
Now to the grave of the dead, and now to the 

bed of the dying. 
Patient, courageous, and stionjr. and said to my- 
self, that if ever 
There were angels on earth as there are angels 

in heaven. 
Two have I seen and known ; and the angel 

whose name is Priseilla 
Holds in my desolate life the place whieii the 

other abandoned. 
Long have I cherished the thought, but never 

have dared to reveal it. 
Being a coward in this, though valiant enough 

for the most part. 
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While with her foot on tho treadle she guided 

the wheel iu its motion. 
Open wide on her lap lay the well-worn psalm- 
book of Ainsworth, 
Printed in Amsterdam, the words and the music 

together, 
Kongh-hewn, angular notes, like stones in the 

wall of a chnrchyurd. 
Darkened and overhung by tlio running vine of 

tlie verses. 
Sucli was the book from wiiosc pages she sang 

the old Puritan nntlicm. 
She, the Puritan girl, in tho solitude of tlic 

forest, 
Making tho humble houso and tho modest ap- 

)MireI of home-spun 
Benatifnl with her oeauty, and rich with tlic 

wealth of her being ! 
Over him mshed, like a wind that is keen and 

cold and relentless, 
Thoaghts of what might have been, and the 

weight and woe of his errand ; 
All the dreams that had faded, and all tho hopes 

that had vanished. 
All his life henceforth u dreary and tenantlos.*; 

mansion. 
Haunted by vain regrets, and pallid, sorrowful 

faces. 
Still he said -to himself, and almost fiercely he 

said it, 
**Let not him that pntteth his hand to the 

plough look backwards : 
Though the ploughshare cut through the flowers 

of life to its fountains. 
Though it pass o'er the graves of the dead and 

the hearths of the living. 
It fs the will of the Lord ; and his mercy endureth 

forever!" 

So he entered the house : and the hum of the 

wheel and the singing 
Snddcnly ceased, for Priscilla, aroused by his 

step on the threshold. 
Rose as he entered, and gave him her hand, in 

signal of welcome. 
Spying, "I knew it was yon when I heard your 

step in the passage ; 
For I was thinldngof you, as I sat there singing 

and spinning." 
Awkward and dumb with delight, that a thought 

of him had been mingled 
Thus in the sacred psalm, that came from the 

heart of the maiden. 
Silent l>efore her he stood, and gave her tho 

flowers for an answer. 
Finding no words for his thoughts. lie remem- 
bered that day in the winter. 
After the first great snow, when he broke a path 

from the village. 
Keeling and plunging along through the drifts 

that encumbered the doorway. 
Stamping the snow from his feet as he entered 

the house, and Priscilla 
Laughed at his snowy locks, and gave him a 

seat by the fireside, 
Gratefni and pleased to know he had thought of 

her in the snow-stonu. 
Had he but spoken then ! perhaps not in vain 

had he spoken; 
Now it was ail too late ; the golden moment had 

vanished ! 
So he stood there abashed, and gave her the 

flowers for an answer. 

Then they sat down and talked of the birds 
and the beautiful Spring-time, 

Talked of their friends at home, and the May- 
Flower that sailed on the morrow. 

" I have been thiniiing all day," said gently the 
Puritan maiden, 

w Dreaming all night, and thinking all day, of 
the hedge-rows of England^— 

Tbeyare In blossom now, and the country Is all 
like A garden ; 



Thinking of lanes and flelds, and tiie song of tho 

lark and the linnet, 
beehig the village street, and familiar faces of 

neighbours 
Going about as of old, and stopping to gossip to- 
gether, 
And, at the end of the street, the village church, 

with ivy 
Climbing the old gray tower, and tho quiet 

graves in the ehurcliyunl. 
Kind are the people 1 livu with, and dear to nic 

my religion : 
Still my heart Is so sad, tliut I wish myself buck 

hi old £nglaiul. 
You will say it is wrong, but I cimnot help it : I 

almost 
Wish myself back in old England, I feel so lonely 

and wretched." 

Tlierenpon answered the youth:— "Indeed 1 

do not condemn ymx ; 
Stouter hearts than a woman's have quailed in 

this terrible winter. 
Yours is tender and tmsting, and needs a 

stronger to lean on ; 
So I have come to you now, with an offer and 

proffer of marriage 
Made by a grx)d man and true. Miles Standish 

the Captain of Plymouth !" 

Thus he delivered his message, the dexterous 

writer of letters 

Did he not embellish the tlieme, nor array It in 

beautiful phrases. 
But came straight to the point, and blurted it 

out like a schoolboy ; 
Even the Captain himself conld hardly have 

said it more bluntly. 
Mute with amazement and sorrow, Priscilla the 

Puritan maiden 
Looked into Alden's face, her eyes dilated with 

wonder. 
Feeling his words like n blow, that stunned her 

and rendered her speechless; 
nil at length she exclaimed, interrupting the 

ominous silence : 
"If the great Captain of Plymouth is so very 

eager to wed me. 
Why does he not come himself, and take the 

trouble to woo me ? 
If I am not worth the wooing, I surely am not 

worth the winning I" 
Then John Aldcn began explaining and smooth- 
ing the matter, 
Making it worse as ho went, by saying the Cap- 
tain was busy. 
Had no time for such things;— such things! the 

words grating harshly. 
Fell on the ear of Priscilla : and swift as a flu^h 

she made answer: 
"Has he no time for such things, as you call it, 

before he is married. 
Would he be likely to find it, or make it, after t he 

wedding ? 
Tliat is the way with you men; you don't under- 
stand us, you cannot. 
When you have made up your minds, after 

thinking of this one and that one. 
Choosing, selecting, rejecting, comparing one 

with another, 
Tlien yon make knoMni your desire, with abrupt 

and sudden avowal. 
And are offended and hurt, and indignant per- 
haps, that a woman 
Does not respond at once to a love that she 

never suspected. 
Does not attain at a bound the height to which 

you have been climbing. 
This is not right nor Just: for surely a woman's 

affection 
Is not a tWu?; to Vift tcB.)L^^\w.^^\\.WNaA.Vst ^-^^s 

lV\e asVAw?;. 
I Wlien oi\(i Va \.tw\^ VciV$s^^QWi \x'5X ^x^i ^'^S'^^ 
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Had he hut waited awhile, had he only showed 

that he lovod nio. 
Even this (.Captain of yours— who knows?— at 

hist might have won nic. 
Old and rough as he is ; but now It never can 

happen." 



Still John Aldon wont on, unheeding the words 

of rriscllla, 
Urging the buit of his friend, explaining, per- 
suading, expandhJg: 
Spoke of ills couragi' and skill, and of ail his 

battles In Flanders, 
How with the people of (Jod lie had chosen to 

sufTer affliction. 
How, In return for his zeal, they made him Cap- 
tain of Plymouth ; 
He was a gentleman born, could trace his pedi- 
gree plainly 
Hack to Hugh Standlsh of Duxbnry Hall, in 

Lancashire, Kngland, 
Who was the son of Itnlph. and the grandson of 

Thurston de Standlsh ; 
Heir unto vast estates, of which he was basely 

defrauded. 
Still bore the family arms, and had for his crest 

a cock argent". 
Combed and watted gules, and all the rest of the 

bla/on. 
He was a man of honour, of noble and generous 

nature: 
Though he was rough he was kindly ; she knew 

liow <1uiing tho winter 
He iiad attended the sick, with a hand as gentle 

as woman s"; 
Somewhat hasty and hot, he could not deny It, 

and lieads'trung. 
Stern as a soldier might be. but hearty, and 

placable always, 
Xot to be iaughed at and scorned, because he 

was little of stature; 
For he was great of lieart,magnanimoas, courtly, 

courageous : 
Any woman In Plymoulii, nay. any woman In 

England. 
Migiit be happy and proud to be called the wife 

of Miles Standish: 

But as he warmed and glowed, in his simple 
and eloquent language. 

Quite forgetful of self and full of the praise of his 
rival. 

Archly the maiden smiled, and, with eyes over- 
running with laughter. 

Said, in a tremulous voice. " Why dont you 
speak for yourself, John?" 



L0XGFELI.0W*'8 POETtCAL WORKS. 

"Welcome, O wind of the East!" hecxclalm'd 
h) his wild exuitatii'ii. 

" Welcome, O wind of the East, from the caves 
of the misty Atlantic ! 

Blowing o'er fields ..it dulse, and measnrelcss 
meadows of sea-grass. 

Blowing o'er rocky wastes, and the grottos and 
gardens of ocean I 

Lay thy cold, moist hand on my bnming fore- 
head, and wrap mo 

Close In thy garments of mist, to allay the fever 
within me!" 



IV. 



JOnX ALDEN. 

Into the open air John Alden, perplexed and be- 
wildered. 

Rushed like a man Insane, and wandered alone 
by the sea-side ; 

Paced up and down the sands, and bared his 
head to the east-wind. 

Cooling his heated brow, and the fire and fever 
within him. 

Slowly as out of the heavens, with apocalyptical 
splendours. 

Sank the city of (Vod, In the vision of John tlie 
Aiiostle, 

So, with Its cloudy walls of chrysolite. Jasper, 
and sappliire. 

Sank the broad red sun, and over Its turrets up- 
lifted 

Glimmered the gold(>n reed of the angel who 
measured the city. 



Like an awakened conscience tlM soa was 

moaning and tossing. 
Beating remorseful and lond tho mntable sands 

of the sea-shore. 
Fierce In his soul was the straggle and tomolt 

of passions contending ; 
Love triumphant and crowned, and friendship 

wounded and bleeding. 
Passionate cries of desire, and importanate 

pleadings of duty ! 
''Is it my tanlt," he said, ^Hhat the maiden has 

chosen between us? 
Is It my fault that he foiled,— my faalt that I 

am the victor?" 
Then within him there thundered a voice* like 

the voice of the Prophet: 
"It hath displeased the Lord !" and he thought 

of David's transgression, 
Bathsheba'8 beautiful face, and his friend in the 

front of the battle ! 
Shame and confusion of gnilt, and abasement 

and self-condemnation. 
Overwhelmed him at once; and he cried in the 

deepest contrition: 
'* It hath displeased the Lord ! it is the tempta- 
tion of Satan !" 

Then, uplifting his head, he looked at the sea, 

and beheld there 
Dimly tlic shadowy form of the May-Flower 

riding at anchor, 
Rocked on the rising tide, and ready to sail on 

the morrow ; 
Heard the voices of men through the mist, the 

rattle of cordage 
Thrown on the deck, the shouts of the mate, and 

the sailors' '-Ay, ay. Sir!" 
Clear and distinct, but not loud, in tho dripping 

air of the twilight. 
Still for a moment he stood, and listened, and 

stared at the ve>scl. 
Then went hurriedly on, as one who, seeing a 

phantom. 
Stops, then quickens his pace, and fellows the 

beckoning shadow. 
"Yes,- It Is plain to me now." be murmured; 

" the hand of the Lord is 
Leading me ont of the land of darkness, the 

bondage of error. 
Through the sea, that shall lift the walls of its 

waters around me. 
Hiding me, cutting me off, from the cruel 

thougnts that pursue mo. 
Back will I go o'er the ocean, this dreary land 

will abandon. 
Her whom I may not love, and whom my heart 

has ofTended. 
Better to be in my grave hi the green old church- 
yard in England, 
Close by my mother's side, and among the dust 

of mv kindred; 
Better be dead and forgotten, than living In 

shame and dishonour! 
Sacred and safe, and nnsceu, in the dark of fhc 

narrow chamber, 
With me my secret shall lie, like a bnrled jewel 

that glimmers 
Bright on the hand that is dnst, in the chambers 

of silence and darkness,— 
Yos, as the marriage ring of the great espousal 

hereafter!'' 



THE COURTSHIP OF MILES STAXDISH. 
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Thus, u he spake, ho turned, In the strength of 

his strong resolution. 
Leaving behind him the shore, and harried 

along in the twilight, 
Through the congenial gloom of the forest Rilcnt 

and sombre. 
Till he beheld the lights in the seven houses of 

Fljmoath, 
Shining like seven stars In the dusk and mist of 

the evening. 
Soon he entered his door, and found the re- 
doubtable Captain 
Sitting alone, and absorbed in the martial pn^cs 

of Cssar, 
Fighting some great campaign In Ilamault ir 

Brabant or Flanders. 
" Long have you been on your errand,** he said, 

with a cheery demeanour. 
Even as one who Is waiting an answer, and 

fears not the issue. 
^*Not far off is the house, although the woods 

are between ns ; 
But you have lingered so long, that while you 

were going and coming 
I have fonght ten battles and sacked and de- 
molished a city. 
Come, sit down, and in order relate to mc all that 



,, sit. »4«»" ••, »IIU III 

has happened." 



the 



Then John Alden spake, and related 

wondrous adventure. 
From beginning to end, minutely, just as it iinp- 

nened: 
How he had seen Priscilla, and how ho itad sped 

in his courtship. 
Only smoothing a little, and softening down her 

refusal. 
But when he came at length to the words Pris> 

cilia had spoken. 
Words so tender and cruel : "Why don't you 

spc>ak for yourself, John ?" 
Up leaped the Captain of i^lvmouth, and stamped 

on the floor till his armour 
Clanged on the wall, where It hung, with a 

sound of sinister omen. 
All his pent-ap wrath burst forth In a sudden 

explosion. 
Even as a hand-grenade, that scatters destruc- 
tion around it. 
Wildly he shouted, and loud: ''John Alden! 

you have betrayed me ! , 

l^Ie, SUlcs Btandish. your friend! have sup- 
planted, defrauded, betniyud me! 
One of m.w ancestors run his sword through the 

heartof Wat Tylor: 
Who shall prevent me from running my own 

throngh the heart of a traitor? 
Yoars is the greater' treason, for yours Is a 

• treason to friendship ! 
Yon, who lived under my mof, whom I cherished 

and loved ns a brother; 
You, who have fed at my hoard, and drunk at 

my Clip, to whose keeping 
I have Intmsted my honour, my thougltts the 

most sacred and secret,— 
Yon too. Bmtns I ah, woe to the name of friend- 
ship hereafter! 
Bnitns was Ciesar's friend, and you were mine, 

but henceforward 
Let there l>e nothing between ns save war, und 

Implacable hatred !" 

Ho spake the Captain of Plymouth, and strode 
about in the chamber, 

Cliaflng and choking with nige; like cords were 
tlie veins on his temples. 

But in the midst of his anger a man appeared at 
the doorway. 

Bringing In uttermost haste a message of urgent 
Importance, 

Bumonrs of dangers and war, and hostile Incur- 
sions of Indians! 

Straightway the ('aptain paused, and without I 
farther question or parley 1 



Took from the nail on the wall his sword with 

its soahhard of iron. 
Buckled the l)elt round his waist, and, frowning 

flercely. drpartt-d. 
Alden was left alone. Ilo heanl the clank of the 

scabbard 
Growing fainter and fainter, and dying away In 

the distonee. 
Then he arose from his seat, and looked forth 

into the darkness. 
Felt the cool air blow on his clieek, that wns hot 

with the insult, 
Lifted his eyes to the heavens, and, folding hii 

hands as In childhood. 
Prayed in the silence of night to the Father who 

seeth in secret 

Mcnnwhllo the choleric Ca[»toln strode wroth- 

ful away to the council. 
Found it already assembled, Impatiently waiting 

Ills coming : 
Men in the middle of life, austere and grave in 

deportment, 
Only one of them old, the hill that was nearest 

to heaven, 
Covered with snow, but erect, tlic excellent 

Elder of Plyuioutli. 
God lias sifted three kingdoms to llud the wheat 

for this planting, 
Tlien had sifted the wheat, as the living seed «f 

a nation ; 
To say the chronicles old, and such hi the faith 

of the people ! 
Neai' them was standing an Indian, in attitude 

stern and defiant. 
Naked down to tlic w^ulst, and grim and ferocious 

in aspect : 
While on the table before them was lying un- 
opened a Bible, 
Ponderous, bound in leather, brass-studded, 

printed in Holland. 
And beside it outstretched the skin of a rattle- 
snake glittered, 
Filled, like a quiver, with arrows ; a signal and 

ciiallenge for warfare. 
Brought by the Indian, and speaking with 

arrowy tcmcrnes of deliance. 
This Miles Standish beheld, as he entered, and 

heard them debating 
What w^ere an answer befitting the hostile mes- 
sage and menace, 
Talkhig of this and of that, contriving, sugt'cst- 

Ing, objectini,'; 
Olio voice only for peace, and that the voice of 

the Elder, 
Judging it wise and well that some at least were 

converted, 
Katlier than any were sloln, for this was bu 

Christian behaviour ! 
Tlien outspake Miles Standish, the stalwart Cap- 
tain of Plymouth, 
Muttering deep in his throat, for his voice was 

husky with anger: 
"What! do you mean to make war with milk 

and the water of roses? 
Is it to shoot red squirrels, you have your 

howitzer planted 
Tlierc on the roof of the church, or is It to sl.o )t 

red devils? 
Truly the only tongue that is understooil by ji 

savage 
Must he the tongue of Are that speaks from the 

mouth of the cannon I" 
TliereujMin answered and bald the excellent 

Elder of Plvmouth, 
Somewhat amazed and alarmed at this Irreve- 
rent language : 
" Not so thoujyht Saint Paul, nor 3Ct the other 

Apostles ; 
Not from the cannon's mouth were the tongues 

of fire they spake with !" 
But unheeded fell this mild rebuke ou the Ca;-- 

taiii. 
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Who had advanced to the tabic, and thua con- 

tinaed disconrsiug: 
** Leave this matter to me, for to mc by right it 

pertalneth. 
War is a terrible trade ; bat in the cause that is 

righteous. 
Sweet is the smell of powder ; and thus I answer 

the challenge!" 

Then from the rattlesnake's skin, with a sud- 
den, contemptuous gesture, 
Jerking the Indinn arrows, ho filled It with 

f powder nnd bullets 
tlie very jaws, and handed It back to the 
savage, . . 

Saying, In thundering tones: "Here, take it: 
this is your answer!" 

Silently out of the room then glided the glisten- 
ing savage. 

Bearing the serpent's skin, and seeming himself 
like a serpent. 

Winding his sinuous way in the dark to the 
depths of the forest. 



LONGFELLOW'S POETICAL W0BK8. ■ 

Beantif al on the sails of the May-Flower ridlag 
at anchor. 

Battered and blackened and worn by all the 
storms of the winter. 

Loosely against her masts was bangliig And flap- 
ping her canvass. 

Kent by so many gales, and patched by the 
hands of the sailors. 

Darted a puff of smoke, and ffloatcd seaward; 
anon rang 

Loud over field and forest the cannon's roar, and 

Heard and repeated the sound, the slgnal-gnn of 

departure I 
Ah ! but with louder echoes replied the hearts 

of the people ! 
Meekly, in voices subdued, the chapter was read 

from the Bible, 
Meekly the prayer was begun, bat ended in fcr- 

vent entreatv ! 
Tlten from tlieir houses in haste came forth the 

Pilgrims of Plymouth, 
Men and women and children, all harrying down 

to the sea-shore. 
Eager, with tearful eyes, to say farewell to the 

May-Flower, 
Homeward bound o'er the sea, and leaving them 

here in tlie desert. 



THE SAILING OF THE MAY-FLOWER. 

Just in the gray of the dawn, as the mists uprose 

from the meaduws. 
There was a stir and n sound in the slumbering 

village of Plymouth : 
Clanging and cllclcing of arms, and the order 

imperative, "Forward!" 
(Jlven in tone suppressed, a tramp of feet, and 

then silence. 
Figures ten, in the mist, marched slowly out of 

the village. 
Standish the stalwart It was, with eight of his 

valorous army. 
Led by their Indian guide, by Jloboraok, friend 

of the white men. 
Northward marching tu quell the sudden revolt 

of the savage. 
Giants tliey seemed in the mist, or the mighty 

men of King David; 
Giants in heart they were, who believed in God 

and the Bible,— 
Ay, who believed in the smiting of Midianitcs 

and Philistines. 
Over them gleamed far off the crimson banners 

of morning ; 
Under them loud on the sands, the serried bil- 
lows, advancing. 
Fired along the line, and in regular order re- 
treated. 

Many a mile had they marched, when at length 
the village of Plymouth 

Woke from its sleep, and arose, intent on its 
manifold labours. 

Sweet was the air and soft ; and slowly the 
smoke from the chimneys 

Bosc over roofs of thatch, and pointed steadily 
eastward ; 

^len came forth from the doors, and paused and 
talked of the weather. 

Said that the wind had changed, and was blow- 
ing fair for the May -Flower : 

Talked of tlieir Captain's departure, and all the 
dangers that menaced. 

He being gone, the town, and what should be 
done in his absence. 

Merrily sang the birds, and the tender voices of 
women 

Consecrated with hymns the common cares of 
the hoasehold. 

Out of the sea rose the sun, and the billows re- 
joiced at his coming: 

Bcantifnl were his feet on the pnrple tops of the 
mountains ; 



Foremost among them was Alden. AH night 
he had lain without slumber. 
Turning and tossing about in the heat and unrest 

ofhis fever. 
He had beheld Miles Standish, who came bade 

late from the council. 
Stalking into the room, and heard him matter 

and murmur. 
Sometimes it seemed a prayer, and sometimes it 

sounded like swearing. 
Once he had come to the bed, and stood tl>ere a 

moment in silence ; 
Then he turned away, and said : '* I will not 

awake him ! 
Let him sleep on ; it is best : for what is the nse 

of more talking?' 
Then he extingnlshed the light, and threw him- 
self down on his pallet. 
Dressed as he was, and ready to start at the 

break of the morning,— 
Covered himself with the cloak he had won in 

his campaign in Flanders. 
Slept as a soldier sleeps in his bivouac, ready for 

action. 
But with the dawn he arose ; in the twilight 

Alden beheld him 
I*ut on his corslet of steel, and all the rest of liis 

armour. 
Buckle above Ills waist his tnisty blade of Da- 
mascus, 
Take from the comer his musket, and so stride 

out of the chamber. 
Often the heart of the youth had homed and 

vearned to embrace him. 
Often* his lips had essayed to speak, imploring 

for pardon: 
All the old friendship came back, with ito tender 

and grateful emotions : 
But his pride overmastered the noble natnre 

within him,— 
Pride, and the sense of his wrong, and the bara- 

ing fire of the insult. 
So he beheld his friend departing in anger, but 

spake not, 
Saw him go forth to danger, perhaps to death, 

and he spake not ! 
Tlien arose from Ills bed, and heard what the 

people were saying. 
Joined in the talk at the door with Stephen and 

Kichard and GiU>ert. 
Joined in the morning prayer and in the reading 

of Scripture, 
And, with the others, in haste went hurrylug 
down to the sea-shore, 



TIIE COURTSHIP OF 

Down to the Flymonth Bock, tliut luul been to 

their feet as a doorstop 
Into a world mUuiowu,— the corner-stone of a 

nation! 

There with his boat was the Master, already a 

Uttic Impatient 
Lest he shoold lose the tide, or the wind might 

shift to the eastward. 
Sqnare-bnilt, hearty, and strong, with an oduiir 

of ocean abont him, 
Speaking with this one and that, and cramming 

letters and parcels 
Into his pockets capacious, and me^gcit mhi- 



5 led together 
a 



Into his narrow brain, till at last ho was wholly 

bewildered. 
ITearer the boat stood Alden, with one foot 

placed on the gnnwaie. 
One still firm on the rock, and talking at times 

with the sailors, 
Seated erect on the thwarts, all ready and eager 

for starting. 
He too was eager to go, and thus put an end to 

his angnish. 
Thinking to fly from despair, that swifter than 

keel Is or canvass. 
Thinking to drown In the sea the ghost that 

would rise and pursue him. 
But as he gazed on the crowd, he beheld the 

form of Priscilla 
Standing dejected among them, unconscious of 

all that was passing. 
nxed were her eyes upon his, as if she divined 

his intention. 
Fixed with a look so sad, so reproachful, Im- 
ploring, and patient, 
That with A sudden revulsion his heart recoiled 

from Its purpose 
As from the verge of a crag, where one step 

more is destruction. 
Strange Is the heart of man, with Its quick, 

mysterious Instincts ! 
Strange is the life of man, and fatal or fated are 

moments. 
Whereupon turn, as on hinges, the gates of the 

wall adamantine. 
**Here I remain !" he exclaimed, as he looked at 

the heavens above him. 
Thanking the Lord whose breath had scattered 

the mist and the madness, 
THierein, blind and lost, to death he was stagger- 
ing headlong. 
** Yonder snow-white cloud, that floats In the 

ether above me. 
Seems like a hand, that is pointing and Iieckon- 

ing over the ocean, 
There is another hand that Is not so spectral and 

ghost-like. 
Holding me, drawing mo back, and clasping 

mine for protection. 
Float, O hand of cloud, and vanish away in the 

ether! 
Boll thyself up like a fist, to threaten and daunt 

me; I heed not 
Either your warning or menace, or any omen of 

evU! 
There is no land so sacred, no air so pure and so 

wholesome. 
As is the air she breathes, and the soil that is 

pressed by her footsteps. 
Here for her sake will 1 stay, and like an in- 
visible presence 
Hover around her for over, protecting, support- 
ing her weakness ! 
Yes! as my foot was the first that stepped on 

this rock at the landing. 
So, with the blessing of (iod, sliall it he the last 

at the leavhigV' 

Meanwhile the Master alert, hut with <ligiii- 
fled air and Important, 
Scanning with watchful ove the tide and the 
wind and the weather, 



MILES STANDISIL 43 

Walked alx>ut on the sands; and the people 
crowd<'d anmnd him, 

Saying a lew hist wordM, and enforcing his 
careful ren)en)hrance. 

Then, taking each by the hand, as if ho were 
grasping a till«fr. 

Into tin; f»oat ho sprang, and in haste shoved 
off to luH vessi'l. 

Ulad in his lieurt to get rid of uU this worry and 
flurry, 

(ilad to t>e gone from a land of sand and sickness 
and sorrow. 

Short allowance of victual, and plenty of no- 
thing but (ios))cl ! 

Lost in the sound of the oars was the last fare- 
well of the Pilgrims. 

O strong hearts and true ! not one went back in 
the Mav-FIower. 

Xo, not one looked back, who had sot his hand 
to this ploughing! 

Soon were heard on board the shouts and 

songs of the sailors 
Heaving the windUtss round, and hoisting the 

ponderous anchor, 
Tljcn the yards were braced, and all sails set to 

the west-wind, 
lUowing steady and strong; and the May- 
Flower sailed from the harbour. 
Rounded the point of the (iumet, and leaving 

far to the southward 
Island and cape of sand, and the Field of the 

First Encounter, 
Took the wind on her quarter, and stood for the 

open Atlantic, 
IJome on the sand of the sea, and the swelling 

hearts of the Pilgrims. 

Long in silence they watched the receding sail 

of the vessel, 
^luch endeared to them all, as something living 

and human ; 
Then, as if filled with the spirit, and wrapt In a 

vision prophetic. 
Baring his hoary licad, the excellent Elder of 

JMymouth 
Said, "Let us pray!" and they prayed, and 

thanked the Lord and took courage 
^lournfnlly sobbed the waves at the base of the 

rock, and above them 
Bowed and whispered the wheat on the hill of 

death, and their kindred 
Seemed to awake in their graves, and to Join in 

the prayer that they uttered. 
Sun-ilhunine*d and white, on tlic eastern verge 

of the ocean 
Gleamed the departing sail, like a marble slab In 

a graveyard : 
Buried beneath it lay for ever all hope of esca- 
ping. 
Lo ! as they turned to depart, they saw the fonn 

of an Indian. 
Watching them from the hill; but while they 

spake with each other. 
Pointing with outstretched hands, aniVsaying, 

"Look!" he had vanished. 
So they returned to their homes; but Alden 

lingered a little. 
Musing alone on the shore, and watching tho 

wash of tl»o billows 
Round the base of the rock, and the sparkle and 

flash of the sunshine. 
Like the Spirit of (Jud, moving visibly over tho 

waters. 



VI. 

PRISCILLA. 

Tiirs for a while ho stood, and mused by tho 
shore of the ocean. 

Thinking of many things, and most of all of Pris- 
cilla ; 
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And as if thoaght had the power to draw to it- 
self, like the loadstone, 

Whatsoever it touches, by subtle laws of its 
nature, 

Lo ! as ho turned to depart, Priscilla was stand- 
ing beside him. 

"Arc yon so much oflfended, you will not 

speak to me ?" said she. 
" Am I so much to blnrae, that yesterday, when 

you were pleading 
Warmlip^ the en use of another, my heart, impul- 
sive and wayward. 
Pleaded your own. and spake out, forgetful. per- 
haps of decorum ? 
Certainly yon can forgive nic fur spealdng so 

frankly, for saying 
What I ought not to have said, yet now 1 can 

never unsay it ; 
For there are moments in life, when tlie heart is 

so full of emotion. 
That if by chance it be shaken, or into Its depths 

like a pebble 
Drops some careless word, it overflows, and its 

secret. 
Spilt on tlie ground like water, can never be 

gjitliered together. 
Yesterday I was shoclced, wlicu I heard you 

speak of Miles Standish, 
Praising his virtues, transforming his very de- 
fects into virtues. 
Praising his courage and strength, and even his 

fighting In Flander<«, 
As if by fighting alone yyu could win the heart of 

a woman. 
Quite overlooking vonrsC'lf and the rest, in ex- 

haltlngyourlu'ro. 
Therefore I spake as I did, l)y an irresistible im- 
pulse. 
You will forgive me, I liope, for the sake of the 

friendsliip between us, 
Whicli is too true and two sacred to be so easily 

broken !" 
Thereupon answered John Aldeu, the scholar, 

the friend of Miles Standish : 
•• I was not angry witii you, with myself alone I 

was angry. 
Seeing liow badly I managed the matter I had 

in my keeping." 
"No!" interrupted tlie maiden, with answer 

prompt and decisive : 
"No: yon were angry wit li me. fur speaking so 

frankly and freely. 
It was wrong, I acknowledge ; for it is the fate 

of a woman 
Long to be patient and silent, to wait like a ghost 

that is speechless, 
Till some questioning voice dissolves the spell of 

its silence. 
Hence is the inner life of so many suffering 

^vomen 
Sunless and silent and deep, like subterranean 

rivers 
Running through caverns of darkness, unheard, 

unseen, and unfruitful, 
Chafing their channels of stone, with endless 

and profitless murmurs." 
Tlicreui)on answered John Alden, the young 

man, the lover of womrn : 
" Heaven forbid it, Priscilla; und truly they 

seem to me always 
More like the beautiful rivers that watered the 

garden of Eden. 
More like the river Kuphrates, through deserts 

of Ilnvihih flowing! 
Filling the land with delight, and memories 

sweet of the garden !" 
"Ah, by these words I can see," again inter- 
rupted the maiden. 
"How very little you prize me, or care for what 

I am saying, 
When from the depths of ray heart, In pain and 

with secret misgiving, 



Frankly I speak to joti, asking for sympatfay 
only and kindness, 

Straightway you take up my words, that aro 
plain and direct and in earnest. 

Turn them away from their meaniiag, and an- 
swer with flattering phrases. 

This is not right, is not just, is not trne to the 
best that is in you; 

For I know and esteem you, and feel that year 
nature Is noble, 

Lifting mine up to a higher, a more otheroai 
level. 

Therefore I value your friendship, and feel it 
perhaps the more keenly 

If you say aught that implies I am only as one 
among many. 

If you make use of those common and compli- 
mentary phra.ses 

Most men think so fine. In dealing and speaking 
with women. 

But which women reject as Insipid, if not as in- 
sulting." 

Mute and amazed was Alden; and listened 

and looked at Priscilla, 
Thinking he never ha<l seen her more fair, more 

divine in her beauty. 
He who but yesterday pleaded so gUbly the 

cause of another. 
Stood there embarrassed and silent, and seek- 
ing in vain for an answer. 
So the maiden went on, and little divined or 

imagined 
What was at work in his heart, that made him 

so awkward and speechless. 
" Let us, then, be what we are. and speak what 

we think, and in all things 
Keep ourselves loyal to truth, and the sacred 

professions of friendship. 
It Is no secret I telifyou, nor am I ashamed to 

declare it: 
I have liked to be with yon, to see you, to speak 

with you always. 
So I was hurt at your words, and a little 

affronted to hear you 
Urge me to marry your friend, though ho were 

tlie Captaiu Miles Standish. 
For I must tell you the truth : much more to me 

is your friendship 
Tlian all the love he could give, were ho twice 

the iiero you think him." 
Then she extendeil her hand, and Aldeu, who 

eagerly grasped it. 
Felt all ihe wounds in his Iieart, that were 

aching and bleeding so sorely. 
Healed l>v the touch of that hand, and he said, 

with a voice full of feeling: 
"Yes, we must over be friends; and of all who 

offer you friendship 
Let nic be ever the first, the truest, the nearest, 

and dearest!" 

Casting a farewell look at the glimmering sail 
of the May-Flower, 

Distant, but still in sight, and sinking below the 
horizon. 

Homeward together they walked, wlthastrango 
indefinite feeling. 

That ali the rest had departed and left them 
alone in the desert. 

IJut.as they went through the fields in the bless- 
ing and smile of the sunshine, 

Liifhter grew their hearts, and Priscilla said very 
archly : 

*• Now that our terrible Captain has gone in pur- 
suit of the Indians, 

Where he is happier far than he would be com- 
mandmg a household. 

You may speak boldly, and tell mo of all that 
happened between you 

When you returned last night, and said how un- 
grateful von found me." 

Tliereupon answered John Alden, and told bor 
the whole of the story,— 
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Told her his own despair, niul the dirofal wratli 

of Miles Standish. 
Whereat the maiden smiled, and said, ix'tweon 

iaaghing and earnest, 
*' He is a little chimney, and Iieuti-d liot in a 

moment!" 
Bat as lie irently rebniced licr, and told her how 

mnch he had suffered,— 
How he had even detennined to nail (hat day in 

the May-Flower, 
And had remained for her nalcc on hearing' the 

dangers tliat threatened. - 
All her Eoauner was changed, and she saiil with 

a faltering accent, 
"Trnly I thanlc yon for this: how good you have 

been to me always I" 

Thos as a pilgrim devont, who toward Jerusa- 
lem ioume vs 

IlaUng three steps in advance, and one relnc- 
tantly backward, 

Urged by importunate zeal, and withheld by 
pangs of contrition ; 

Slowly but steadily onward, receding yet ever 
advancing, 

Jonmeved this Puritan youth to the Holy Land 
of his longing. 

Urged by the fervonr of love, and withheld by 
remorseless misgivings. 
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THE MAKCII OF MILES STANDISIL 

Meanwhile the stalwart Miles Standish was 
marching steadily northward. 

Winding through forest and swamp, and alonpr 
the tread of the sea-shore. 

All day long, with hardly a halt, the fire of his 
anger 

Burning and crackling within, and the snlphu- 
roas odour of powdur. 

Seeming more sweet to his nostrils than all the 
scents of the forest. 

Silent and moody he went, and much he re- 
volved his discomfort ! 

He who was used to success, and to easy vic- 
tories always. 

Thus to be floated, rejected, and laughed to scorn 
by a maiden. 

Thus to be mocked and betrayed by the friend 
whom most he trusted ! 

Ah! 'twas too mnch to be borne, and he fretted 
and chafed in his armour! 

"I alone am to blame," he muttered, "for 

mine was the folly. 
What has a rough old soldier, grown grim and 

gray in the hai-ness, 
Used to the camp and its ways, to do with the 

wooing of maidens ? 
Twas bnt a dream,--let it pass,— lot it vanish 

like so many others! 
WTiat I thought was a flower is only a weed, and 

is worthless ; 
Out of my heart will I pluck it, and throw it 

away, and henceforward 
Be hot a nghter of battles, a lover and wocr of 

dangers ?" 
Thus he revolved in his mind his sorry defeat 

and discomfort. 
While he was marching by day or lying at night 

in the forest. 
Looking np at the trees, and the constellations 

beyond them. 

After a three days' march he came to an In- 
dian encampment 

Pitched on the edge of a meadow, between the 
sea and the forest ; 

Women at work by the tents, and the warriors 
horrid with war-paint, 

Seated ab<Mit a fire, and smoking and talking to- 
gether: 



WIjo, when tiny saw from .nf.ir the snddeu a|>- 

l-roarli «»f th<' wlii;«' iu«'U. 
S.tw the Hash «if ilu- Mill oil breastplate ami 

s.iJu-e and mu^k t. 
S;i-iii;:htway l.jiiit tu tlu-ir feot. and two fr»iiu 

aiimnif tl.rni advancing. 
Cam.' to |»arl..y with Staiidi>>h. and offer him 

furs as a i>n'sciit : 
Frl«*n(l-hip was in their looks, Imt in their hearts 

there was liatnd. 
Ilnivrs of tli»' tiilH* weni fln.'»-o, and brothers 

•-•iir.mJii- in si.-irun*, 
llii^re as (loliatli of (Jaih, or the terrible Og, king 

of liashan : 
One was l»tfkst)Ut named, and the other was 

called Wattawamat. 
Kuund their neeks were suspended their knives 

in scttl)barUs of wainpnni, 
Two-edged, trenchant knives, with points as 

sliarp as a needle. 
Other arms had they none, for they were cun- 

nimr and crafty. 
"Wcleoine En{,'lishV' they said — these words 

they had learned from the traders 
Touching at times on the coast, to barter and 

chaffer for peltries. 
Then in their native tongue they began to parley 

with Standish, 
Through his guide and interpreter, Ilobomok, 

friend of the. whit*' man, 
Begging ft)r blankets and knives, bnt mostly for 

muskets and powder, 
Kept by the white man, they said, concealed, 

with the platnie in his cellars. 
Heady to be let loose, and destroy his brother 

the red man ! 
But when Standish refused, and said ho would 

give them the Bilile, 
Suddenly changing their tone, they began to 

boast and to blu-tcr. 
Then Wattawamat advanced with a stride In 

front of the other, 
And, with a lofty demeanour, thus vauntingly 

spake to the Captain : 
" Xow Wattawamat can see, by the flery eyes of 

the Captain, 
Angry js he In his heart ; but the heart of the 

brave Wattawamat 
Is not afraid at the sight. He was not born of a 

woman. 
But on a mountain, at night, from an oak-tree 

riven by lightning. 
Forth he sprang at a bound, with all his weapons 

aI)out him, 
Shouting, 'Who is there here to flght with the 

bnive Wattawamat ?' " 
Tlicn he unsheathed his knife, and, whetting the 

the blade on his left hand. 
Hold it aloft and displayed a woman's face on the 

handle. 
Saying, with bitter expressions, and look of 

sinister meaning: 
I have another at liome, with the face of a man 

on the handle ; 
By and by they shall marry ; and there will bo 

plenty of children!" 

Then stood Pecksuot forth, self-vaunting. In 

suiting Miles Standish : 
"While with his fingers he patted the knife that 

hung at his bosom. 
Drawing it half from his sheath, and plunging it 

back, as he muttered, 
" By and by it shall see : it fhall eat; ah, ha! 

but shall speak not! 
Tliis Is the mighty Captain the white men have 

sent to destrov us I 
He is a little man; let him go and work with the 

women !" 

3Ieanwhlle Standish had noted the faces and 
figures of Indians 
Peeping and creeping about from bush to tree in 
the forest, 
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Feigning to look for game, with arrows set on 

their bow-strings. 
Drawing about liim still closer and closer the net 

of their ambush. 
But undaunted ho stood, and dissembled and 

treated them smoothly ; 
So the old chronicles say, tnat wore writ in the 

days of the fathers. 
But when he heard their defiance, the boast, the 

taunt, and the Insult, 
All the hot blood of his race, of Sir Hugh and of 

Thurston de Standish, 
Boiled and beat in his heart, and swelled in the 

vi'ins of his temples, 
Headlong he leaped on the boaster, and, snatch- 
ing his knife frum its scabbard. 
Plunged it into his heart, and, reeling backward, 

the savage 
Fell with his face to the sky, and a flcnd-ilke 

fierceness upon it. 
Straight there arose from the forest the awful 

sound of the war-whoop, 
And, like a flurry of snow on the whisting wind 

of December, 
Swift and sudden and keen came a flight of fea- 
thery arrows. 
Then came a cloud of smoke, and out of the cloud 

came the lightning: 
Out of the lightning thunder ; and death unseen 

ran before it. 
Frightened the savages fled for shelter in swamp 

and in thicket. 
Hotly pursued and beset; but their sachem, the 

brave Wattamamat, 
Fled not ; he was dead. Unswerving and swift 

had a bullet 
Passed through his brain, nnd he fell with both 

hands clutching the greensward. 
Seeming in death to hold back from his foe the 

land of his fathers. 

There on the flowers of the meadow the 

warriors, lay, and above them, 
Silent, with folded arms, stood Ilobomok, friend 

of the white man, 
Smiling at length he exclaimed to the stalwart 

Captain of Plymouth : 
" Pecksuot bragged very loud of his courage, his 

strength, and his stature- 
Mocked the great Captain, and called him a little 

man ; but I see now 
Big enough have you been to lay him speechless 

before you V' 

Thus the first battle was fought and won by 

the stalwart Miles Standish, 
When the tldines thereof were brought to the 

village of Plymouth, 
And as a trophy of war the head of the bravo 

Wattawaraat 
Scowled from the roof of the fort, which at once 

was a church and a fortress, 
All who beheld it rejoiced, and praised the Lord, 

and took courage. 
Only PriscIUa averted her face from this spectre 

of terror, 
Thanking God in her heart that she had not 

married Miles Standish : 
Shrinking, fearing almost, lest, coming home 

from his battles. 
He should lay claim to her hand, as the prize and 

reward of his valour. 



VIII. 

THE SPINNING-WHEEL. 

Month after month passed away, and in Autumn 

the ships of the merchants 
Came with kindred and friends, with cattle and 
corn for the rilgrlms. 
AUm the village was peace ; the men were In- 
tcnt ou their Uboars. 



Busy with hewing and building, with gardell' 

plot and with merestead. 
Busy with breaking the glebe, and mowing tb» 

grass in thejneadows. 
Searching the sea for its fish, and hunting the 

deer in the forest. 
All in the village was peace ; but at times tlie 

ruujour of warfare 
Filled the air with alarm, and the apprehension 

of danger. 
Bravely the stalwart Miles Standish was scour- 
ing the land with his forces. 
Waxing valiant in fight and defeating the alien 

armies. 
Till his name had become a sound of fear to the - 

nations. 
Anger was still in his heart, but at times tlie 

remorse and contrition 
Wlilch in all noble natures succeed the jmssion- 

ate outbreak, 
Came like a rising tide, that enconnters the rush 

of a river. 
Staying its'current awhile, but makhig it bitter 

and brackish. 

Meanwhile Alden at home had boilt bim a new 

habitation. 
Solid, substantial, of timber roufi^-hewn from 

the flrs of the forest, 
W^ooden-barred was the door, and the roof was 

covered with rushes; 
Latticed the windows were, smd the window- 
panes were of paper. 
Oiled to admit the light, while wind and rain 

were excluded. 
There too he dug a wfell, and around it planted 

an orchard : 
Still may be seen to this day some trace of the 

well and the orchard. 
Close to the house was the stall, where, safe and 

secure from annoyance, 
Raghorn, the snow-white steer, that had fallen 

to Alden's allotment 
In the division of cattle, might ruminate in the 

night-time 
Over the pastures he cropped, made fragrant by 

sweet pennyroyal. 

Oft when his labour was finished, with eager 

feet would the dreamer 
Follow the path-way that ran throogh the 

woods to the house of Priscllla, 
Led by illusions romantic and subtile deceptions 

of fancy. 
Pleasure disguised as duty, and love in the 

semblance of friendship. 
Ever of her ho thought, when he fashioned the 

walls of his dwelling ; 
Ever of her he thought, when ho delved in the 

soil of his garden ; 
Ever of her he thought, when he read in his 

Bible on Sunday 
Praise of virtuous women, as she is described In 

the Proverbs,— 
How the heart of her husband doth safely trust 

in her always, 
How all the days of her life she will do him 

good, and not evil, 
How she seekcth the wool and the flax and 

worketh with gladness. 
How she layeth her hand to the spindle and 

holdeth the distafT. 
How she is not afraid of the snow for herself or 

her household. 
Knowing her honsohold are clothed with the 

scarlet cloth of her weaving! 



\ 



So as she sat at her wheel one afternoon in 
Autumn, 
A\den, vfUo owoslte sat, and was watctiing her 

Yi\a Viiti atiOk. Vi\s iotvoskft. 
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Alter A pause in thoir talk, thus spako to tbc 

floand of the spindle : 
**!biilj, PriflciHa," he said, **whcn I see yea 

■pinning and spinning, 
KeTer idle a moment, bat thrifty and thought- 
ful of others, 
Suddenly you are transformed, uro visibly 

changed in a moment : 
Ton are no longer rrlscilla, but Bertha the 

Beantlfol Spinner/' 
Here the light foot on the treadle grew swifter 

and swifter ; the spindle 
Uttered an angry snarl, and the thread snapped 

short in her fingers ; 
While the impctnons speaker, not heeding tbc 

mischief, continued . 
** Ton are the beautifnl Bertha, the spinner, the 

Sneen of Helvetia ; 
lose story I read at a stall in tlio streets 
of Soatliampton, 

Who, as she rode on her palfrey, o'er valley and 
meadow and mountain. 

Ever was spinning her thread from a distaff 
fixed to her saddle. 

She was so thrifty and good, tliat her name 
passed into a proverb. 

80 shall It bo with yonrown, when the spinning- 
wheel shall no longer 

Hum in the hoose of the farmer, and fill its 
chambers with maslc. 

Then shall the mothers, reprovhig, relate how it 
was in their childhood. 

Praising the good old times, and the days of 
Priscilla the spinner!" 

Btral^t uprose from her wheel tlie beautifnl 
Puritan maiden, 

Fleased with the praise of her thrift from hlra 
whose praise was the sweetest, 

Drew from the reel on the table a snowy skein 
of her spinning. 

Thus making answer, meanwhile, to the flatter- 
ing phrases of Alden ; 

** Come, you must not be idle ; if I am a pattern 
for hoasewives. 

Show yourself equally worthy of being the 
model of husbands. 

Hold this skein on your hands, while I wind it, 
ready for knitting; 

Then who knows but nereaftcr, when fashions 
have changed and the manners. 

Fathers may talk to their sons of the good old 
times of John Alden !" 

Thos, with a Jest and a laugh, the skein on his 
hands she adjusted. 

He sitting awkwardly there, with his arms ex- 
tended before htm, 

She standing graceful, erect, and winding the 
thread from his fingers. 

Sometimes chiding a little his clumsy manner of 
holding, 

SomotUnes tonchlng his hands, as she disen- 
tangled expertly 

Twist or Koot in the yam, nnawares— for how 
conld she help itV— 

Sending electrical thrills through every nerve 
inhlstxKly. 

Lo! in the midst of this scene, a breathless. 

messenger entered 
Bringing in hurry and heat the terrible news 

from the village. 
Yes; Miles Htandish was dead !— an Indian had 

brought them the tidings,— 
Slain by a poisoned arrow, sliot down in the 

front of the battle. 
Into an ambush beguiled, cut off with the whole 

of his forces : 
All the town would be burned, and all tlie people 

be murdered ! 
Such were the tidings of crj] that hnrst on the 

hearts of the hearers^ 



Still at the f:u.>o of tlio speaker, h<^ arms up- 
lifted in Iiorror; 
But John Aldun, upstarting, as if the barb of tho 

arrow 
Piercing the lieart of his friend had stnick his 

own. uiid luid sundered 
Once und for wur the bonds that heid him 

bound as u captive. 
Wild witii excess of seusution, the awful delight 

of his freedom, 
Mingled with piiin and regret, unconscious of 

what he was doing. 
Clasped, aliiiosr with u groun, tho luotioulcss 

form of Prlscilin. 
Pressing her clone to his heart, as for ever his 

own. and oxclalnhiK: 
"Those whom tliu l^)rd liath united, let no man 

put them asunder !'* 

Even as rivulets twain, from distant and 

separate sources. 
Seeing each other afar, as they leap from tho 

rocks, and iiursuing 
Each one its devious path, but drawing nearer 

and nearer, 
Rush together atlast, at their trysting-place in 

the forest ; 
So those lives that had run thus far in separate 

channels. 
Coming in sight of each other, then swerving 

and flowing asunder. 
Parted by barriers strong, but drawing nearer 

and nearer 
Bushed together at last, and ono was lost in the 

other. 



IX. 



THE WEDDING-DAY. 

Forth from the curtain of clonds, from tho tent 

of purple and scarlet, 
Issued the sun, the great Illgh-Prlest, in his 

garments resplendent. 
Holiness unto the Lord, In letters of light, on his 

forehead, 
Round the hem of his robe tho golden bells and 

pomegranates. 
Blessing the world he came, and the bars of 

vapour beneath him 
Gleamea like a grate of brass, and the sea at his 

feet was a laver ! 

Tills was the wedding-morn of Priscilla the 

Puritan maidon. 
Friends were assembled together; tho Elder 

and Magistrate also 
Graced the scene with their presence, and stood 

like the Law and the Gospel, 
One with the sanction of earth, and ono with tho 

blessing of heaven. 
Simple and brief was tlic wedding, as that of 

Ruth and of Hoaz. 
Softly tho youth and the maiden repeated the 

words of betrothal, 
Taking each other for husband and wife In the 

Magistrate's presence. 
After the Puritan way, and the laudable custom 

of Holland. 
Fervently then, and devoutly, tho excellent 

Elder of Plymouth 
Prayed for the hearth and the home, that were 

founded that day hi affection. 
Speaking of life and of death, and imploring 

divine benedictions. 



Lo! when the service was ended, a form ap- 
peared on the threshold, 
Clad in armour of steel, a sombre and sorrowful 
figure I . ^- 

neana ot me nearers, 1 RirauRG awvvrV^.V^tv**. ■.v.xa,vVv..x. \«.c^ 

Silent and statao-Jlke stood PrisclUa, her face Why doc* tA\fe \iAv\v>. Xwvw \>^<i,^^x<^v^^^^^^ ^"^"^^ 
looking backward "^ ui>oi\ liVa ^\voxx\^w'« 
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Is It a phantom of nir,— a bodiless, spcctrnl 

lUnslony 
Is It ft ghost from the prnve, that lias corao to 

forbid the betrothal V 
Long had It stood there unseen, a gnest un- 
invited, unwelconied ; 
Over his clondcd eyes there had passed at times 

an expression. 
Softening the gloom and revealing the warm 

heart hidden beneath them. 
As when across the sky the driving rack of the 

rain-cloud 
Grows for a moment thin, and betrays the sun 

by its brightness. 
Once it had lifted Its hand, and moved its lips, 

but was silent, 
As if an iron will had mastered the fleeting in- 
tention. 
But when were ended the troth and the prayer 

and the last benediction, 
Into the room it strode, and the people beheld 

with amazement 
Bodily there In his armour Miles Standish the 

Cai)taln of Plymouth ! 
Qrasping the bridegroom's hand, he said with 

emotion, " Forgive me ! 
I have been angry and hurt,— too long have I 

cherished the feeling ; 
I have been cruel and lAird, but now, thank 

God! it is ended. 
]Mine is the same hot blood Ihut leaped in the 

veins of Hugh Standish, 
Sensitive, swift to resent, but as swift in atoning 

for eiTor. 
Never so much as now was Miles Standish the 

friend of John Aldon," 
Thereupon answered tlie bridegroom: "Let all 

be forgotten between us,— 
All save the dear, old friendship, and that shall 

grow older and dearer!" 
Then the Captain advanced, and, bowing, 

saluted Priscilla, 
Gravely, and after the manner of old-fashioned 

gentry in England, 
Something of camp and of court, of town and of 

country, commingled, 
Wishing her joy of her wedding, and loudly 

lauding her husband. 
Then he said with a smile: "I should have re- 
membered the adage, — 
If you would be well served, yon must serve 

yourself ; and moreover, 
No man can gather cherries in Kent at the 

season of Christmas !" 

Great was the people's amazement, and greater 
yet their rejoicing, 

Thus to behold once more the sun-burnt face of 
their Captain, 

Whom they had mourned as dead ; and they 
gathered and crowded about him, 

Eager to see him and hear him, forgetful of 
bride and of bridegroom. 

Questioning, answering, laughing, and each In- 
terrupting the other, 

Till the good Captain declared, behig quite over- 
powered and bewildered. 

He had rather by far break into an Indian en- 
campment, 

Than come again to a wedding to which he had 
not been Invited. 

Meanwhile the bride^'room went forth and 
stood with the bride at the duorvi'^y. 



lireathing the perfumed air of that warm and 

beautiful morning. 
Touched with autumnal tints, but lonely and 

sad in the sunshine, 
Lay extended before them the land of toil and 

privation; 
Tliere were the graves of the dead, and the 

barren waste of the sea-shore, 
Tlierc the fumiliar fields, the groves of pine, and 

the meadows ; 
I^ut to their eyes transfigured. It seemed as the 

Garden of Eden, 
Filled with the presence of God, whoso voice 

was the sound of the ocean. 

Soon was their vision disturbed by the noise 

and stir of departure, 
Friends coming forth from the hoase, and im- 
patient of longer delaying, 
Each with his plan for the day, and the work 

that was left uncompleted. ' 
Then from a stall near at band, amid- exdaraa- 

tions of wonder. 
Alden the thoughtful, the careful, so happy, so 

proud of Priscilla, 
Brought out his snow-white steer, obeying the 

nand of Its master, * 

Led by a cord that was tied to an iron ring in its 

nostrils. 
Covered with crimson clotb, and a cnshion 

£ laced for a saddle, 
ould not walk, he said, throng!) the dust 

and heat of the noon-day ; 
Nay, she should ride like a queen, not plod along 

like a peasant. 
Somewhat alarmed at first, bnt reaasared by the 

others, . 
Placing her hand on the cnshion, her foot in the 

hand of her husband. 
Gaily, with joyous laugh, Priscilla raoanted her 

palfrey. 
"Xothing IS wanting now," he said, trith a 

smile, "bnt the distaff; 
Then you would he in truth my queen, my bean- 

tHul Bertha!" 

Onward the bridal procession now moved to 

their new habitation, 
Happy husband and wife, and friends conversing 

together. 
Pleasantly murmured the brook, as they crossed 

the ford in the forest. 
Pleased with the image that passed, like a dream 

of love through its bosom, 
Tremulous, floating in air, o'er the depth of the 

azure abysses. 
Down through the golden loaves tha mm was 

pouring his splendours, 
Gleaming on purple grapes, that, from brandies 

above them suspended. 
Mingled their odorous breath with the balm of 

the pine and the fir-tree. 
Wild and sweet as the clusters that gnw in the 

valley of Eshcol. 
Like a picture it seemed of the primitive, pas- 
toral ages. 
Fresh with the youth of the world, and recalling 

Bebecca, and Isaac, 
Old and yet ever new, and simple and beautiful 

always. 
Love immortal and young in the endless sacces- 

sion of lovers. 
So through the Plymouth woods passed (Miward 

the bridal procession. 



EVANGELINE. 



T&is Is the forest prlmevaL The marmoring pines and the homlockf*. 
Bearded with moss, and in garments green, indistinct in the twilight, 
8tand like Druids of eld, with voices sad and uruplietic, 
Htand like harpers hoar, with beards that rcKt on their bosoms. 
Load from its rocky caverns, the deep-voiced neighbouring oceun 
Speaks, and in accents disconsolate answers the wuil uf thu furcst. 

Tliis is the forest primeval; bat where are the hearts that bencnth it 
Leaped like the too, when he licnrs In the woodland the voice of the huntsman ? 
Where is the thatch-roofed viUagc, the home of Arcadian farmers, 
Men whose lives glided en like rivers that water the woodlands, 
Darkened bv shadows of earth, but reflecting an image of heaven ! 
Waste are those pleasant farms, and the farmers for ever departed ! 
Scattered like dust and leaves, when the mighty blasts of October 
Seize them, and whirl them aloft, and sprinkle them far o'er the ocean. 
Naught but tradition remains of the beautiful village of (}rand-rre. 

Te who believe in affection that hopes, and endures, and is patient, 
Te who believe in the beauty and strength of woman's devotion. 
List to the monrnful tradition still sung by the pines of the forest ; 
List to a Tale of Love in Acadia, home of the liappy. 



P A K T THE F 1 K S T. 

I. 

In the Acadian land, on the shores of the Rasin of IMinas, 

Distant, secluded, still, tb« little viiiuge of (inuia-i'r<S 

Lay in the fruitful vallej'. Vast meadows stretched to the eastward. 

Giving the village its name, and pasture to flocks without RunilH.'r, 

Dikes, that the hands of the farmers liad raised with labour incessant. 

Shut out the turbulent tides ; but at stated seasons tiie flood-gates 

Opened, and welcomed the sea to wander at will o'er tlie meadows. 

West and south there were flcids of flax, and orchards and corn ijehls 

Spreading afar and unfenecd o'er the plain ; and away to the northward 

Blomidon rose, and the forests old. and aloft on tin; mountains 

Sea-fogs pitched their tents, and mists from thu mlgiity Atlantic 

Lookeo on the happy valley, but ne'er from their station descended. 

There, in the midst of its farms, reposed the Acadian village. 

Strongly built were the houses, with frames of oak and of chestnut. 

Such as the peasants of llormandy built in the reign of the Henries. 

Thatched were the roofs, with dormer- wind«>ws; and gabies itrojcctini; 

Over the basement below, protected and shaded the door-way. 

There in the tranquil ovei^mgs of summer, when brightly the sunset 

Lighted the village streeta, and gilded the vanes on the chimneys. 

Matrons and maidens sat in snow-white caps and in girtles 

Scarlet and blue, and green, with distaffs spinning the golden 

Flax for the g^siping looms, whose noisy shuttles within doors 

Mingled their sound with the whirr of the wheels and the songs of the maidens, 

Solemnly down the street came the parish priest, and the children 

Paused in their play to kiss the hand he extended to bless tliem. 

Reverend he walked among them: and uprose matrons and nmideus. 

Hailing his slow approach witli words of affectionate welcome. 

Then came the labourers home from thu field, and serenely tiie sun i^ank 

Down to his rest, and twilight jiruvailcd. Anon from the belfry 

Softly the Angelus sounded, and over the roofs of the village 

Columns of pale blue smoke, like c'ouds of incense ascending, 

Kose from a hundred hearths, thu homes of peace and contentment. 

Thns dwelt together in love these simple Acadian farmers.— 

Dwelt in the love of God and of man. Alike were they free from 

Fear, that reigns with the tyrant, and envy, the vice of republics, 

Keither locks liad they to their doors, nor bars to their windows. 

lint their dwellings were open as day and the hearts of the owners { 

There the richest was poor, and the poorest lived in a\)unOiawcc. 

F,omewhnt apart from the vlUaeo. and nearer the Rftslu ol ^\tvsv,a. 
Benedict Bpllefont/ttne, the we/ilThtest farmer of llrand-Pvfe, 
J}trcJt on hli goodly acres; and with liim, dlrcctlug His AiovlsgIvoVOl, 
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Hurtr Knd lIBla wiihe. an oak Itut 1> corered wltb mow-Bikei ; 
WhlU u the mow ven Ui locl&iiDd hia cheeks Be bnnrn » tlie oak- 

n*ck VM bar aTatumie benr tlwt grawi on lb* tboni b/ the vay-t 
Black, yet tanw soMf thej oMiiied benMtli the btnwn (bade oi facr tj 
Sweat wai her bruA ai iha bnUb dl klna that lua In the duadovi 
When hi tba haneat heat aba bora bl the renara at mon-Iide 
nunniof taoiiie-bmreddla,>hl Mrlneootb-waalbsmaUen. 
Tslrarwaa aheirlten, on Handar ■hen, while the beU from lit tamt 
Sprinkled vlth tacil; aaandi the air, aa Om nrlaat with U* bjuuf 
Sprlnklea the oongraeatkia, and acatten bl»atain apon than, 
Tnwn the lonjr Btraei aba paaaed with hardtapletorbeada and her nl 
Wearhia her Sorauu mii, and her Urtte ot Une, and the eir^lnia, 
Bnmstai hi tlu oldMi time from Ymnte, tad eince, tatn halr-locfii. 
Handed down from nwOur to iMU, thiootfilonitgeneraUoDa. 
But a celeadtl brightnan— a more edHTtal bean^— 
Rhone on her face and enelniled hartUm. irtien, alter eoi 



Flrni!^ balJded wHh raften i 

BtoodontheeldeolhhUleomniaiHUDSHwaeH; jumaBoati;. 
^ctraare grow b; the door, with ■ woodUnt wieMhlng tnnnld It 
Inulel; carrod wat the Donih, with taaU beneath : tnd a footpath 
Led tnnmgb an oraharawkltt and dEaappaarad In the meadow. 
Under the ■jcamoze^tcea ware hiTai OTUinns br a penthoui^ 
Hnch at the tniTeller teei hi ttflims nmata iv un roa&fUat 
Built o'er a box tor the poor, or tht bteaeed imute of Uaiy- 
rarltaer down, 00 IbB altpa of Ot hm. wat tht waU with Da mt> 
Bnokat, faitened with IrnL and nearlt a trov^ for the boTHfl. 
HhtBldlnl the bonte from atorma, on the north, were the barne aim 
There ttood the broad-wheeled walni ami the antlgne phngiii and 
There were the Coldt for the ibtap; and then, In Mi ff tiherod ten 
IJtTDlted the lordlr turkor. andaromd tba cock, wlib the leir-iami 
Vehw that In ageiof old Bad startled the penllHit Peter, 
llnnljn; with hay were tho banu. themaetrei a tIIIb^. In eadi ( 



Thus, at peace with God and the voTU, the farmer ol Onuid Prd 
LlTBd on hli annn* funi. and ETangotlne (Ovetacd hit hoaeehoU. 
Uany a jonth, aaha knelt In tht ehaieh and euBed hla mlaaal. 
Fixed h£ ayM nwrn bar. aa tb* aaUit of U) daneat dsnilMn ; 
Happy waa he who might tonob her hand or Uie hem of her oannontl 
Many a anlior came toW door, to the daifcnsM befrfendeO, 
And aa ha knocked and waited to hear the eonnd of her footilepi. 
Knew not wbleb beat the Inndar. tale heart or the knocker ot iron ; 
Or at the joyoni feaat ot the Rilran Saint o( the TlUoei:, 
BoUar Rcw.and ueeMd her hand hi the dance k he wblapered 
Bnrrled wordii ot fore, that aeemad a part of the oiuslc 
But, among all who eaaa, yonajt Oahrlal only wns nelccme ; 
QabrtuEilannaBae, the aon of Bun tba Hai^mlih, 
Whs vraah mMity mmln the Tlllaaa, and hononred or ail men ; 
Fer alnoa the ^th M^HM, throBgboU an aget and nstlan^ 
Has the craft olibe amtihMni held In tepnubjr the people. 
BasU iras Bonedict'eMend. Their chEhlren from taraait childhood 
Frifstsncl peilanbgae bath In the vlllafe, had ttotht them tb'itr Ictten 
Out Dl the HGll-anme book, with the hynm of tht ehoteb and tbc plain. 
BntnbcD tiie hyianiwire anni, and Iba dally ItBHB oonpleted. 
Swiftlj Iheii hniTled m«y to Ihefwgo of Baall tba Wa^mllh. 
Itiereat the door (hn- ttood, with wondarlng ayea to behold him 
lake In ble leathern ItHtba hoof at the hone aa a tfaythtng. 
Mailing the shoe m UfUue: whOe near him the di?oI a tan-wlicel 
Lay like afleiranaleUlolleaTOinidadrcIeolGhilen. 
Bnniing wiib light aeemed the amtiby, ibronih OTary cranny iind ere 
ITarm by the forge whUn they watched the labDorins belhiwB, 
And as Its panting eeaaed, and tbo sparks eitpliad hi ttie aahea. 
Uerrtly hitiEhed, and aald thoy were nana R^ Into the ckapel. 
Oft on the Btadgn h winter, aa awm aa the awoqp of the cafOc, 
IMiwD the hm-Sda booodlnKthergUded away o'er the maailow 
Oft m the harna they dhnbed to the popnhniB neata on the ratlora, 
Heeklngwith eager eyea that wondloOB ttone, which the swnllow 
Lncky WHS he who laund that stone In Ihe neat oflhe bwbIIow! ' 

Ohiddiiuod the earih wl'lh It) light, and ilpeued thought hits acuvn, 



iSVANCiKLlNK. 

She was a woman now, wttb the heart and hone of a woman 
** Sunshine of iSaint Eulalie " was she called ; fur that was thv snnshine 
Which, as the fanners believed, wonld load their orchards with apples; 
She, too, wonid bring to her husband's house deliglit and abundance, 
FilUbg it full of love and the ruddj faces of children. 

II. 

Now had the season returned, when the nights grow colder and longer. 
And the retreating sun the sign of the Scorpion enters. 
Birds of passage sailed through the leaden air, from the ice-bound, 
Desolate northern bays to the shores of tropical islaiuK 
Harvests were gathered in ; and wild with the winds of September 
Wrestled the trees of the forest, as Jacob of old witli the angel. 
AH the signs foretold a winter long and inclement. 
Bees, with prophetic instinct of want, had hoarded their honey 
Till the hives overflowed ; and the Indian hunters asserted 
Cold wonld the winter be, for thick was the fur of the foxes. 
8uch was the advent of autumn. Then followed that beautiful season, 
Called by the pions Acadian peasants the Summer of AU-Salnts ! 
Filled was the air with a dreamy and magical light ; and the landscape 
loiy as if new-created in all the freshness of childhood. 
Peace seemed to reign upon eaith, and the restless heart of the ocean 
Was for a moment consoled. All sounds were in harmony blended. 
Yotees of children at play, the crowing of cocks in the farm-yards, 
Whirr of wings in the drowsy air, and the cooing of pigeons, 
All were subdued and low as the murmurs of love, and the great sun 
Looked with the eye of love through the golden vapours around him: 
While arrayed intits robes of russet and scarlet and yellow. 
Bright with the sheen of the dew, each glittering tree of the forest 
Flashed like the plane-tree the Persian adorned with mantles and Jewels. 

Now recommenced the reign of rest and affection and stillness. 
Day with its burden and heat had departed, and twilight descending 
Brought back the evening star to the sky, and the herds to the homestead. 
Pawing the ground they came, and resting their necks on each other, 
And with their nostrils distended inhaling the freshness of evening. 
Foremost, bearing the bell, Evangeline's beautiful heifer, 
Proud of her snow-white hide, and the ribbon that waved from her collar, 
Qoietly paced and slow, as if conscious of human affection. 
Tnen came the shepherd back with his bleating flocks from the sea-side. 
Where was their favourite pastnre. Behind them followed the watch-dog. 
Patient, fuU of importance, and grand in the pride of his instinct, 
Walking from side to side with a lordly air, and superbly 
Waving his bushy tail, and urging forward the stragglers -, 
Regent of flocks was he when the shepherd slept ; their protector. 
When from the forest at night, through the starry silence, the wolves howled. 
lAte, with the rising moon, returned the wains from the marshes. 
Laden with briny hay, that filled the air with its odour. 
Cheerily neighed the steeds, with dew on their manes and their fetlocks, 
While aloft on their shoulders the wooden and pondrons saddles, 
Painted with brilliant dyes, and adorned with tassels of crimson. 
Nodded in bright array, like holiy hocks heavy with blossoms. 
Patiently stood the cows meanwhile, and yielded their udders 
Unto the milkmaid's hand ; whilst loud and in regular cadence 
Into the sounding pails the foaming streamlets descended. 
Lowing of cattle and peals of laughter were heard in the farm-ynrd, 
Echoed back by the bams. Anon they sank into stillness : 
Heavily closed, with a Jarring sonnd, the valves of the barn-doors, 
Rattled the wooden bars, and all for a season was silent. 

In-doors, warm by the wide-mouthed fireplace, idly the farmer 
Satin his elbow-chair, and watched how the flames and the smokc-wrcnths 
Struggted together like foes in a burning city. Behind him. 
Nodding and mocking along the wall, with gestures fantastic. 
Darted nis own huge shadow, and vanished away into darkness. 
Faces, clumsily carved in oak, on the back of his arm-chair 
Laughed in the flickering light, and the pewter plates on the dresser 
Caught and reflected the flame, as shields of armies the sunshine. 
Fragments of song the old man sang, and carols of Christmas, 
Such as at home, In the olden time, his fathers before him 
Sang in their Norman orchards and bright Bnrgnndian vineyards. 
Close at her father's side was the gentle Evangeline seated. 
Snipping flax for the loom, that stood in the corner behind her ; 
Silent awhile were in treadles, at rest was its diligent shuttle, 
While the monotonous drone of the wheel, like the drone of a bagpipe. 
Followed the old man's song, and united the fragments together. 
As in a church, when the chant of the choir at intervals ceases, 
Footfalls are heard in the aisles, or words of the priest at the altnr, 
So, in each pause of the song, with measured motion the clock clicked. 

Thus ns they sat, there were footsteps heard, and, suddenly lifted, 
Sounded the wooden latch, and the door swung back on its hinges, 
Benedict knew by the hob-nailed shoes it was Basil the blacksmith, 
And by her beating heart Evangeline knew who was with him. . . ^' 



53 lOKGFELLOWS POETICAL WOKKS. 

'' Welcome !" tlie farmer exclaimed, as their footsteps paused uu llic threshold, 

'■ Welcome, Basil, my friend ! Come, take thy place on the settle 

Close bv the chimney-side, which is always empty without thee ; 

Take from the shelf overhead thy pipe and the box of tobacco; 

Never so much thyself art thou as when throngh the carllng 

.Smoke, of the jjipo or the for^o thy friendly and jovial face gfearas 

i.'oiiud and red as the harvest moon through the mist of the marshes." 

Then, with a smile of content, thus answered Basil the blacksmitli, 

Taklnjr with easy air the accust-omed seat by the fireside:— 

•' IJenodlct Bellefoutalne, thou Uast ever thy jest and thy ballad! 

Ever in ehcerfnllcst mood art thou, when others arc filled with 

( Uoomy forebodings of iH, and see only rnln before them. 

J lappy art thou, as if every day thou iiadst picked up a horseshoe." 

Pausing a moment, to take the pine that Evangeline brought him. 

And with a coal from the embers had lighted, he slowly continued ; 

" Four days now arc passed since the English ships at their anchors 

Bide in the (iaspcreau's month, with their cannon pointed against us. 

What their design may be i < unknown ; but all are commanded 

On the morrow to meet In the chnrcli, where his Majesty's mandate 

Will be proclaiHied as law in the land. Alas ! in the meantime 

IVIany surmises of evil alunn the hearts of the people." 

Then made answer the farmer:— *' Perhaps some friendlier purpose 

Brings these ships to our shores. Perhaps the harvests of England 

By the untimely rains or nntlmelicr heat have been bDghted, 

Aiul from our bursting barns they would feed their cattle and children." 

" Not so thlnketh the folk in the Tlllnge," said, warmly, the blacksmith, 

.Shaking his head, as in doubt ; then, heaving a sigh, he continued : 

•' Louisburg is not forgotten, nor Beau S^jonr, nor Port Boval. 

Many already have fled to the forust, and lurk on its (mtskirts, 

Wait'ing with anxious hearts the dubious fate of to-morrow. 

Anns have been taken from us, and warlike weapons of all kinds: 

Nothing is left but the blacksmith's sledge and the scythe of the mower." 

Tlien with a pleasant smile made answer the jovial fanner:— 

'* Safer are we unarmed in the midst of our flocks and our cornfields, 

Safer within these peaceful dikes, besieged by the ocean, 

Than were our fathers In forts, besieged by the enemy's cannon, 

Fear no evil, my friend, and to-night may no shadow of sorrow 

l<'all on this house and iiearth ; for this is the night of the contract, 

liullt are the house and the barn. The merry lads of the village 

stronglv have built them and well ; and, breaking the glebe round about theiq, 

Filled the barn with hay, and the house with food for a twelvemonth. 

Ben^ Leblanc will be here anon, with his papers and ink-horn. 

Shall we not then l)c glad, and rejwlce in the Joy of our children ?"• 

As apart by the window she stood, with her hand in her lover's, 

Blushing Evangeline heard the words that her father had spoken, 

And as they died on his lips the worthy notaiy entered. 

in. 

Bent like a labouring oar, that toils in the serf of the ocean. 
Bent, but not broken, by age was the form of the notary public : 
Shocks of yellow hair, like the silken Aoss of the maize, hung 
Over his shoulders *, Ids forehead was high ; and glasses with horn bows 
Sat astride on his nose, with a look of wisdom wpernal. 
Father of twenty children was he, and more than a hundred 
Children's children rode on his knee, and heard his great watch tick. 
Four long years in the times of the war had ho languished a captive. 
Suffering much in an old French fort as the friend of the English. 
Now, though warier grown, without all guile or suspicion. 
Bipe in wisdom was he, put patient, and simple, and childlike. 
He was beloved by all, and most of all by the children; 
For he told them tales of the Lonp-garon in the forest. 
And of the goblin that came hi the night to water the horses. 
And of the white Liitlche, the ghost of u cliild who nnchistened 
Died and was doomed to hannt unseen the chamber of children ; 
And how on Christmas eve the oxen talked in the stable. 
And how tlie fever was cured by a spider shut up In a nutshell. 
And of the marvellous powers of four-Ioaved clover and horse-shoes, 
With whatsoever else was writ in the lore of the village. 
Then uprose from his seat by the fireside Basil the blacksmltli. 
Knocked from his pipe the ashes, and slowly extending his right hand, 
'' Father Leblanc,' he exclaimed, " thou hast heard the talk m the village. 
And, perchance, canst tell us some news of these ships and their eri'and." 
Then with modest demeanour made answer the notary pnUlc,— 
*' Oossip enough have I heard. In sooth, yet am net'er the wiser ; 
And what their errand may be 1 know not better than others. 
Yet am I not of those whoimaffine some evil Intention 
Brings them here, for we are at peace ; and why then molest ns?'* 
" (}od's name ! " shouted the hasty and somewhat Irascible blacksmith; 
" Must we in all things look for the how, and the why, and the wherefore ? 
Daily injustice is done, and might is the right of the strongest !" 
Itut, without heeding his warmth, continued the notary public,— 
**Man is unjust, but God is just ; and finally Justice 
Triumphs ; and well I remember a story, that oftett consoled me, 
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When as a captive I lay in tlio old French Turt at I'ort lioyal, ' 

This was the old man's favonritc talc, and ho lovod to rc|voat it 

When his neight>oars complained that any Injastico was done them. 

** Once In an ancient city, whose name I no longer remember, 

Kaised aloft on a coliunu, a brazen statue of Justice 

Stood in tbe pnblic square, upholding the scales ni its left hand. 

And Its right a sworcL as an emblem that Justice presided 

Over the laws of the land, and the hearts and homes of the people. 

Kven tho birds bad b.nilt their nests In the scales of the balance. 

Haying no fear of the sword that flashed iff the sunshine above thcni. 

But in the course of time the laws of the land were corruptcrl : 

Hlght took the place of right, and the weak were oppressed, and the mighty 

Kmed with an iron rod. Then it chanced in a nobleman's palace 

That a necklace of pearls was lost, and ere long a suspicion 

Fell on an orphan girl who lired as maid In the household. 

Hhe after form of trial condemned to die on the scaffold. 

Patiently met her doom at the foot of the statue of Justice. 

As to her Fatlier in heaven her innocent spirit ascended, 

1a) ! o*er the city a tempest rose ; and tho bolts of the thunder 

Hmote the statue of bronze, and hurlen in wrath from its left hand 

I>own on the pavement below the clattering scales of the balance, 

And in the hollow thereof was found tho nest of a magpie, 

Into whose clay-built wails the necklace of pearls was inwoven." 

tSiienced, but not convinced, when the story was ended, the black:3mith 

8tood like a man who fain would speak, but'flndeth no lantniuK^' : 

All his thonghts were congealed into lines on his face, as the vii]>ours 

Freeze in fantastic shapes on tho window-panes in tlie winter. 

Then Evangeline lighted the brazen lamp on tlie table, 
Filled, till it overflowed, the pewter tankard with hon;e -brewed 
Nut-brown ale, that was famed for its strength In the viliajfo of Grand-Prc ; 
While from his pocket the notary drew his papers and ink-horn, 
Wrote with a steady hand the date and the age of tlie panics, 
l«amlng the dower of the bride in flocks of sheep and in cattu-. 
Orderly all things proceeded, and duly and well were conipUfvd, 
And the great seal of the law was set like a sun on the margin. 
Tlien from his leathern pouch the farmer threw on the table 
Three times the old man's fee in solid pieces of silver ; 
And the notary rising, and blessing the bride and the bridegruum. 
Lifted aloft the tankard of ale and drank to their welfare. 
Wiping the foam from his lip, he solemnly bowed and departed, 
While in silence the other sat and mused by the fireside. 
Till Evangeline brought tlie draught-board out of Its corner. 
Hoon was the game begun. In friendly contention the old men 
Laughed at each lucky hit, or unsuccessful manneuvre, 
Laughed when a man was crowned, or a breach was made in the Idng-row. 
Meanwhile apart, in the twilight gloom of a window's euibrusuro 
Kat the lovers, and whispered together, beholding the moon rise 
Over the pallid sea and the silvery mist of the meadows, 
Kilentiy one by one, in the infinite meadows of heaven. 
Blossomed the lovely stars the forget-me-nots of the angols. 
Thus passed the evening away. Anon the bell from the belfry 
Kang out the hour of nhie, the village curfew, and straightway 
Kose the guests and departed ; and silence reigned in the household. 
Many a farewell word and sweet good-night on the door-step 
lingered long in Evangeline's heart, and filled it with gladness. 
Carefully then were covered the embers that glowed on the hearthstone. 
And on the oaken stairs resounded the step of 1 he farmer. 
8oon with a soundless step the foot of Evangeline followed. 
Up the staircase moved a luminous space In the darkness. 
Lighted less by the lamp than the shining face of the maiden. 
Client she passed through tho hall, and entered the door of her chumbcr. 
Simple that chamber was, with its curtains of wldte, and its clothes-press 
Ample and high, on whose spacious shelves were carefully folded 
Linen and woollen stuffs, by the hand of Evangeline woven. , 
This was the precious dower she would bring to her husband in marriage. 
Better than flocks and herds, being proofs ofher skill as a housewife. 
Soon she extinguished her lamp, for the mellow and radiant mounllght. 
Streamed through the windows, and lighted the room, till tiie heart of the maiden 
Swelled and obeyed its power, like the tremulous tides of the ocean. 
Ah ! she was fair, exceeding fair to behold, as she stood with 
Naked snow-white feet on the gleaming floor of her chamber! 
Little 8l;e dreamed that below, among the trees of the orchrd. 
Waited her lover, ond watched for the gleam of her lamp and shadow. 
Yet were her thoughts of him, and at times a feeling of sadness 
Passed o'er her soiil, as the sailing shade of clonlds In the moonlight 
Flighted across the floor and darkness the room for a moment. 
And as she gazed from the window she saw serenelv the moon pass 
Forth from the folds of a cloud, and one star follow her footsteps. 
As out of Abraham's tent 3*onng Ishmael wandei-ed with Uagar ! 

IV. 

^easantly rose next mom tbe sun on the village of Graud-Pr^. 
Pleasantly gleamed in tho soft, swcot air the Bastu of Sliuos, 
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knucKeil Willi lis bunilnci honde nl lllc sniden^uca of (he morning. 

how rruiD tha eonutry arLiD]ia, rruin ih<> liitins and the luiibbouiinE ImnilMa, 

■:'iini«llltb«Jr1iaIli]gy drDsaeithe blilhe Adndlan pesunts, 

JJuIi)- ■ glad OKid-^morrun nnd jufdus lanei Imm IM yonng Mk 

Mnda Ihe bright »h' lirl Bluer, at up fnjiu lUe oomcrons meiidoin, 

'HiroBEsd were Un itri^cia >vlth ttic peniilc ; nnd nols; ctauja at. the bon^e-dooTE 
nnl 111 lb* rAe«Ffnl Hun. anil rojolred nod cOUlpcd tOBCIher. 
K»wj- bo«»e wai an inn, and all n on wtieuiopd and reaated ; 
Fi>r wilh llilialinnle iieaijle, who llvo like Urollicrs togiillier, 

Vor Emogollno mood nmong the gnesis ol her father ; 

Fright vros bur f nee "1111 sinUea, nnd words of irelcome nnd irtadiUM 

Under tlia open iky, in iho odoraai ntr of the orclinrd, 
IIdiuIIde wttb goldeu Iralt. wu iprud Uio Itta ot iKlroiliaL 
Theij good Baiwllc t ui, una UiniijrB 



lel ttaoflddiar wai |ikegd,~iritb tin nysM iW buiu nid o( wtiaWotta. 
nnaoBw uid llglit biun ew leKT« atlcniatiiy lAved OB U* iinw-irUte 
IlUr, » n wnvtd ta tho KiDd ; ud tbe laUy fue of the ffidlBr 
( llowed Hke ■ llTlDg oiiil wlwn U» ubH ara blown from tha gmben. 
tiallT tba aU man HHrta tlia Tlimnt loiilid ot till flddla, 
Ibu Za AbtshIi (la Caartrif. and £g Oirfllm (fa ^laiitoww, 
Ami nnon wKli his wnodaD ahou beat Ume to Uw undo. 
Mrrrl^^BMrrtir wUrM tin vbeok ot ttac ii*V^ d* 






Knterwl Ibo ■ncrcd~i>6[tiiil 
Kefavcd ilM HHtud o! tUolr 



01 tUolr braisn drain trrnn ccittut and uutmant,- 

— -»„ onlT, and alowl; tb« irnidsroa* portal 

<Uaaed. and ta aOnHoWe oioird awaKed tbo winoftha aoUUan. 

Holding skill lu bia taDnda, wljh Iti anla, t hs nval commlaalon. 
" Yon nre courmcd tbia a*j," ha uM, *■ bjr lilt If alwtj-^ nndom. 
Clement iiul kind luu bo iKon, bat bow bora jo anaworad hli kindn 
IjOt jDorownlHiarCareidjl n mj lutiinl maka and mr tvmtwr 
I'llulul tlio laak ti I do, wblcfa toTon I Snow mul ba gtlBiraiH. 
Vet innat I bow and obar, sad doHTertha will (d onrmoiuireh; 
NauKly, tbat bU yODr tanda, and dweitbiia, and ntfla it an klndis 
Forfeited b> to tno crown; and that jon jwgnalvia fima tidn imirii 
lla tronaportnl to otber luda- Clod grant yum wMj dwal 
Rver aa bltbhii aabfasta, o happi' and pnCBUo pW|ilo: 
IMaoneni now t dedar* TOO ; tar*achHMaMaK*t7^]>>i 
An, when the air la hi«m In the anlUT aolatleo of am — 
Hnadenljeathcraaatorm, andtbadeadlTaUbaoftlH 

Iteatadowiilhabimer'icomlnlbsflclilandBhMln . 

Ilioing the Ban, and atrewlng Iho around ifltli thatch hum the houM-Toota. 

HellowlnelJj luo berda, and aeok to break tbeirlndoiiareei 

Ho ou tbenioarti of the people duoended Oe mnda of tbe apuker, 

tuloiil a iDOinont (hor ofood fn apeecMaa* viaider. and ilicnross 

And, br ODa hnputia uHmd, thar madlr inabBd (o tfio doorway. 

Vain waa the bofie of CM«po ; anderlaoaiidftercelvpniMtlonB 

Kani Ihrouati tbo houH at prarn ; and hirii o'er ihc heada of tho otbom 

noio, with nia arma npllftad, the ngnra nf BaaD Ibe Unckamltlt, 

Aa, oil a alarm; oea, a apar h tomd br tin blUowa. 

Finabed waa bfalaco nnd dl«Drted wllh tnislon ; and wDdl j be Hlwnled.— 

"J)ownwltb the tyranla of England! we jiDver iuiTO hwgm tfaeni nlleglnn 

,ISmUo hUu upon the uwntb. aiid dragged him don-n to the piTenienL 
In tbo midal of tbe slrllo ood Inmalt nt anin7 contention. 
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Deep woro hid tones and solemn ; in Accents nioHsurcd luul mnurnfnl 
Spake ho, as, after the tocsin's alamui, distinctly the cloclc Ktrll(i>s. 
"What is this that re do, my children V what mudncsx Uhh Kci/.etl }onV 
Forty years of ray life have 1 laboured among you und tuuglit you, 
^ot in word alone, but in deed, to love one anothor! 
Is this the fruit of my toils, of my vIpfllM and prayerH nnd privations? 
Have yon so soon forgotten nil iessouH of iove und forftlvrncss .•' 
This Is the hoase of the Prince of rcuce, und would you profuni; it 
Thus with violent deeds and hearts overflowing with hatred? 
Lo! where the cruciflcd Christ from hin crons is gazing upon you ! 
See! In those sorrowful eyes what meekness and holy copjitassiun ! 
Hark I how those lips still repeat the prayer. 'O Fatlu-r, forfrtvo the nil' 
Let as repeat that prayer in the hour when the wicked assail ub, 
Let us repeat it now, and sav, ' O Father, forgive them !* " 
Few were his words of rebuke, but deep in the hearts of liis people 
Sank they, and sobs of contrition succeeded that passionate outbreak ; 
And they repeated his prayer, and said, " O Father, forgive them I" 

Then came the evening service. The tapers gleamed from the altar 
Fervent and deep was the voice of the priest, and the people respondeil. 
^ot with their lips aiore, but their hearts; and the Ave 3Iariii 
Sang tiiey, and fell on their knees, and their souls, with devotion traujlntetl, 
Kose on tnc ardour of prayer, like Elijah ascending to heaven. 

Meanwhile had spread in the village the tidings of ill, and on all sides 
Wandered wailing, from house to house the women and chllilron. 
Long at her father's door Evangeline stood, with her right hand 
Shielding her eyes from the level rays of the sun, that, descending. 
Lighted the village street with mysterious splendour aiul roofed euch 
Peasant's cottage with golden thutch, and emblazoned its >viii<Ums. 
Long within had been spread the snow-white cloth on the table ; 
There stood the wheaten loaf, and the honey fragrant with tlowers ; 
There stood the tankard of ale. and the cheese fresh brought from tiie d>iirj; 
And at the head of the board the great arm-chair of the farmer. 
Thus did Evangeline wait at her father's door, us the sunset 
Threw the long shadows of trees o'er the broad ambrosial meadows. 
Ah! on her spirit within a deeper shadow had fallen. 
And from the fields of her soul a fragrance celestial ascended,— 
Charity, meekness, love and hope, and forgiveness and patience ! 
Then, all-forgetful of self, she wandered into the village. 
Cheering with looks and words the disconsolate hearts of the women, 
As o'er the darkening fields with lingering steps they deimrted. 
Urged by their household cares, and the weary feet of tlicir children. 
l>own sunk the great red sun, and in golden, glimmering vajiours 
Veiled the light of his face, like the Prophet descending from .Sinai, 
Sweetly over the village, the bell of the Angelns sounded 

Meanwhile amid the gloom, by the church Evangeline lingered. 
AH was silent witliin ; and in viiin at the door and the windows 
Stood she, and listened and loolted, until, overcome by emotion. 
'•Gabriel!" cried she aloud, with tremulous voice ; but no answer 
Came from the graves of the dead, nor the gloomier grave of tlie living. 
Slowly at length she returned to the tenantlcss house of her father. 
Smouldered the fire on tlie hearth, on the board stood the supper nntasted, 
Kmpty and drear was each room, and haunted with phantoms of terror. 
Sadly echoed lier step on the stair and the floor of her chamber. 
In the dead of tlio night she heard the whispering rain fall 
Loud on the withered leaves of the sycamore-tree by the window. 
Keenly the lightning flashed; and the voice of the echoing thunder 
Told her that God was In heaven, nnd governed the world he created ! 
Tlien she remembered the tale she liad heard of the justice of heaven! 
Soothed was her tronbled soul, and she peacefully slumbered till morning. 

V. 

Four times the sun had risen and set ; and now on tlie fifth day 
Cheerily called the cock to the sleeping maids of the farm-house. 
»Soon o'er the yellow fields, in silent and mournful procession. 
Came from the neighbouring hamlets and farms the Acadian women. 
Driving in ponderous wains their household goods to the sea-sliore. 
Pausing and looking back to gaze once more on their dwellings, 
Kre they were shut from sight by the winding road and the woodland. 
Close at their sides the children ran, and nrged on ths oxen, 
While in their little hands they clasped some fragment of playthings. 

Thns to the Gaspereau's month thej- hurried : and on the sea-beach, 
Piled In confusion, lay the household goods of the peasants. 
All day long between the shore and the ships did the boats ply 
All day long the wains came labouring down from the village. 
I^te in the afternoon, when the sun was near to his setting. 
Echoing far o'er the fields came the roll of drums from the churchyard. 
Tliithcr the women and children thronged. On u sudden the chnrcii doors 
Opened, and forth came the guard, and marching in gloomy procession. 
Followed the long-imprisoned, but patient, Acadian farmers. 
"Eren as pilgrims, who journey afar from their homes and thetr cowutry ., 
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Sing as tney go, and in singing forget they arc weary and way-worn 

So with song on their li])8 the Acadian peasants descended 

Down from the chnrcli to the shore, amid their wives and their daughters. 

Foremost tiic young men came ; and raising together their voices, 

Sang tliey with tremiilons lips a chant of the Catholic Missions:— 

*' Sacred heart of tiie Savionr ! O inexhaustible fountain ! 

Fill our hearts this day with strength and submission and patience!" 

Then the old men, as they marched, and the women that stood by the way-side, 

Joined in the sacred psalm, and the birds in the sunshine above them 

2VIinglcd their notes therewith, like voices of spirits departed. 

Half-way down to the shore Evangeline waited in silence. 
Not overcome with grief, but strong in the hour of affliction, — 
Calmly and sadly waited, until the procession approached her, 
As she beheld the face of Gabriel, pale with emotion, 
Tears then filled her eyes, and eagerly running to meet him. 
Clasped she his hands, and laid her head on his shoulder, and whispered,— 
" Gaoricl ! be of good cheer! for if we love one another, 
Nothhig, in truth, can liarm us, whatever mischances may happen !" 
Smiling she spake these words; then suddenly' paused, for her father 
Saw she slowly advancing. Alas ! how changea was his aspect ! 
(ione wrts the glow from his cheek, and the Are from liis eye, and his footstep 
Heavier seemed with tiie weight of the weary heart in his bosom. 
But with a smile and a sigh, she clasped his neck and embraced him, 
Speaking words of endearment where words of comfort availed not. 
Thus to the Gaspcreau's month moved on that mournful procession. 
There disorder prevailed, and the tumult and stir of embarking. 
Busily i)lied the freighted boats ; and in the confusion 
Wives torn from their husbands, and mothers, too late saw their children 
Left on the land, extending their arms, with wildest entreaties. 
So unto separate ships were Basil and Gabriel carried, 
While in desi)air on the shore Evangeline stood >vith her father. 
Half the task was not done when the sun went down, and the twilight 
Deepened and darkened around : and in haste the renuent ocean 
Fled away from the shore, and left a line of the sand-bench 
< 'overed with waifs of the tide, with kelp and the slippery sea-v»-et'il. 
Farther back, in the midst of the household goods and the waggons, 
J.ike to a gipsy camp, or a leaguer after a battle. 
All escape cut of! by the Pca, and the sentinels near them. 
Lay encarai)ed for the night the houseless Acadian fanners. 
Back to its netliermost caves retreated the bellowing ocean, 
Dragging adown the beach the rattling pebbles, and leaving 
Inland and far up the shore the stranded boats of the sailors. 
Then, as the night descended, the herds return from their pastures: 
Sweet was the moist still air with the odour of milk from their udders: 
l^owing they waited, and long, at the well-known bars of the farmyanl,- 
Waited and looked in vain for the voice and the hand of the milknmid. 
Silence reigned in the streets : from the church no Angelas sounded, 
Kose no smoke from the roofs, and gleamed no lights fi'om the windows. 

But on the shores meanwhile the evening fires had been kindled, 
liuilt of the drift-wood thrown on the sands from wrecks in the tempest. 
Bound them shapes of gloom and sorrowful faces were gathered. 
Voices of women were heard, and of men, and tlie crying of cliildren 
Onward from fire to fire, as from hearth to hearth in his parish. 
Wandered the faithful priest, consoling and blessing and cheering, 
Like unto shipwrecked Paul on Melita's desolate sea-shore. 
Thus he approached the place where Evangeline sat with her father. 
And in the fiickering light beheld the face of the old man. 
Haggard and hollow and wan, and without either thought or emotion, 
K*en as the face of a clock from which the hands liavc been taken, 
Vainly Evangeline strove with words and caresses to cheer him, 
Vainly offered him food ; yet he moved not, he looked not. ho spake not ; 
But, with a vacant stare, ever gaxed at the flickering lire-light, 
" Benedicile!" murmured the priest, in tones of comjmsslon, 
]VIore ht' fain would have said, but his heart was full, and' his accents 
Faltered and paused on his lips, as the feet of a child on the threshold, 
Hushed by the scene he l)eholds,and the awful presence of sorrow. 
Silently, therefore, he laid his hand on the head of the maiden, 
Kaising his eyes, full of tears, to the silent stars that above thorn 
^Vloved on their way, unperturbed by the wrongs and sorrows of mortals. 
Then sat he down at their side, and they wept together in silence. 

Suddenly rose from the sonth a light, as in autumn the blood-red 
Moon climbs the crystal walls of heaven, and o'er the horizon 
Titan-like stretches its hundred hands uoon mountain and n^adow 
Seizing the rocks and the rivers, and piling huge shadows together. 
Broader and ever broader it gleamed on the roofs of the village, 
Gleamed on the sky and the sea, and the ships that lay in the roadstead. 
(/Olumns of sUtDing smoke nproso, and flaslies of flaine were 
Tlirufit through their folds and withdrawn, like the quivering hands of a martyr 
Then as the wipd seized the gloeds, and the bitmlag thateb, and upUftinir, 
Whirled them aloft through the air, at once from a Jiandred honsetdps 
Started the sheeted smoi&e with flashes of flttme Intermingled. 



RiMUhloit> It tinn ibtf ■MDd.ilii'iictltdflunAliKlH'lriiiiKnNi, 
"We nluiU bebalA Do worr Mr huiwi In tlv vlllnif iirdrmiil-rn 
Lond DO * BDddrn tint OKki tegan lu cnnr Mini- fnnn-yunh, 
TliMklM >lw daj bad dawnnl : nBd amcin ilii: limlnK n[ I'HIilu 
J-rnm on fte (^nnlDRbrRiD; '- "- -■ ■-■ ' ■' — 

WbcD the villi horhn ni 

ilrukB ttinHcb ibrlr luMi awt Immk*, *ihI umiIIj' ruMi 'il u'vr ili' ii 
CnerwiHinied wllti Ibo kliilit. jrt ipvMtilFM, tbr prlp^ bwI iho i 
OuediHi tlia KOnD o( wmirllut ndiencd and vldrnwl hPluiv iht 
And u tlvy Inrnad at IwifU lu iqiuk I2,S^ "''*'" ''"">1'*>i'i"i- 
VotkdilUB ij Us fonn, bin wtlHi tbB Mnl bkd driflrlvd. 
HlDWbr ihc irient ■pllltBd tha IHMnH lii>Ml. and ihr mildcB 
KiMlfmt ber tith*7i Mt. and vilkd siBUd In bar tansr. 
'riKD Id 1 nronn aba uuk, aiid I17 Mth bar brad Id bli bnmnn. 
Thnniti th< louiit nlRbl aba lay ia deaih oUlTkim aiiuiihrr: 
And ■nStu iibe wobaTrim tbainuae, aba babaM a mnltltBda war 
raea of rrtesd* Mb bpbiM, Itaat war* iDoaninill.T miliiR u|irm bri 
Paaid, wit b taarfBl ««, and laob at Mtddaxt fuiBpawlnn. 
StDl tha Unis ot tin Mrntii* TUUm Obuiihiad iha lanriiviirw. 
Iteildrntd Ihu •bysnrbaad. aad (naaraad on Ihu (acmaniunil hrr, 

Tban a fanUliu voka aba baarri. aairiwU tullis|iFn|>K 
■- Let at Iniry Um har* iir the m. Wben a bitiplcr •ruiHin 
Tirbigi ni amln to iHir himn Inan Mn mlnnwii Laiirl ut '.ar oiilr. 
Then ibiill liln larnil dmt ba idimlr laid In ibeebnMi.varil." 
Sucb were tba wnrdA af 'ha briaiit. Ami tbna In liniiir hjr ilu'i'tvi' 
llavlDff tha fdara III Ihp bamlng TlDua Ibr Inbaral tun-hini» 
Hut wllbniu bell or inak, fbar nur« Iba lunan ut Uraml-l'nS 
And ai the TOka ot tha vrlrat raiieatad tlw atrrlce of mmnr. 






dar. ™ne baHTtnn and barrylui laiiiiwanL 



LabTlns beblud tbcu llw di'ad ou tli* shore, and the Tilbi 



When on ilic'lulliuK riiio Ibc IretHhted tchscIs iU-iuutAi. 

jTtr MDnder, on aepaTats aooita, tba Andlani Ifiadad : ' 

HeaCterad vara they, Uka flbtsi ol anow, wb« the wind fmm the nnrlh cs 

Birikan aabnt tbroofh the togt that dorbni tba Uanba ul Ni'WliHuidliniil. 

ViMndleH, bomtluL bopalsii, Uicr wandand Iram dlr to rity, 

From tboenld uil^al iGo Itohb to iDlttySoutlMni Hirannna.— 

From the Unk abnraa Of tba aea to Ibo Unda whore the riitaitr or >Tatcri 

Helz« tba hlUa bi bin handu, and dnga 'hem down to the ocoan. 

Deep m their nndi to liorr the Mattered boneeol tba numimitli. 

FrlendH inejr aonirtit and bonwa : and rnaiv- deiniitrlnit, hearl-bmknn, 

Aikad of tba eaith but a RraTo, and no bmnr a friend nor a llreidilp. 

Writton tbalr blalorr atanda on taidat* ot atone In the ebnrrbyardK. 

Luiw amoiw tlwin wa> earn a DWiden wlio waited and wandered, 

Lowly and maik In nplill, end patlsntlj unaDHnfL otl UOaft. 

Fair waa Iba and yooBf: bw.alaa: betdra hn cMMidrd, 

DrouT and tbiR mdSIant, tba daiart ol lUe, with In patbwar 

HarkodbT tba irKTM ol Ihoie who had Mnrowed, and Haflrird belcav ber, 

FaaatODi lonK extlonlilHid, andbopoi lonit dead and uhamtuned, 

Ah the emimnt'n way o'er tbo weiten deiert In marked by 
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tiometiiiiei' she spake wliti ilioie nho Md Hen ber ijclavea snd ktunra hlo, 

Uni It wu ions ngu. Ui miiih M(4IIMi>ce or forgoctFii, 

■'Uiibr](ilL«|fiuines«l"iiiWlliii»; "p.jet! we hava wen him. 

JlQ wuwJtb lluU ttao UuftiDUtn, UH botb tiiive Bono 1o LJie uralrloi ; 

Coumtr^de^Hou an tbej, ind fiinDni himlera and trappers. 

" UubrUI Lllnmiua t" uld stMn : ■■ O, ni I wo hnTo seen titoi, 

Ilolaa I'muurr lu itic lowlindi ot uubluia.'' 



arTonlhiufBlruaBliBell others 

Who hBT« Inutg M undtr uid tnw, Mid ipliits at loynl? 
IIer« Is B«pUiio Leblana, tbe uotan*! gon. irb« has reveii thee 
UanTAtadhnii jeBTE oome, fflTe bun thr lieiul and bchanpyl 
Tlum irl too filr to M left to Enid St ligilinlnB'i tresseg.'- 
'rhen would Ennirtlna uuwar, Nruuljr but mdlr.v^" 1 cannot I 
WUtber my bouf hu gone, there tolUnn vay band, anil not ciHHiiere. 
For when the heart «»• belora, like > lamfi, and UlnnUnee the pathwar> 
MuT thtain ue muM denr, that elH U* btdden In dutnew." 
And ihenspon the nrieit. her Mend end lather-Biiiieiior, 
SaM.vUhaimlle.-^aduahtat! thr BOd Ihni ipaeketh within thee I 
lUk not ol wuted nflOctloB, aflOction nnar wa> wutnl ; 



I and putlent _ 

'hrretita aLCompllsh thf labonr of loW, hLI Ihe heart H made godLUiE, 
'urinod, Btrengllionaa perfected, nod rendered mare worthy ol heHvcn ! 
heereflM.II,. t<".a . --l^^rd, Er^^Une laboa«d na walled. 



Though bf lieboLdlt not he "-"*"*"'"" 



__ It wai the monlli ol llnr. For down Ihe Benullf ul RlTcr, 
Pan the Ohio shore and pait the nuntb ul llio Wnbasb. 
Into the fulden itream ol Ihe broad and swift MJisIbsIppI, 
Ftuated a cimbraus iKmt, that wai rowitd b; Acadian bonliucn. 
It was a hand of oiUu t a raft, aa It were, fiom the shipwrecked 
Ilatlon^uttered ehuw tbB ooaat, now flaatUc logotber. 

Men and women and dilldreih who. (aided Hf hope or t^ henrsn;; 

HoBght for tbolr kRb and their Un amoiu the lew-acred Inmien 

On tne Acadtan eoait, and the pralrleB of faJr Dpolonsas. 

With them STanseHiu went, and her (nlde. the Father FelMlan. 

Onward o'er anuEen aanda, thronffh a wlldemesB BOnibn wllh foreAlj 

I>nr alter dar ther lUded adown the tnrbalent Hrer! 

Nl^t after iuglit,1ir their builnn On*, eocaniped on Its borders. 

Nowtbronita ngfalnr chntoa, unongfToen Waiids, whore plum-llko 

Cetton-treea noddea their ibaddowy ezaatc they swept with the cnn 

Ibeu euHised Into broad lagooot, wben ailTBiy ttand-tura 

Lar hi the Mnam, and alou Ihe wlmpllng vraro of their margin, 

dhlnlna with anow-whlte plnmea, lain flocka of pencani waded, 

Level tno landaoapo grew, and along the shores 01 the rlTcr, 

Hhaded by chhu-trees, la the mHit ef lusuHant gardeoa, 

stood Ihs honsea olphuUers, with noaiw-eaUni end dore-cots. 

Ther were Bpnroaclilnit the regloii wSan nigra perpeinal ■ammor, 

IFher* thnngih the Uoldan ComI, and giant of orango and dircu, 

Hweena wlih nudenleoorTo <he rtver aw^ to the eaacwsrd. 

They, too, swerved troin their eonrset and, entering tbs Dayon of PI 

HooH were loat Hi a nuua of slnmlah and derlona waters 

WMcb, like a network of sleet, extended In eTerji direction. 

Over their hoads the towerlnvand toDebroBS bonghs of the cyprena 

Not In a ilnskj- anh, and trallng Bunas In mid air 

Waved Uke bannera that hang on the walla ol amUent cathedral <l 

IMwthllke the alienee seened, and mbroken, save by the berons 

1 and gleamed on the wn'tor, 



EVANOEUKE. » 

Aa, at the tramp of a horse's hoof on the turf of the p^liric^ 
Far in advance arc closed the leaves o( the shrinklnK mim<M>u, 
So, at the houf-bcats o/ (ate, with sad forebodings of uvil. 
Shrinks and doses the heart, ere the stroke of doom has attained it. 
Bat Evangeline's heart was sustained by a vision, that faintly 
Floated before her eyes, and beckoned heron throngh the raiMtiillfrht. 
It was the thought of her brain that assnmed the shnpu of a phautum. 
Through these shadowy aisles had Gabriel wandered beforo her, 
And every stroke of the oar now brought him nearer and nearer. 

Then In his place, at the prow of the boat, rose one of the oarsmen. 
And, as a signal sound. If others like them peradventnro 
Sailed op those gloomy and midnight streams, blew a blast on hi^ bugle. 
Wild through the dark colonnades and corridors leafy the blast rang. 
Breaking the seal of silence, and giving tongues to the forest. 
Soundless above them the banners of moss fust stirred to the music. 
Multitudinous echoes awoke and died in the distance. 
Over the watery floor, and beneath the revenberant branches ; 
Bat not a voice replied ; no answer came from the darkness ; 
And when the echoes had ceased, like a sense of pain was the silence. 
Then Evangeline slept ; but the boatmen rowed through the midnight, 
Silent at times, then singing familiar Canadian boat-songs. 
Such as they sang of old on their own Acadian rivers. 
And through the night were heard the mysterious sounds of the desert. 
Far off. Indistinct, as of wave or wind of the forest. 
Mixed with the whoop of the crane and the roar of the grim alligator. 

Thus ere another moon they emerged from those shades; and before them 
Lay, In the golden sun, the lakes of the Atchafalava. 
Water-lilies in myriads rocked on the slight undulations 
Made by the passing oars, and respiendent in beauty the lotus 
Lifted her golden crown above the heads of the boatmen. 
Faint was the air with the odorous breath of magnolia blossoms, 
And with the heat of noon; and numberless sylvan islands. 
Fragrant and thickly embowered with blossoming hedges of roses, 
Kear to whose shores they gilded along. Invited to slumber. 
Soon by the fairest of these their weary oars were suspended. 
Under the bonghs of Wachlta willows, that grew by the margin. 
Safely their boat was moored ; and scattered about on the greensward. 
Tired with their midnight toil, the weary travellers slumbered. 
Over them vast and high extended the cope of a cedar. 
Swinging from its great arms the trumpet-flower and the grape-vino 
Hung their ladder of ropes aloft like the ladder of Jacob, 
On whose pendulous stairs the angels ascending, descending. 
Were the swift humming-birds, that flittea from blossom to blossom. 
Such was the vision Evangeline saw as she slumbered beneath it. 
Filled was her heart with iovq, and the dawn of an opening heaven 
Lighted her soul in sleep with the glory of regions celestial. 

Nearer and ever near, among the numberless Islands, 
Darted a light, swift boat, that sped away o'er the water. 
Urged on its course by the sinewy anns of hunters and trappers, 
Northward Its prow was turned, to the land of the bison ana beaver. 
At the helm sat a youth, with countenance thoughtful and careworn. 
Dark and neglected locks overshadowed his brow, and a sadness 
Somewhat beyond his years on his face was legibly written. 
Gabriel was it^ho, weary with waiting, unhappy and restless. 
Sought in the Western wilds oblivion of self and of sorrow. 
Swiftly they glided along, close under the lee of the Island, 
But by the opposite bank, and behind a screen of palmettos. 
So that they saw not the boat, where It lay concealed In the willows, 
And undisturbed by the dash of their oars, and unseen, wore the sleepers; 
Angel of God was there none to awaken the slumbering maiden. 
Swiftly they glided away, like a shade of a cloud on the prairie. 
After the soimd of their oars on the tholes had died in the distance, 
As from a magic trance the sleepers awoke, and the maiden 
Said with a sigh to the friendly priest,—" O Father Fellclan ! 
Something says In my heart that near me Gabriel wanders. 
Is it a fooUsh dream, an idle and vague superstition ? 
Or has an angel passed, and revealed the truth to my spirit ?" 
Then, with a olnsh she added,—" Alas for my credulous fancy ! 
Unto ears like thine such words as these have no meaning." 
But made answer the reverend man, and he smiled as he answered,— 
*' Daughter, thy words are not idle, nor are they to me without meaning. 
Feeling is deep and still ; and the word that floats on the surface 
Is as the tossing buoy, that betrays where the anchor is hidden. 
Therefore, trust to thy heart, and to what the word calls iiiusions 
Gabriel is truly near thee ; for not far away to the southward 
On the banks of the T^che, are the towns of St. Maur and St. Martin. 
There the long-wandering bride shall be given again to her bridegroom, 
There the long absent pastor regain his flock and his sheepfold. 
Beautiful Is the land, with its prairies and forests d fruit-trees; 
Under the feet of a garden of nowers, and the bli^est of heavens 

D 



LONdFELLOWU 

nioy who (Ivruil tliure luv« DimMd It tM B4ea ol LonlsUini." ' 

And with ihus words ol cliear. Uitr rota aod coDtlniua tbalt lonri 
Hot Ilr Ike ercnlnE MIU*. Tho ■Da tromlhB wtitern IkiiIiod 
Like a nutfeiim sxMuded hii nlden wand o'oi tba laiulKiipB j 
TwlnkUnevapauniuou: ud >k7 *ad witcr ond (areit 
^||«1ncd all on Arc at Ilia tmub, «ud uellad and uUiildod UgMlMr. 
Floaiedllis bout, wUli tu drlupluK onn, nntlia mUionleii water. 
FlUiMI waa EvaogaUM'i lutffwltb IwunMUa awuIseB. 
Dnicliad br Iho mairiG anon, llw lasnid lonnUlPB at (ocltos 
aiowed with UisUpit (flan, aa tha aUaa and vatara «uuKl bar. 
TliFB rrou a noltUwiulu IblokM Uw tBockliiu4drd, wjldert of tSatit 
Kwlncing alon on a vUloir ipru tluU bans b^ tha watar, 
muwk Imm Mi Ultlo ttaroat awBflooda of BallilinuniiHlE, 
Tlut Ibe wliuk) Bl^ffff M|Hi|aMl IbB warea aagniad dloat to Ui 
PlalntlTO at first -wwifigaBKttd audi tliau aaaitw to raMlMM 
Hcouiad tliey lo 'iwmiJBlUEH '*"' ■>' treniladBueliantak ■ 
Hlngle noHia n i'i|il||||l|lllllnliWll'llli'i l"l I"" laiiiiiiilalliiii t 
ITU. '■''"■^'''■HHM^BRCIf^ffli' ''""'* *l>niaalBdmiiiluBi 
KhakiH down th« rSnMl^Bi'feiTBlal abowu cmlhctSanctaea. 
8low[j Ihcy onloKSfl rte TOcheTftfiaro It aoni Ihtongli lh« nraeB OfiJ 

Scar to tba bank of tho rlter, o'crshaded b» oakj, from whojc brai 

Such ai the llruida mt down with eoldsD batcliatu at Ynl?^1lilp. 
HtiHid. aseludnlBiidallll.diibonlDuttbebcrdnnnn. Aeardea 
(ilrdnl II ninnd *1khiI wllti ■ boHol IninriniB lilouanu. 
milnjfthoalrwlIbftsgniBce. ThohonM ItmH was of thnbara 
flown frtiiD tha cypreai-Erac, awl cuvfnllT m1«d to|Rt]i«r. 
Largo and luw win Uh) mof t and on riendtr colBinn; supported, 
Kuw-nraalliHl, Ytng-tnelrelad. • braaa and apacLoni tennita, 

MUtltiiif d tho dorr-cnti wum, aa In-a'i panxiiual iTiKbui' 
l<c«iia of pndl»a woaing, and cndlew sontaitlana or rlvata. 
SUoacorelBnado'ortnapiaea. no Uaa of alui4ow and annablno 
Itan noar tho ton oI thoinui hut the bona Itaetf wan fn ahadow. 
And (Tom llB elifiniior-top, Mcendlniaad ilowb ezjMDdliic 
Into tho enulBit «lr a thm idoa colanin of amom roae. 
Tnllitiroiirof IDehonao, frun thaiardflnffata. ran a pathway 
TlironirlitbapToat ffrovoBotoakto tbeaklrtiof thoirniltlcsapniliio, 
FbU 111 hl( truck at light . Itkeah^ with ali&ainr.T rnnTBM 
nanshiK hwiio Irom thctr ann in a notlunlcH caltn In the tropics, 
ttcovd a doater of treea, with tanilei) mrdHfc of erave-vliiEi. 
JiMt whura Iho woodlandu mot (ho flowery sHri ol ihc prairie, 

Round about tihn wtro niniijwrloM lierils ufklna thai wero frailiiB 



^eDaAiho IkurSwnin inui- .1 1.. 11 ,■ ii..i|-,' iili-ml-i :l ir4' otrho an 

l^nddenly dnwii mmi FflaWmahekpniM lii^aiiiMffhi^itE.^iiiid forward 

lianr h^ 

-. , _ , slthalrlrWiullif't , 

^onirblfuL f<ir l^brlel t^'ama uot; and now dark ilonbLi and niliielvlni 
"""■" ""' — "■■ - "naldnn'a beBrt ! and Baall, aoucwhatoniliarraHRed, 



KranseUuo't face at tha w 



», ther raeaRalaca Bull the bhickuu 
•■ halad hh inMata la the nrdon. 
ta wHb MidlHia anniMan and annrar 

-lreiKW0i1th«lrlrl»nillvnr 

■ aliUnir slMit and ihomrhtl 

ed mj' tiabrlal'i twat on tiie' 



dairflatU 
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Tears came into her eyes, and she s«td« with a treniiiloiu ncociit.— 

*'(;one? Is Gabriel gone?** and. conoealUig her face on hin hliunldtr, 

All her o'crburdeiied heart gave waj, and tihe Tvc|it and iunifiitrd. 

Then the good Basil said,— and hie voice grew ttlillie as Im* said it,-> 

'•Be of good clicer, my child; it is only to-day he deiiartcd. 

Fuolish boy ! he has left nic alone with my herds and my horses. 

Moody and restfcsH grown^ and tried and troubled, his s'liirit 

Conld no longer endure the calm of this quiet exixlence. 

Thuiking ever of thee, uncertain and sorrowful ever, 

Ever silent, or sneaking onl^' of thee and his troublen. 

He at Icn^h h:ia become so tedious to men and to maidens. 

Tedious even to me, that at length I bethought mi>, and sent him 

Unto the town of Aduyus to trade for mnles with tlie Spaniards. 

Thence he will follow the Indian trails to the Ozark 3Iountain% 

Hunting for furs in the forests, on rivers trapping tlie beaver. 

Therefore be of pood clieer ; we will follow the fugitive lover : 

He is not far on his way, and the Fates and the streams are against him. 

Up and away to-morrow, and through the red dew of the morning 

we will follow him fust, and bring him back to his prison." 

Then glad voices were heard, and np from the banks of the river. 
Borne aloft on his comrades' arms, came Michael the fiddler. 
Long under Basil's roof had he lived llku a god on Olympus, 
JIaving no otliur care than dispensing music to mortals. 
Far renowned was he for his silver locks aud his fiddle. 
'• Long live Michael," they cried, " onr brave Acadian minstrel I" 
As they bore him aloft in triumphal procession^ and straightway 
Father Felician mlvanced with Kvangcline, greeting the old man 
Kindly aud oft, recalling the past, wnUe Basil, enraptured, 
Hailed with hii irious joy his old companions and gossips. 
Laughing loud nnH long, and embracing mothers and daughters. 
Much they raai veiled to hee the wealth of the cMevant blacksmith. 
All his domains and his herds and his patriarchal demeanour ; 
Much they marvelled to hear his tales of the soil and the climate. 
And of the prairies, whose numberless herds were his who would take them ; * 
Each one thought in his heart, that he, too, would go and do likewise. 
Thus they asccndetl the steps, and, crossing the airy veranda. 
Entered the hall of the house, where already the supper of Basil 
"Waited his late return ; and they rested and feasted together. 

Over the joyous feast the sudden darkness descended. 
All was silent without, and, illuming the landscape with silver. 
Fair rose the dewy morn and the myriad stars: but witliin doors, 
Brighter than these, shone the faces of friend** in the glinunering lamplight, 
Then from his station aloft, at the head of the table, the herdsnnm 
Poured forth his heart and his wine together in endless profusion. 
Lighthig his pipe, that was filled with sweet Natchitoches tobacco. 
Thus he spake to his guests who listened, and smiled as they listened :— 
"Welcome, once more, my friends, who so long have been friendless and Iromelcss, 
"Welcome once more to a home, that Is better perchance than the old one I 
Here no hungry winter congeals our blood like the rivers* 
Here no stony ground provokes the wrath of tne fanner. 
Hmoothly the ploughshare runs through the soil as a keel through the water. 
All the year round the orange-groves are in blossom: and grass grows 
More in a single night than a whole Canadian summer. 
Here, too, numberless herds run wild and unclaimed in the prairies ; 
Here, too, lands may be had for the asking, and forests of timber 
With a few blows of the axe are hewn and framed into honses. 
After your houses are built, and vonr fields are yellow with harvests, 
Ko King George of England shall drive yon away from your lioniesteads. 
Burning your dwellings and barns, and stealing your farms and your cattle."' 
Speaking these words, he blew a wrathful cloud from his nostrils. 
And his huge, brawn v hand came thundering down on the table. 
So that the guests all started ; and Father Feliciun, astounded. 
Suddenly paused, with a pinch of snuff half-way to his nostrils. 
But the brave Basil resumed, and his words were milder and gayer:— 
"Only beware of the fever, my friends, beware of the fever! 
For it is not like that of our cold Acadian climate. 
Cured by wearing a spiier hung round one's neck In a nntsholll" 
Then there were voices heard at the door, and footsteps approaching. 
Sounded upon the stairs and the floor of the breezy veranda. 
It was the neighbouring Creoles and small Acadian planters. 
Who had been summoned ail to the house of Basil the Herdsman. 
Merry the meeting was of ancient comrades and neighbours; 
Friend clasped friend in his arms ; and they who betore were as strangers, 
Meeting In exile, became straightway as friends to each other. 
Drawn hy the gentle bond of a common country together. 
But in the neighbouring hall a strain of music, proceeding 
From the accordant strings of Mlchaers melodious fiddle. 
Broke up all further speech. Away, like children delighted. 
All things forgotten beside, they gave themselves to the maddening 
Whirl of the dizzy dance as it swept axid swayed to the music, 
Dreamhke, with beaming eyes and the rush of fluttering garments. 
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Meanwhile, apart, at the head of the hall, the priest and the herdsmall 
8at. conversing together of past and present afha fatnre ; 
While EvangeUnc stood like one entranced, for within her 
Olden memories rose, and load in the midst of the mnsic 
Heard she the sound of the sea, and an irrepressible sadness 
Came o'er her heart, and unseen she st<Ae forth into the garden^ 
Beautiful was the night. Behind the black wall of the forest. 
Tipping its summit with silver, arose the moon. On the river 
Fell here and there through the branches a tremnlous gleam of the moonlight 
Like the sweet thoughts of love on a darkened and devious spirit. 
If earer and round about her, the manifold flowers of the garden 
Poured out their soul in odours, that were their J)rayers and confessions 
Unto the night, as it went its way, like a silent Cartnusian. 
Fuller of fragrance than thej, and as heavy with shadows and night-dews. 
Hung the heart of the maiden. The calm and the magical moonlight 
Seemed to inundate her soul with indefinable longings, 
As, through the garden gate, beneath the brown shade of the oak-trees. 
Passed she along the path to the edge of the measurelsss prairie. 
Silent It lay, with a silvery haze upon it, and flre-flles 
Gleaming and floating away in mingled and infinite numbers. 
Over her head the stars, the thoughts of God in the heavens, 
Shone on the eyes of man, who had ceased to marvel and worship, 
Save when a blazing comet was seen on the walls of that temple. 
As If a hand had appeared and written upon them, ** Upharsin." 
And the soul of the maiden, between the stars and the fire-flies, 
Wandered alone, and she cried,—" O Gabriel ! O my beloved I 
Art thou so near unto me, and yet I cannot behold thee ? 
Art thou so near unto me, and yet thy voice does not reach me ? 
Ah ! how often thy feet have trod this path to the prairie! 
Ah ! how often thine eyes have looked on the woodlands around mc ! 
Ah ! how often beneath this oak, returning from labour. 
Thou hast lain down to rest, and to dream of me in thy slumbers. 
When shall these eyes behold, these arms be folded about thee ?" 
Loud and sudden and near the note of a whipporwiU sounded 
* Like a flute in the woods, and, anon, through the neighbouring thickets, 
Farther and farther away It floated, and dropped into silence. 
Patience whispered the oaks from the oracular caverns of darkness ; 
And, from the moonlit meadow, a sigh responded, "To-morrow!" 

Bright rose the sun next day ; and all the flowers of the garden 
Bathed his shining feet with their tears, and anointed his tresses 
With the delicious balm that thev bore in their vases of crystal. 
"Farewell !" said the priest, as ne stood at the shadowy threshold ; 
See that you bring us the Prodigal Son from his fasting and famine. 
And, too, the foolish virgin who slept when the bridegroom was coming.'* 
"Farewell!" answered the maiden, and, smiling, with Basil descended 
Down to the river's brink, where the boatmen already were waiting. 
Thus beghming their journey with morning, and sunshine, and gladness, 
Swiftly they followed the flight of him who was speeding before them, 
Blown by the blast of fate like a dead leaf over the desert. 
Not that day, nor the next, nor yet the day that succeeded. 
Found they trace of his course, in lake or forest or river, 
Nor, after many days, had they found him ; but vague and uncertain 
Humours alone were their guides through a wild and desolate country ; 
Till, at the little inn of the Spanish town of Adayes, 
Weary and worn, they alighted, and learned from the garrulous landlord. 
That on the day before, with horses and guides and companions, » 
Gabriel left the village, and took the road of the prairies. 

IV. 

Far in the West there lies a desert land, where the mountains 
Lift, through perpetual snows, their lofty and luminous summits, 
Down from their jatrged, deep ravines, where the gorge, like a gateway, 
Opens a passage rude to the wheels of the emigrant's waggon. 
Westward the Oregon flows, and the Walleway and the Owyhee. 
Eastward, with devious course, among the Wind-river Mountains, 
Through the Sweet-water Valley precipitate leaps the Nebraska : 
And to the South, from Fontalne-qni-bont and the Spanish sierras. 
Fretted with sands and rocks, and swept by the wind of the desert. 
Numberless torrents, with ceaseless sound, descend to the ocean. 
Like the great chords of a haip, in lond and solemn vibrations. 
.Spreading between these streams are the wondrous, beaatiful prairies, 
siulowj bays of grass, ever rolling in shadow and sunshine. 
Bright with luxuriant clusters of roses and purple amorrhas 
Over them wander the buflfalo herds, the ew, and the roebuck; 
Over them wander the wolves and herds of riderless horses ; 
Fires that blast and blight, and winds that are weary with travel ; 
Over them wander the scattered tribes of Ishmael's children. 
Staining the desert with blood; and above their terrible war-rtrails 
Circles and sails aloft, on pinions majestic, the vulture 
Like the Implacable soul of a chieftain slaughtered in battle. 
By invisible stars ascending and scaling the heavens. 
Here and there rises smoke from the camps of these savage marauders; 
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rflfomd Mi'dTiBf n^Vud (iidii(M Mu< »■, 'ww^ >■» MMu. 

BM t> tlM awrBtaKi^ftSn^ (uSul pliln: but it nlnhtraT'" 
Vlwn tbtjr nadi^Uw plu^ un mdr imnd embtn and ashei. 
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ttmnd than hn likM otlUM, UM ntrMMd util Tinlihf d before 
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r *1oi7. uid wi 
On tbe bur^HLo-meal end Lbe vcdIhmi cooked on the cmber»- 

nien at Uie door vt ETuiwilliM^ent ib* ut and repeeied 
Wowl;. witb hR. low Tolce, and tha nhuin ol her Indian accent, 

BapMH bMM lllN Iwt nini tad loved and had been dlaappoinied. 
IIo*ed to the daUhi nl bar aoil Iw pit* and woniin'B eompnHlon, 
Tet la her aomnr plaiaad that aw wlw bad aateied WBi DEiir her, 
Bbe IB ratnm nlatad bw In* and all tti dlaaiten. 
If Die vllh wondei' tbe Shamiee lal, and when ibe had ended 
stlDmiaraM; bat at length, ea H a mjUerloiH horror 
Paaaod tbroaKta ber brain, aha apake, and repeated ihe tale or the Ifowli ; 
llowla, Ibe liiMe(raoiBolaiHnr,vbovooud wedded a maiden, 
BDt,«nuB tbamonbisaBM, ansa and paaaadlrom tbe wlKHam 
TadUii and ineKiBf anaj and dliiolTlnf into the nnihlne. 
TIU lbe beheld bin no more, tboaib iha Mlowei lar Into ihe lomt. 
nnn, IB Umm* eweeb low Hneo, Ibateeemed like a weird Incantation, 
Stold Ihe the tale o( tbe lair LiUaaB. who waa wooed br a Btaanloo. 
nat. ibrooEh tha plnea o'ei bar (atbei^ lodge. In tbebiub o( the terlllfbt. 
Breathed Ina the oTenlnf wind, and wblapeni tore to Ibe maiden, 
"BU ilia followed hts green and wailaf plama tbtm^ tbe fneit, 
And nerer more retamad, nor wa* teen aa^ br her poople. 
Silent with wonder and itranga Boinlta. BTanfellna Uiieiied 
TO the raft How of her nugteil wocda, ttB the ret^on around her 
Beemed Ua aniaanted tronnd, and her (wartbT giHit ihc encbantieia. 
Hlowlj orer Uia tope 01 no Oaaifc HoantahH tfie ntoon roH, 
Ufblfav tbe llulo loit, and with a mTiterlona BDtendonr 
TtMcblDf tbe Bombio leana, and ambraelng and lUllnE the noodlnuil. 
With a dellSiKia loana the brook niitaed 1^. and the lirancbca 
Bwajedand alabfld OTetnead In BcareelT aDOlblB wbltpers. 
rillaa with lbe tbotu^ta ot lore waa EraniaUne'a bean, but a geciet. 
BobtBaianNerepttn ol paia and IndeAnUe term, 
Ai the ooM, palBononi anake ereepa Into Ihe neat ol tbe awallow. 
ItwaaiweaitiilrlBar. A breaiblram tbe region of anlriia 
Beamed to Hoat In tbe atrofnWiti and aba felt tor a moment 
nal, like tbe Indian maJd, ibe,tao, waipHraabiE a phantom. 
And with Ibll Ihonght she alept, and tbe fear and the pbantom bed innlsticd 
Early nnon 









TblB WBJi Ihalr rural clinuel. Aloft, llirougb lbe Inlrleate arcbea 
Of Ita aerUi roof, anwe tbe chant of ibolr respen, 
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idlngling Its notes with the soft susnrrns and sighs of the branches. 

Silent, with lieads uncovered, the travellers nearer approaching, 

Knelt on the swarded floor, and joined In the evening devotions, 

But when the service was done, and the benediction had fallen 

Forth from the hands of the priest, like seeds from the hands of the sower» 

Hlowly the reveren«»; man advanced to ihe strangers, and bade them 

Welcome: and when they replied he smiled with benignant expression. 

Hearing the home-Ulce sounds ojf his mother-tongue in the forest. 

And with words of kindness conducted them into his wigwam. 

There upon mats and skins they repoaed, and on cakes ol the maize ear 

Feasted, and slaked their thirst from the water-gourd of the teacher. 

Soon was their story told ; and the priest with solemnity answered :— 

" !Not six suns have risen ar.d set since Gabriel, seated 

On this mat by my side, where now the maiden reposes. 

Told me this same sad tale ; then arose and continued his Joamev!" 

Soft was the voice of the priest and he spake with an accent of kmdnosa; 

But on Evangeline's heart fell his words as in winter the snow-flakes 

Fall into some lone nest from which the birds have departed. 

" Far to the north he has gone," oontlnacd the priest; but in antunm, 

When the chase is done, will return again to the Mission." ' 

Then Evangeline said, and her voice was meek and submissive,— 

"Let mo remain with thee, for my soul is sad and afflicted." 

So seemed it wise and well unto all ; and betimes on the morrow, 

Mounting his Mexican steed, with hia Indian guide and companions, 

Homeward Basil returned, and Evangeline stayed at the Mission. 

Slowly, slowly, slowly, the days succeeded each other,— 
Days and weeks and months ; and the fields of maize that were springing 
Green from the ground when a stranger she came, now waving above her. 
Lifted their slender shafts, with leaves interlacing, and forming 
Cloisters for mendicant crows and granaries pillaged by squirrels: 
Then in the golden weather the maize was husked* and the maidens 
Blushed at each blood-red ear, for that betokened a lover, 
But at the crooked laughed, and called it a thief in the corn-field 
Even the blood-red ear to Evangeline brought not her lover. 
** Patience !" the priest would say ; *' have faith, and thy prayer will bo answered. 
Look at this delicate plant that lifts its head from the meadow. 
Sec how its leaves all point to the north, as true as the magnet; 
It is the compass-flower, that the finger of God has suspended 
Here on its fragile stalk, to direct the traveller's journey 
Over the sea-like, pathless, limitless waste of the desert. 
Such in the soul of man is faith. The blossoms of passion. 
Gay and luxuriant flowers, are fuller and brighter of fragrance. 
But thoy beguile us, and lead us astray, and their odour Is deadly. 
Only this humble plant can guide us here, and hereafter 
Crown us with asphodel flowers, that ore wet with the dews of nepenthe." 

So came the autumn, and passed, and the winter,— yet Gabriel cnmc not ; 
Blossomed the opening spring, and the notes ©f the robin and blue-bird 
Sounded sweet upon the wold, and in wood, yet Gabriel came not. 
But on the breath of the summer winds a rumour was wafted 
Sweeter than song of bird, or hue or odour of blossom. 
Far to the north and east, it said, in the Michigan forest?, 
Gabriel had his lodge by the banJcs of the Saginaw river. 
And. with returning guides that sought the lakes of St. Lawrence, 
Saying a sad farewell. Evangeline went from the Mission. 
When over weary ways, by long and perilous marches. 
She had attained at length the depths of the Michigan forests, 
Found she the hunter's lodge deserted and fallen to ruin I 

Tlius did the long sad years glide on, and in seasons and places 
Divers and distant far wns vcen the H-flndering maiden :— 
Now in the tents of grace of the meek Moravian Missions, 
Now in the noisy camps and the battle-fields of the army, 
Now in secluded hamlets, in towns and populous cities. 
Like a phantom she came, and passed away unremembered. 
Fair was she and young, when in hoi)e i>egan the long journey ; 
Faded was she and old, when in disappointment it ended. 
Each succeeding year stole something away from her beauty. 
Leaving behind it, broader and deeper, the gloom and tlie shadow. 
Then there ai)peared and spread faint streaks of grey o'er her forehead, 
Dawn of another life, th&t broke o'er her earthly horizon. 
As In the eastern sky the first faint streaks of the morning. 

V. 

In that delightful land which Is washed by the Delaware's waters, 
Guarding In sylvan shades the name of Penn the apostle, 
Stands on the banks of its beautiful stream the dty he founded. 
There all the air Is balm, and the peach is the emblem of beauty. 
And the streets still reScho the names of the trees of the forest. 
As If they fain would appease the Dryads whose haunts they molestetl. 
There from the troubled sea had Evangeline landed, an exile, 
Finding among the children of Penn a home and a country. 
There old Rene Leblanc had died ; and when he departed. 
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TfiB YlLUlbE BLACKSMITH. 

TJiTDKR a spreadins chestnut-tree 

The Tillage smithy stands : 
The smith, a mif htv man Is he, 

With large and sinewy hands ; 
And the muscles of his brawny arms 

Are strong as Iron bands. 

His hair is crisp, and black, and long, 

His face is like the tan; 
His brow Is wet with honest sweat. 

He earns whatever he can. 
And looks the whole world in the face. 

For he owes not any man. 

Week in, week out, from mom till night. 
Ton can hear his bellows blow, 

Yon can hear him swing his heavy sledge, 
With measured beat and slow, 

like a sexton ringing the village bell. 
When the evening sun is low. 

And children coming home from school 

Look in at the open door ; 
They love to see the flaming forgo, 

And hear the bellows roar. 
And catch the burning sparks that fly 

Like chaff from a threshing floor. 

He goes on Sunday to the church. 

And sits among his boys ; 
He hears the parson pray and preach. 

He hears his daughters voice e 

Singing in the village choir. 

And it makes his heart rejoice :— 

It sounds to him like her mother's voice. 

Singing in Paradise I 
He needs must think of her once more. 

How in the grave she lies ; 
And with his hard, rongh hand he wipes 

A tear out of his eyes. 

Toiling,— rejoicinff,— sorrowing. 

Onward through life he goes ; 
Each morning sees some task begin. 

Each evening sees its close; 
Something attempted, something done. 

Has earned a night's repose. 

Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend 
For the lesson thou hast taught ! 

Thus at the flaming forge of life 
Our fortunes must be wrought ; 

Thus on its sounding anvil shaped 
Each burning deed and thought ! 



ENDYMION. 

Thi rising moon has hid the stars ; 

Her level rayv, like golden bars, 
Lie on the landscape green. 
With shadows brown between. 

And silver white the river gleams, 

As if Diana, In her dreams, 

Had dropt her silver bow .^ 
Upon the meadows low. ^ 

On such a tranquil night as this. 
She woke Endymion with a kiss. 
When, sleeping in the grove, 
He dreamed not of her love. 

Like Dian's kiss, unasked, unsought. 
Love gives Itself, but is not bought ; 
Nor voice, nor sound betrays 
Its deep, impassioned gaze. 



It comes,— the beautifaL the free. 
The crown of all iiumanity,— 

In silence and alone 

To seek the elected one. 

It lifts the boughs, whose shadows deep 
Are Life's oblivion, the soul's sleep. 
And kisses the closed eyes 
Of him, who slumbering lies. 

O weary hearts ! O slumbering eyes I 

drooping soul?, whose destinies 

Are fraught with fear and pain, 
Ye shall be loved again ! 

No one is so accursed by fate. 
No one so utterly desolate. 

But some heart, though unknown, 

Responds unto his own ;— 

Besponds,— as if with unseen wings 
An angel touched its quivering strings; 
And whispers, in its song, 
*' Where liast thou stayed so long? 

THE TWO LOCKS OF HAIR. 

FROM THE OKRHAN 07 PFIZBB. 

A TOUTH, light-hearted and content, 

I wander through the world ; 
Hero, Arab-like, Is pitched my tent, 

And straight again is furled. 

Yet oft I dream, that once a wifo 

Close in my heart was locked. 
And in the sweet repose of lifo 

A blessed child I rocked. 

1 wake! Away that dream,— away! 
Too long did it remain ! 

So long, that both by night and day 
It ever comes agam. 

The end lies ever in my thought ; 

To a grave so cold and deep 
The mother beautiful was brought. 

Then dropt the child asleep. 

But now the dream is wholly o'er 

I bathe mine eyes and see ; 
And wander through the world once m(M^ 

A youth so light and free. 

Two locks,— and they are wondrous fair,— 

Left me that vision mild ; 
The brown is from the mother's iiair, 

Tlie blond is from the child. 

And when I see that lock of gold. 

Pale grows the evening-red; 
And when the dark lock 1 behold, 

I wish that I were dead. 

IT IS NOT ALWAYS MAY. 

NO HAT PAJABOS EN LOS NIDOS DK AKTANO. 

—Spanish Proverb. 
The snn is bright,— the air is clear, 

I'he darting swallows soar and sing. 
And from the stately elms I hear 

The blue-bird prophesying Spring. 

So blue yon winding river flows. 
It seems an outlet from the sky. 

Where waiting till the west wind blows, 
The freighted clouds at anchor lie. 

All things are new ;— the buds, the leaves. 
That gild the elm-tree's nodding crest, 

And even the nest beneath the eaves ;— 
There are no birds in last year's nest t 
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AH thinffs rojoice in yontli nnd love, 
'Hio fulness of their first delight! 

And learn from the soft heavens ahovc 
The melting tenderness of night. 

Maiden that read'st this simple rhyme, 
Enjoy thy youth, it will not stay ; 

Enjoy the fragrance of thy prime, 
For oh ! it is not always May ! 

Enjoy the Spring of Love nnd Youth, 
To some good angel leave the rest; 

For Time will teach thee soon the truth, 
There are no birds iu last year's nest! 



THE RAINY DAY. 

The day Is cold, and dark, and dreary ; 
It rains, and the wind Is never weary ; 
The vine still clings to the mouldering wall, 
lint at every gust the dead leaves fall. 
And the day is dark and dreary. 

My life is cold, and dark, and dreary ; 
It rains, and the wind is never weary. 
My thoughts still cling to the mouldering Past, 
But the hopes of youth fall thick in the blast-, 
And the days are dark and dreary. 

Be still, sad heart ! and cease repining; 
Behind the clouds is the sun still shining, 
Thy fate is the common fate of all. 
Into each life some rain must fall, 

2jome days must be dark and dreary. 



GOD'S-ACRE. 

I Like that ancient Saxon phrase, which calls 
The burial-ground God's-Acre I It is JuSt ; 

It consecrates each grave within its walls. 
And breathes a benlson o'er the sleeping dust. 

God's-Acre ! Yes, that blessed name imparts 
Comfort to those who in the grave have sown 

The seed, that they had garnered in their 
hearts, 
Their bread of life, alas ! no more their own. 

Into its furrows shall we all bo cast, 
In the sure faith, that we shall rise agrain 

At the great harvest, when the archangel's 
blast 
Shall winnow, like a fan, the chaff and grain. 

Then shall the good stand in immortal bloom. 
In the fair gardens of that second birth ; 

And each bright blossom mingle its perfume 
With that of flowers, which never bloomed on 
earth. 

With thy mde ploughshare, Death, turn np the 
sod. 
And spread the furrow for the seed wo sow; 
This is the field and Acre of our God, 
This is the place, where human bai*vest3. 
grow! 



TO THE RITER CHARLES. 

Riter! that in silence windest 
Through the meadows, bright and free. 

Till at length thy rest thou findest 
In the bosom of the sea! 

Four long years of mingled feeling. 
Half in rest, and half in strife, 

I have seen thy waters stealing 
Onward, like the stream of life. 

Thou hast taught me. Silent River! 

Many a lesBon, deep and long; 
TAoa bant been a /generous giver : 
/ can give thee bat a song. 



Oft in sadness nnd in illness, 
I have Wiitched thy current glide. 

Till tho be-auty of iUi stilliiess 
Overflowed me, like a tide. 

And in better hours and brighter. 
When I saw thy waters gleam, 

I have felt my heart beat lighter. 
And leap onward witnthy stream. 

Kot for this alone I love thee. 
Nor because thy wares of bltto 

From celestial seas above thee 
Take their own celestial hua 

Where yon shadowy, woodlands hide Uiec, 

And thy waters disappear. 
Friends I love have dwelt beside thee, 

And have made thy margin dear. 

More than this ;— thy name reminds mo 
Of three friends, all true and tried: 

And that name, like magic, binds mc 
Closer, closer to thy side. 

Friends my soul with Joy remembers! 

How like qnivcring flame» they start, 
When I fan the living embers 

On the hearth-stone of my heurt! 

'Tls for this, thou Silent River! 

That my spirit leans to thee ; 
Thou hast been a generous giver. 

Take this idle song from me. 



BLIND BARTIMEUS. 

Blind Bartimens at the gates 

Of Jericho in darkness waits ; 

He hears the crowd ;— he hears a breath 

Say »lt is Christ of Nazareth!" 

And calls, in tones of agony, 

lesou, eleeson me. 

The thronging multitudes increase ; 
Blind Bartimens, hold thy peace ! 
But still, above the noisy crowd, 
The beggar's cry is shrill and loud ; 
Until they say, "He caileth thee !" 
Tharsei, egeirai, phonei se. 

Then saith the Christ, as silent stands 
Tlie crowd, "What wilt thou at my hahds?" 
And he replies, " O, give me light f 
Rabbi, restore the blind man's sight!" 
And Jesus answers, Upaffe. 
E pistts sou sesoke sel 

Ye that have eyes, yet cannot see. 
In darkness and in misery. 
Recall those mighty Voices Three, 
lesou, eleeson me! 
TharseU egeirat, upagel 
Eptstis sou sesoke se! 



THE GOBLET OF LIFE. 

Filled is Life's goblet to the brim : 
And though my eyes with tears are dim, 
I see its sparkling bubbles swim. 
And chaunt a melancholy hymn 
With solemn voice and slow. 

No purple flowers,— no garlands greea. 
Conceal the goblet's shade or sheen. 
Nor maddening drnnghts Ilippocrene,' 
Like gleams of sunshine, flash between 
Thick leaves of mistletoe. 

This gohlct, wrought with curious art. 
Is filled with water, that upstart, 
WV\ow ihft do<iv> fountains of the heart 

Are twtiTvVciis ftWX.O'WMX^. 
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And as it mantling passes round. 
With fennel is it "wreathed and crowned, 
Whose seed and foliage sun-imbrowned 
Are in its waters steeped and drowned, 
And give a bitter taste. 

Above the lowJy plants it towers. 
The fennel with its yellow flowers. 
And in an earlier age than onra. 
Was gifted with the wondrous powers 
Lost vision to restore. 

It gave new strength and fearless mood ; 
And gladiators, fierce and rude. 
Mingled it in their daily food ; 
And he who battled and subdued, 
A Mrreath of fennel wore. 

Then in Life's goblet freely press 
The leaves that give it bitterness, 
Jf or prize the coloured waterless, 
For in thy darkness and distress, 
New light and strength they give ! 

And he who has not learned to know 
How false its sparkling bubbles ahuw, 
How bitter are the drops of woe. 
With which its brim inn v overflow, 
He has not learned to live. 

Tlie prayer of Ajax was ftir light ; 
Through all that dark and desperate flight, 
Tlie blackness of that noonday nlt^ht, 
He asked but the return of sight. 
To see his foeinan's face. 

I^t our unceasing, earnest prayer 
lie, too, for light,- for strength to bear 
Our portion of the weight of care, 
That crushes into dumb despair 
One half the human race. 

O, suffering, sad humanity ! 

ye afflicted one, who lie 
Steeped to the lips in misery. 
Longing, and yet afraid to die. 

Patient, though sorely tried I 

1 pledge-yon in this cup of grief. 
Where floats the fennel's bitter leaf! 
The Battle of our Life is brief, 

Tlie alarni,— the struggle,— the relief,— 
Tlien sleep we side by side. 



MAIDENHOOD. 

MaidexI with the meek, brown eyes, 
In whoso orbs a shadow lies. 
Like the dusk in evening skies! . 

Thou whose locks outshine the sun, 
(iolden tresses wreatiied in ono. 
As the braided streamlets run I 

Standing, with reluctant feet. 
Where the brook and river meet. 
Womanhood and childhood fleet ! 

Gazing, with a timid glance. 
On the brooklet's swift advance, 
On the river's broad expanse! 

Deep and still, that gliding stream 
Keantifnl to thee must seem, 
As the river of a dream. 

Then why pause with indecision, 
W<4en bright angels in thv vision 
Beckon thee to nelds Elysian ? 

Seest thou shadows sailing bv. 
As the dove, with startled eve. 
Sees the falcon's shadows fly V 

Henrest tboa voices on the shore, 
Tliat oar ears perceive no more. 
Deafened b^ the c^tgr^ct's roar ? 



O, thou cliild of many prayers! 

Life hath quicksands.— Life hath snarts I 

Care and age come unawares I 

Like the swell in some sweet tunc, 
Horning rlsos into noon. 
May glides onward into June. 

Childhofxl Is the bough where slumliored 
Birds and iilossouis muny-n umbered : 
Age, that bough with snows encumbered. 

Gather, then, each flower that grows, 
When the young hoart overflows, 
To embalm tliat tent of snows. 

Boar a lily In thy hand ; 

(rates of Ijrass cannot withstand 

One touch of that magic wuud. 

Bear, through sorrow, wrong, and nith. 
In thy heart the dew of yonth, 
On thy lips the smile of truth. 

Oh, that dew, like balm shall steal 
Into wounds that cannot heal. 
Even as sleep our eyes doth seal; 

And that smile, like sunshine, dart 
Into nianv a sunless heart, 
For a smile of God thou art 



EXCELSIOR. 

The shades of night were falling fast, 
As through an Alpine village passed, 
A youth, who bore 'mid snow and Ice, 
A banner with this strange device, 
Excelsior ! 

Ills brow was sad : his eye beneath, 
Fla^hed like a faulehion from its sheath. 
And like a silver clarion rung. 
The accents of that unknown tongue. 
Excelsior ! 

In happy homes he saw the llglit 
Of household flres gleam warm and bright; 
Above, the spectral glaciers shone. 
And from Ills l\])s escaped a groan. 
Excelsior I 

" Try not the Pass I" the old man said ; 
" Dark low ers the tempest overhead, 
Tlie roaring torrent is deep and wide 
And loud that clarion voice replied. 
Excelsior! 

"Oh stay," the maiden said, " and rest 
Thy weary head upon this breast !" 
A tear stood in his bright blue eye, 
But still he answered, with a sigh, 
Excelsior! 

"Beware the pine-tree's withered branch ! 
Beware the awful avalanche!" 
Tills was the peasant's last Good-night, 
A voice replied, far up the height, 
Excolslor I 

At break of dav, as heaven- ward 
The pious monks of St. Bernard 
Uttered the oft-repeated prayer, 
A voice cried through the start'ed air, 
Excelsior! 

A traveller, by the faithful hound. 
Half-burled in the snow was found, 
still grasping in his hand of Ice 
Tliat banner with the strange device, 
Excelsior ! 

There in the twlllg;lvt coUV tvvv^^^"^ ., 

And Irom tV\e *>s.y,%%TfeW^ wA.Vw.^ 
A- voice ieW, UV^a a^ liV}i\x\^ %VW > 



POEMS ON SLAVERY. 



[The following poems, with one exception, 
were written at sea, in the latter part of Octo- 
ber. I had not then heard of Dr. Channlng's 
death. Since that event, the poem addressed to 
him Is no long appropriate. I have decided, 
however, to let It remain as it was written, a 
feeble testimony of my admiration for a great 
and good man.] 

TO WILLIA^VI E. CHANNINO 

The pages of thy book I read, 

And as I closed cadi one, 
"My licart, responding, ever said. 

"Servant of God ! well done !'* 

Well done ! Thy words are great and bold! 

At times thuy seem to mo 
Like Lather's In the days of old, 

Ilalf-battles for the free. 

Go on, until this land revokes 

The old and chartered Lie, 
The feudal carse, whose whips and yokes 

Insult humanity 

A voice is ever at thy side. 

Speaking in tones of might, 
Like the prophetic voice, that cried 

To John in Patmos, " Write!" 

Write ! and tell out this bloody talo 

Record this dire eclipse. 
Tills Day of Wrath, this Endless Wail, 

Tills dread Apocalypse t 

THE SLAVE'S DREAM. 

Beside the ungathercd rice ho lay, 

His sickle In his hand ; 
His breast was bare, his matted hair 

Was buried in the sand, 
Again, in the mist and shadow of sleep. 

He saw his Native Land. 

Wide through the landscape of his dreams 

Tlie lordly Niger flowed ; 
Beneath the palm-trees on the plain 

Once more a king he strode ; 
And heard the tinkling caravans 

Descend the mountain-road. 

He saw once more his dark-eyed qncen 

Among her children stand ; 
They clasped his neck, they kissed his cheeks, 

Tliey held him by the hand!— 
A tear burst from the sleeper's lids 

And fell into the sand. 

And then at furious speed he rodo 

Along the Niger's bank ; 
His bridle-reins were golden chains. 

And, with a martini clank. 
At each leap he could feel his scabbard of stocl 

Smiting his stallion's flank. 

Before him, like a blood-red flag, 

The bright flamingoes flew ; 
From mom till night he followed their flinlit. 

O'er plains where the tamarind grew 
Till he saw the roofs of Caffre huts. 

And the ocean rose to view. 

At night he heard the lion roar. 

And the hyaena scream. 
And the river-horse as he crushed the reeds 

Beside some hidden stream *, 
And It passed, like a glorious roll of drums, 

Through the triumph of bis dream. 



The forests, with their myriad tongues, 

Shouted of liberty: 
And the Blast of the Desert cried aloud. 

With a voice so wild and free. 
That he started in his sleep and smiled 

At their tempestuous glee. 

He did not feel the driver's whip, 

Nor the burning heat of day ; 
For Death had illumined the Land of Sleep, 

And his lifeless body lay 
A worn-out fetter, that the soul 

Had broken and thrown away ! 

THE GOOD PART, 

THAT SHALL KOT BE TAKES AWAT. 

She dwells by great Kenhawas side. 

In valleys green and cool : 
And all her hope and all her prido 

Are in the village school. 

Her soul, like the transparent air 

That robes the hills above. 
Though not ot earth, encircles there 

All things with arms of love. 

And thus she walks among her girls. 
With praise and mild rebukes; 

Subduing e'en rude village churls 
By her angelic looks. 

She reads to them at eventide 

Of One who came te save; 
To cast the captive's chains aside. 

And liberate the slave. 

And oft the blessed time foretells 
When all men shall be free : 

And musical as silver beHs, 
Their falling chains shall be. 

And following her beloved Lord, 
In decent poverty, 
* She makes her life one sweet record. 
And deed of charity. 

For she was rich, and gave all 

To break the iron bands 
Of those who waited in her hall. 

And laboured in her lands. * 

Long since bej-ond the Southern Sea 
Their outbound sails have sped. 

While she, in meek humility. 
Now cams her dally bread. 

It is their prayers, which never cease. 
That clothe her with such grace. 

Their blessing is the light of peace 
That shines upon her face. 

THE SLAVE IN ThF DISMAL SWA&I 

In the dark fens of the Dismal Swamp 

The hunted negro lay ; 
He saw the fire of the midnight camp. 
And heard it at times a horse's tramp 

And a bloodhound's distant bay. 

Where will-o'-thc wisps and glow-worms si 

In bulrash and in brake ; 
Where waving mosses shroud the pine. 
And the cedar grows, and the poisonous Yii 

Is spotted like the snake ; 

Where hardly a human foot could pass. 

Or a human heart would dare. 
On the quaking turf of the green morass 
Ho couched In the rank and tangled grass. 

Like a wild beast in his la)r 
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A poor old slaye, inflrm and lame ; 

Great scan deformed his face ; 
Oa his forehead he bore the brand of shame, 
Aad the ran that hid his mangled frame. 

Were the ilTery of disgrace. 

An things above were bright and fxUr, 

An things were glad and free ; 
Lithe squirrels darted here and there. 
And wild birds filled the echoing air 

With songs of Liberty ! 

Oa him alone was the doom of pain, 

Vnm the morning of his birth; 
On him alone the corse of Cain 
Ten, like a flail on the garnered grain, 

And atmck him to the eartlL 

THE SLA YE SIKGINO AT MIDNIGHT. 

Loud he sang the psalm of David • 
He, a Negro and enslaved. 
Sang of Israers victory, 
Sang of Zion, bright and free. 

In that hoar, when night is calmest. 
Sang he from the Hebrew Psalmist, 
In a voice so sweet and clear 
That I coold not choose bat hear, 

Songs of triamph, and ascriptions, 
Sacn as reached the swart Egyptians, 
When npcm the Red Sea coast 
Perished Pharaoh and his host. 

And the voice of his devotion 
Filled my seal with strange emotion; 
For its tones by tarns were glad. 
Sweetly solemn, wildly sad. 

Paal and Silas, In their prison, 
Sang of Christ, the Lord arisen, 
And an earthqnake's arm of might, 
Broke their dongeon-gates at night. 

Bat, alas ! what holy angel 
Brings the SUvo this glad evangel ? 
And what earthqnakes arm of might 
Breaks his dangeon-gates at night ? 

THE WITNESSES. 

Ik Ocean's wide domains, 

Half bnried in the sands. 
Like skeletons in chains. 

With shackled feet and hands. 

Beyond the fall of dews. 

Deeper than plommet lies. 
Float ships with all their crews. 

No more to sink nor rise. 

There the black Slave-ship swims. 
Freighted with haman forms, 

Whose fettered, fleshless limbs 
Arc not the sport of storms. 

These are the bones of slaves ; 

lliey gleam from the abyss; 
Theycry, from yawntog waves, 

** We are the Witnesses !" 

Within Earth's wide domains 
Are markets fOr men's lives. 

Their necks are galled with chains, 
nieir wrists are cramped with gyves. 

Dead bodies, that the kite 

In deserts makes its prey ; 
Mnrden, that with affright 

Scare schoolboys from their play. 

All evil thoaghts and deeds ; 

Anger, and last, and pride ; 
The foalest, rankest weeds. 

That choke Life's groaning tide ! 

These are fhe woes of Slaves ; 

They glare from the abyss ; 
They err, from nnknown graves, 

»» We ire the Witnesses r' 



THE QUADROON GIRL. 

THE Slaver in the broad lagoon 

Lay moored with idle sail : 
He waited for the rlKlng moon. 

And for the evening gale. 

Under the shore his boat was tied. 

And all her listles.H crew 
Watched the grey alligator slido 

Into the still bayon. 

Odonn of orange-flowcrs and spice, 
Iteachcd them from time to time. 

Like airs that breatho from Paradise 
Upon a world of crime. 

The Planter, nnder his roof ef thatch. 

Smoked thonghtfully and slow ; 
The Slaver's thumb was on the latch. 

He seemed in haste to go. 

He said, " My ship at anchor rides 

In yonder broad lagoon 
I only wait the evening tides. 

And the ristog of the moon." 

Before them, with her face npraised 

In timid attitude. 
Like one half carious, half-amazed, 

A Quadroon maiden stood. 

Her eyes were large, and fall of light, 

Her arms and neck were bare ; 
No garment she wore save a kirtle bright. 

And her own long, raven air. 

And on her lips there played a smile 

As holy, meek, and faint. 
As lights in some cathedral aisle. 

The features of a saint. 

*' The soil Is barren,— the farm is old," 

Tlic thoughtful Planter said ; 
Then looked upon the Slaver's gold. 

And then upon the maid. 

His heart within him was at strife 

With such accursed gains ; 
For he knew whose passions gave her life, 

Whose blood ran in her veins. 

But the voice of nature was too weak; 

He took the gllttermg gold! 
Then pale as death grew the maiden's cheek, 

ller hands as ley cold. 

The Slaver led her from the door, 

He led her by the hand, 
To be his slave and paramonr 

In a strange and distant land. 



THE WARNING. 

Bewabb! The Israelite of old, who tore 
The lion in his path,— when, poor and blind, 

He saw the blessed light of heaven no more. 
Shorn of his noble strength and forced to grind 

In prison, and at last led forth to bo 

A pander to Philistine revelry,— 

Upon the pillars of the temple laid 
His desperate hands, and in its overthrow 

Destroyed himself, and with lilm those Who 
made 
A cruel mockery of his sightless woe ; 

The poor, blind Slave, the scoff and Jest of all, 

Expired, and thousands perished in the fall! 



There is a poor, blind Samson In this land, 
Shorn of his strength, and bound in bonds 
steel 

Who may,'ln some grim revel raise his hand. 
And shake the pillars of this Commonweal, 

Till the vast Temple of onr liberties 

A shapeless mass o( wreck and rnbb'ish lies. 
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THE BELFRY OF BRUGES. 



CARILLON. 

In ttie ancient town of Bruges, 
In the quaint old Flemish city, 
As the evening shades dccended, 
Low and loud and sweetly blended, 
Low at times and loud at times. 
And changing like a poet's rhymes. 
Hang the beautiful wild chimes 
From tlie Belfry in the market 
Of the ancient town of Briisres 
Then with deep sonorons clangour 
Calmly answering their sweet anger. 
When the wrangling bells had ended, 
Slowly stinick the clock eleven, 
And, from out the silent heaven, 
Silence on the town descended, 
Silence, silence everywhere. 
On the earth and in the air. 
Save that footsteps here and there 
Of some burglier norae returning. 
By the street lamps faintly burning, 
For a moment woke the echoes 
Of the ancient town of Bruges. 

But amid my broken slumbers 
Still I heard those magic numbers. 
As they loud proclaimed the flight 
And stolen marches of the night ; 
Till their chimes in sweet collision 
]VIingled with each wandering vision, 
Mingled with the fortune-telling 
Gipsy -bands of dreams and fancies, 
Which amid the vast expanses 
Of the silent land of trances 
Have their solitary dwelling. 
All else seemed asleep in Bruges, 
In the quaint old Famish city. 

And I thought how like these chime 
Are the poet's airy rhymes. 
All ills rhvmes and roundelays, 
His conceits, and songs and ditties, 
From the belfry of his brain. 
Scattered downward, though in vain, 
On the roofs and stones of cities ! 
For by night the drowsy car 
Under Its curtains cannot hoar, 
And by day men go tlieir ways, 
Hearing the music as they pass, 
But deeming it no more, alas ! 
Than the hollow sound of bmss. 

Yet perchance a sleepless wight, 

Lodglntr at some humble inn 

In the harrow lanes of life, 

When the dusk and hush of night 

Shut out the incessant din 

Of daylight and its toils and strife, 

May fisten with a calm delight 

To the poet's melodies, 

Till he hears, or dreams he hears. 

Intermingled with the song. 

Thoughts that he has cherished long; 

Hears amid the chime and singing 

The bells of his own village ringing, 

And wakes and finds his slumberous eyes 

Wet with most delicious tears 



Thus dreamed T, as by night I lay 
In Bruges at, the Fieur-de-B16, 
Listening with a wild delight 
Tu tlie cliimcs that througii the night. 
Bang their cliangos from the Belfry 
Of that quaint old Flemisb city. 



THE BELFRY OF BRUGES. 

In the market-place of Bruges stands tho belfry 

old and brown : 
Thrice consumed and tlirioc rcbuildcd, still it 

watches o'er the town. 

As the summer morn was breaking, ou that lofty 

tower I stood, 
And the world threw off the darkness, like the 

weeds of widowhood. 

Thick witli towns and hamlets studded, and with 

streams and vapours grey. 
Like a sliield embossed with silver, round and 

vast the landscape lay. 

At my feet the city sli>nbered. From its chim- 
neys here and there. 

Wreaths of snow-white smoke, ascending, va- 
nished, ghost-like into air. 

Not a sound rose from tho city at the early morn- 
ing liour. 

But I heard a heart of iron bcftting In the nn- 
cient tower. 

From their nests beneath tho rafters sang the 

swallows wild and high ; 
And the world, beucatb tne ateepii^, seemed 

more distant than the sky. 

Then most musical and solemn, bringing back 

tlic olden times. 
With thojr strange, unearthly changes rang the 

melancholy chimes, 

Like the psalms from some old cloister, when 

the nuns sing in the choir; 
And the great bell tolled among tliem, like the 

chanting of a friar. 

Visions of the days departed, shadowy plian- 

toms fliled my brain, 
Tliey who live in history only seem to walk tho 

earth again ; 

All the Foresters of Flanders,*— mighty Baldwin 

Bras de Fer. 
Lyderick du Bucq and Creasy, Philip, Ouy de 

Damplerre. 

I beheld the pageants splendid, that adorned 

tliose days of old ; 
Stately dames, like queens attcntied,^ knights 

who bore the Fleece of Gold;* 

l^ombard and Venetian merchants with deep- 
laden argosies ; 

Ministers from twenty nations; more tltanrojol 
pomp and ease. 



THE BELFRY OF nRr<ii:s 



73 



I fieheld prood Maximiiian, knocliiiff ImiuOlyon 

tbe ground ; ■ 
I behold the gentle Mary,o hunting with her 

hawk and hound ; 

Aad her lighted brldal-chaml)cr, where a duko 

slept with the queen. 
And the armed guard around them, and the 

sword unsheathed iMitwocn 

I beheld the Flemish weave r<». with Nnmiir and 

Juliers bold. 
Marching homewanl from the Itlondy hattio <>f 

the Spnrs of (iold ;' 

Saw the fight at Minnewater,>) saw the White 

Hoods moving west. 
Saw firreat Artevelde victorious scale the (JuUIuu 

j)ragon8 nest,* 



And again tlii> wliiskrri'd S|»Ani.'ird nil the land 

Willi t»'rri»r >rn(itc: 
And HKiiin t!i(> wild alariuu Kouiulvd fruui thn 

ttH.siirs throat ; 

Till thr iM'll of Jlln'iit rc^imiiiU'd oVr lagoon and 

(liki- <»f Mind, 
'* I am Roland! 1 am Roland ! tlivri' is victorv hi 

t lie land I" 

Tlion the s«>und of drums nron^icd mo. Tlio 

awiikcnrd fity's nmr 
Chased th(t iiliantoiuH I li:i«l summoned hark into 

thvir gravts once nion*. 

Hours had |ia<«s(>d away llko minulcs: and, be- 
fore I w««« aware, 

L*)', tl>«' .sliadow of the licUry crossed the suu- 
illnmlnod k(iuare. 



■ — iP«»^ !■ -«■ 
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A GLEAM OF SUNSHINE. 

Tms is the place. Stand still, my steed, 

Let me review the scene, 
And summon from the shadowy Past 

The forms that once have been. 

The Past and Present here unite 

Beneath Time's flowing tide, 
Like footprints hidden by a brook, 

But seen on either side. 

Here runs the highway to the town ; 

There the green lane descends. 
Through which I walked to church with thee, 

O gentlest of my friends ! 

The shadow of the linden-trees 

Lay moving on the grass ; 
Between them and the moving boughs, 

A shadow, thou didst pass. 

Thv dress was like the lilies, 

And thy heart as pure as they ; 
One of God's holy messengers 

Did walk with me that day. 

I saw the branches of the trees 

Bend down thy touch to meet, 
The clover-blossoms in the grass 

Kiae up to kiss thy feet. 

" Sleep, sleep to-day, tormenting cares, 

Of earth and folly bom I" 
Solemnly sang the village choir 

On that sweet Sabbath morn. 

Throngh the closed blinds the goldcu snn 

Ponred in a dusty beam, 
Like the celestial ladder seen 

By Jacob in his dream. 

And ever and anon, the wind. 

Sweet-scented with the hay. 
Tamed o'er the hymn-book's fluttering leaves, 

That on the window lay. 

Long was the good man's sermon, 

Yet it seemed not so to me : 
For he spake of Kuth the beautiful, 

And still I thought of thee. 

Long was the prayer he nttered. 

Yet it seemed not so to mc ; 
For in my heart I prayed with him. 

And stili I thought of thee. 

But now, alas I the place seems changed ; 

Thou art no longer here. 
Part of the snnshlne of the scene 

With thee did disappear. 

Though thoughts, deep-rooted in my heart. 

Like pine-trees dark and high. 
Subdue the light of noon, and breathe 

A low and ceaseless sigh ; 

This memory brightens o'er the past. 

As when the snn, concealed 
Behind some cloud that near us hangs 

Shines on a distant flel^ 



THE ARSENAL AT SPRINGFIELD 

This is the Arsenal From floor tc ceiling. 
Like a huge orfi^an, rise the burnished arms; 

But from their silent pipes no anthem pealing 
Startles the villages with strange alarms. 

Ah ! what a sonnd will rise, how wild and 
dreary. 
When the death-angel touches those swift 
keys! 
What loud lament and dismal Miserere ' 
Will mingle with their awful symphonies ! 

I hear even now the infinite fierce choros, 
The cries of agony, the endless groan. 

Which, through the ages that have gone before 
us. 
In long reverberations reach our own. 

On helm and harness rings the Saxon hammer, 
Through Clmbrlc forest roars the Norseman t 
song, 

And loud, amid the universal clamour. 
O'er distant deserts sounds the Tartar gong. 

I hear the Florentine, who from his palace 
Wheels out his battle-bell with dreadful din. 

And Aztec priests upon their teocallis 
Beat the wild war-drums made of serpent's 
skin ; 

The tumult of each sacked and burning Tillage ; 

The shout that every prayer for mercy 
drowns ; 
The soldiers' revels in the midst of pillage ; 

The wail of famine in beleaguered towns ; 

The bursting shell, the gateway wrenched 
asunder, . 

The rattling musketry, the clashing blade ; 
And ever and anon, in tones of thunder, 

The diapason of the cannonade. 

Is it. O man, with such discordant noises, 
With such accursed instruments as these, 

Thoi^ downest Nature's sweet and kindly voices. 
And j arrest the celestial harmonies ? 

Wore half the power, that fills the world with 
terror. 
Were half the wealth, bestowed on camps and 
courts. 
Given to redeem the human mind from error. 
There were no need of arsenals nor forts. 

The warrior's name would be a name abhorred! 

And every nation, that should lift again 
Its hand against a brother on its forehead 

Would wear for evermore the curse of Cain ! 

Down the dark future, through long genera- 
tions. 
The echoing sounds grow fainter and then 
cease ; 
And like a bell, with solemn, sweet vibrations, 
I hear once more the voice of Christ say 
"Peace!" 
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teaee I and no longer fi^>m its brazen portals 
The blast of War's great organ snakes the 
skies! 

Bit beaatifol as s<»ig8 of the Immortals, 
ftio boly melodies of love arise. 



KUBEMBERG. 

Iir thi valley of the Pegnitx, whore across broad 

neadow-lands 
BIse flie bine Franconian moontains, Korem- 
berg, tae andent, stands. 

Qnaint old town of toll and traffic, quaint old 

town of art and song, 
Memories haunt thy pointed gables, like the 

rooka that round them throng: 

Memories of the Middle Ages, when the em- 
perors, rough and bold. 

Had their dwelling in thy castle, time-defying, 
centuries old; 

And thy brave and thrifty burghers boasted, in 

their uncouth rhyme, 
That their great imperial city stretched its hand 

through every clime.i* 

In the court-yard of the castle, bound with many 

an iron band. 
Stands the mighty linden planted by Queen 

Cunlgunde^s hand ; 

On the square the oriel window, where In old 
heroic days 

Sat the poet Melchior singing Kaiser Maxi- 
milian's praise. II 

Everywhere I see around mo rise the wondruus 
world of Art : 

Fountains wrought with richest sculpture stand- 
ing in the common mart ; 

And above cathedral doorways saints and bish- 
ops carved in stone. 

By a former age commissioned as apostles to our 
own. 

In the church of sainted Sebald sleeps enshrined 

hiB holy dust, IS 
An d in bronze the Twelve Apostles guard from 

age to age their trust ; 

In the church of sainted Lawrence stands a pix 

of sculpture rare,i3 
Like the foamy sheaf of fountains, rising through 

the painted air. 

Here, when Art was still religion, with a simple, 
reverent heart, 

lived and laboured Albrecht Durer, the Evan- 
gelist of Art ; 

Hence in silence and in sorrow, toiling still with 

busy hand, 
like sin emigrant he wandered, seeking for the 

Better Land. 

EmigravU is the inscription on the tomb-stone 

^v hfiiTO lid IIgs * 
Dead he is not,— l>ut departed,— for the artist 

never dies. 

Fairer seems the ancient city, and the sunshine 

seems more fair. 
That he once had trod its pavement, that he once 

liad breathed its air ; 

Through these streets so broad and stately, 
these obscure and dismal lanes, 

Walked of yore the Master singers, chanting 
rude poetic strains. 

From remote and sunless suburbs, came they to 

the friendly guild. 
Building nests in Fame's great Temple, as in 

spouts the swallows build. 



As the weaver plied the shuttle, wove ho too 

the nivHtlc rliyiup. 
And the smith IiIh iron measures hammered to 
the anvil's chime ; 

Thanking God, whose bonndlcKS wlsdow makes 

the flowors of poesv l>l(K>m 
In the forge's duHt and cinders, in the tissues of 

the loom. 

Here Hans Sachs, the cubkr-poet, laureate of 

the gentle craft, 
Wisest of the Twelve Wlw Mastcrs,i4 in huge 

folios sang and laughed. 

But his house is now an ale-house, with a nicely 

sanded floor. 
And a garland in the window, and his face 

above the door ; 

Painted by some humble artists, as In Adam 

Puschman's song,iA 
As the old man srrey and dovc-llkc, with lils 

great white beard and long. 

And at night the swart mechanic comes to 
drown his cark and care, 

QuaflBiig ale from pewter tankards, in the mus- 
ter's antique chair 

Vanished is the ancient splendour, and beforo 

my dreamy eye 
Wave these mingling shapes and figures, like a 

faded tapestry. 

Not thy Councils, not thy Kaisers, win for thee 

tne world's regard; 
But thy painter, Albrecht DUrcr, and Hans 

8achs, thy cobbler bard. 

Thus, O Nuremberg, a wanderer from a region 

far away. 
As he paced thy streets and court-yards, sang in 

thought his careless lay ; 

Gathering from the pavement's crevice, as a 

floweret of the soil. 
The nobility of labour,— the long pedigree of toil. 

THE NORMAN BARON. 
Dans les moments de la vie ou la reflexion 
dovlent plus calme et plus profondo, ou I'lnt^rgt 
et I'avarlce parlent moins haut que la raison, 
dans les instants de chagrin domestique, de ma- 
ladle, et de p6ril de mort. les nobles se re- 
pentirent de poss^der des serfs, comme d'nno 
chose pen agr^able h. Dieu, qui avait cr^^ tons 
les homraes a son image. 

THIERRT : COKQUETB DB L'AKOLETEBBB. 

In his chamber, weak and dying. 
Was the Norman baron lying ; 
Loud, without, the tempest thundered, 
And the castle-turrct shook. 

In this flght was Death the gainer. 
Spite of vassal and retainer, 
And the lands his sires had plundered. 
Written in the Doomsday Book. 

By his bed a monk was seated, 
Who in humble voice repeated 
Many a prayer and pater-noster, 
From the missal on his knee : 

And, amid the tempest pealing, 
Hounds of beils came faintly stealing, 
Bells, that, from the neighbouring klostcr. 
Rang for the Nativity. 

In the hall, the serf and vassal 

Held, that night, their Christmas wassail ; 

Many a carol, old and saintly, 

Sang the minstrels and the wtiits. 

And so loud these Saxon gleemen 
Sang to slaves the songs of freemen. 
That the storm was heard but faintly 
Knocking at the castle-gates. 
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Till at Iftngth the Inys they chauntcd 
"Ronchcrt the chaml)or tcrror-hanntcd, 
Where the monk, with accents lioly, 
Whispered at the baron's ear. 

Tears upon his eyelids glistened. 
As he paused awhile and listened, 
And the dying baron slowly 

Turned his weary head to hear. 

" Wassail for the kingly stran^jer 
Born and cradled In a manger! 
King, like David, priest, like Aaron, 
Christ Is born to set us free I" 

And the lightning showed the sainted 
Figures on the casement pahitcd. 
And exclaimed the shuddering baron, 
"Miserere, Domlne !" 

In that hour of deep contrition, 
He beheld, with clearer vision. 
Through all outward show anil fashion 
Justice, the Avenger, rise. 

All the pomp of earth had vanished. 
Falsehood and deceit were banished, 
Season spake more loud than passion, 
And the truth wore no disguise. 

Every vassal of his banner. 
Every serf bom to his manor. 
All those wronged and wretched creatures 
By his hand were freed again. 

And, as on the sacred missal 
He recorded their dismissal. 
Death relaxed his Iron features, 
And the monk replied " Amen !" 

Many centuries have been nnmbered 
Since In death the baron slumbered 
By the convent's sculptured portal. 
Mingling with the common dust: 

But the good deed, through the ages 
Living in historic pages, 
Brighter grows and gleams Immortal, 
Unconsumed by moth or rust. 



RAIN IX SL'MMER. 

now beantifnl is the rain I 
After the dust and heart; 
In the broad and flery street. 
In the narrow lane. 
How beantlful is the rain ! 

How it clatters along the roofs, 

Like the tramp of hoofs ! 

How It gushes and struggles out 

From the throat of the overflowing spout I 

Across the window-pano 

It pours and pours ; 

And swift and wide 

With a muddy tide. 

Like a river down the gutter roars 

The rain, the welcome rain ! 

The sick man from his chamber looks 

At the twisted brooks ; 

He can feel the cool 

Breath of each little pool; 

His fevered brain 

Orows calm again. 

And he breathes a blessing on the rain. 

Fr«m the neighbouring school 

Come the boys. 

With more than their wonted noise 

And commotion; 

And down the wet streets 

Ball their mimic fleets. 

Till the treacherous pool 

Engulfs them in its whirling 

And turbulent ocean. 



In the country, on every side 

Where far and wide. 

Like a leopard*s tawny and spotted Iild<!, 

Stretches the plain. 

To the dry grass and the drier grain 

How welcome Is the rain ! 

In the furrowed land 

The toilsome and patient oxen stand ; 

Lifting the yoke-encumbered head. 

With their dilated nostrils ftpread. 

They silently Inhale 

The clover-scented pale. 

And the vapours that arise 

From the well-watered and smoking aoiL 

For this rest in the furrow after toil 

Their largo and lustrions eyes 

Seem to thank the Lord, 

More than man's spoken word. 

Near at hand. 

From under the sheltering treeSf 

The fanner sees 

His pastures and his fields of grain, 

As they bend tlieir tops 

To the niimborloss boating drops 

Of the Incessant rain 

He counts it as no sin 

That he sees therein 

Only his own thrift and gain. 

These, and far more than these, 

The Poet sees ! 

He can behold 

Aquarius old. 

Walking the fenceless fleldsof air. 

And from each ample fold 

Scattering everywhere 

The showery rain. 

As the farmer scatters his grain. 

He can behold 

Things manifold 

That have not yet been wholly toW,— 

Have not yet been wholly sung not aAid. 

For his thought, that never stops, 

Follows the water-drops 

Down to the graves of the dead, 

Down through chasmft and gulfs profound, 

To the dreary fountain-head 

Of lakes and rivers onder ground ; 

And sees them, when the rain is done. 

On the bridge of colours seren. 

Climbing up once more toheairen. 

Opposite the setting sun. 

Tims the Seer, 

With vision clear, 

Sees forms appear and disappear. 

In the perpetual round of strange 

Mysterious change 

From birth to death, from death to birtll. 

From earth to heaven, from hearen to earth ; 

Till glimpses more sublime 

Of things, unseen before. 

Unto his wondering eyes reveal 

The Universe, as an imraeasorable wheel 

Turning for evermore 

In the rapid and rushing river of Time. 



TO A CHILD. 

Dear child ! how radiant on thy mother's knee. 

With merry-making eves and jocund smiles. 

Thou gazest at the painted tiles, * 

Whose figures grace. 

With many a grotesque form and face. 

The ancient chimney of thy nursery ! 

The lady with the gay macaw, 

The danclng-girl, the great bashaw 

With bearded lip and chin ; 

And, leaning idly o'er his gate. 

Beneath the imperial fan of state, 

The Chinese mandarin. 
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Wth what a look of proad comioaud 
Ttioa shakest In thv little hand 
Tht coral rattle with Its silver bells, 
Maying a meny tune ! 
Thoisands of years in Indian seas 
Thai coral grew, by slow de/crces. 
Unti. some deadly and wild mousoou 
Dashed it on Coromandcrs sund I 
Those silver bells 
Reposed of yore 
As shapeless ore, 

Far down in the deop-soitkcn wells 
Of darksome mines, 
In some obscure and snnlcss place. 
Beneath huge Chimborazo's base, 
Or Potosi's o'erhanging pines ! 

And thns for thee, O Uttle child. 

Through many a danger and escape. 

The tall ships passed the stormy cai)C ; 

For thee in foreign lands remote. 

Beneath the burning, tropic skies. 

The Indian peasant, chasing the wild goat, 

HUnself as swift and wild. 

In falling, clutched the frail arbutc, 

The fibres of whose shallow roi>t, 

Uplifted from the soil, betrayed 

The silver veins beneath it laid, 

The buried treasures of dead ceutarics. 

But, lo ! thy door is left ajar! 

Thou hearest footsteps from afar I 

And, at the sound. 

Thou tnrnest round 

With quick and questioning eyes, 

Like one, who, in a foreign land, 

Beholds on every hand 

Home source of wonder and surprise ! 

And, restlessly, iuipatlentl}-. 

Thou strivest, strugglest to bo free. 

The four walls of thy unrsery 

Are now like prison walls to thee. 

No more thy mother's smiles, 

No more the painted tiles. 

Delight thee, nor the playthings on the floor, 

That won thy little, beating heart before; 

Thou strugglest for the open door. 

Through these once solitary halls 

Thy pattering footstep falls. 

The sound of thy merry voice 

Makes the old walls 

Jubilant, and they rejoice 

With the J»y of thy young heart. 

O'er the ligiit of whose gladness 

No shadows of sadness 

From the sombre background of memory start. 

Once, ah, once, within these walls, 
One whom raemorj' oft recalls. 
The Father of his Country, dwelt. 
And yonder meadows broad and damp 
The fires of the besieging camp 
Encircled with a burning belt. 
Up and down these echong stairs, 
Heavy with the weight of cares, 
Sounded his majestic tread; 
Yes, within this very room 
Sat he in those hours of gloom, 
Wear>' both in heart and head. 

But what are these grave tlioughts to thee? 

Out, out! Into the open air ! 

Thy only dream is liberty. 

Thou carest little how or where. 

I see thee eager at thy play. 

Now shouting to the apples on the tree. 

With cheeks as round and red as they ; 

And now among the yellow stalks. 

Among the flowerlnir shrubs and plants, 

As restless as the bee. 

Along the garden walks. 

The tracks of thy small carriage-wheels I trace; 

And see at every turn how they efface 

Whole vlUagea of sand-roofed tents, 



That rise like golden domes 

Above the cavenious and sorrt't homes 

Of wandering and nomadic tribes of ants. 

Ah. cruel little Tamerlane. 

Who, with thy dreadful reign. 

Dost persecute and overwhelm 

These hapless Troglodytes of thy realm ! 

^^l1at! tired alremly! with those suppUant 

l«M(kS, 

And voiee more Iioautlful than a poet's books. 
Or munnuring sounvl of water as it flows. 
Thou comest back t« jwrley with repose; 
Tills rustle seat In the old apple-tree, 
With Its o'erhanging golden canopy 
Of leaves Illuminate with autumnal hues, 
And shining with the argent light of dews, 
Shall for a season be our place of rest. 
Beneath us. like an oriole's pendant nest. 
From wliicJi the laughing birds Imve taken 

wiiit'. 
By thee aliandoned. hangs thy vacant swing. 
Dream-like tlu- waters of thtr river gleam ; 
A sailless vessel drops adown tlie stream, 
And like it, to a sea as wide and deep. 
Thou driftest gently down the tides of sleep. 

(?hlld! O new-bom denizen 
Of life's great city ! on thy luuul 
The glory of the inorn is shed, 
Like a celestial Ixinizim I 

Here at the portal thou dost stand. 
And with thy little hand 
Thou openest the mysterious gate 
Into the future's undiscovered lancL 

1 see Its valves ex]>and. 
As at the touch of Fate! 

Into those realms of love and hate. 

Into that darkness blank and drear, 

By some prophetic feeUng taught, 

I launched the bold, adventurous thought. 

Freighted with hope and fear; 

As upon subterranean streams. 

In caverns unexplored and dark. 

Men sometimes launch a fragile bark, 

Laden with flickering lire. 

And watch its swift-receding beams. 

Until at length they disappear, 

And in the distant dark expire. 

By what astrology of fear or hope 

Dare I to cast thy horoscope ! 

Like the new moon thy life ap{>ears; 

A little strip of silver light. 

And widening ontward into night 

The sliadowy disk of future years , 

And yet upon its outer rim, 

A luminous circle, faint and dlin, 

And scarcely visible to us here, 

Rounds and completes the perfect sphere; 

A prophecy and intimation, 

A pale and feeble adumbration, 

Of the great world of light, that lies 

Behhid all human destinies. 

Ah ! if thy fate, with anguish fraught, 
Should be to wet the dusty soil 
With the hot tears and sweat of toil,— 
To struggle with Imperious thought, 
Until the overburdened brain. 
Weary with labour, faint with i>ain, 
Like a jarred pendulum, retain 
Only its motion, not Its jww^er,— 
Remember, in tbat perilous hour, 
When most afllicted and oppressed, 
From labour there shall come forth rest 

And if a more auspicious fate 

On thv advancing steps await. 

Still let It ever be thy pride 

To linger by the labourer's side; 

With words of sympathy or song 

To cheer the dreary march along 

Of the great army of the poor. 

O'er desert sand, o'er dangerous moor 
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It PTttaaffOTM of yon, 

SUndlntrbuMo tbe Haaumlthi door, 
And baulni Iha liuiiiDen, u tlicy kdi 
Tho onvlla wttb ■ dWanni noCo. 
tUolB fnn the VMTinc twRB, Itintlraii 
TUnsiit on ormj IriraToiigue, 
And lormtd the isTeu-canled J j're. 
XnoiiBht l-wlU not nUrltae Seer; 
I will not iDocsr nrfTo to ope 
The myaOc volnnH, when appear 
The TieraM Hopfi, torerunnlnfl Pear, 
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While, opfualie, tbe Hals ol nl At 
BDenUT lAoi Uw •tan MMDdeU 
Ltka Ifig utnloaiira of eld, 
In that biMtt rfilcin I bebeld 
QnaterMM dMiMT mnterlei. 
I Hw, with III MlntUd ken, 
Ila chorda of air. tta IraU or fln. 
The Sandan'a great .finllan lyre, 
BUnv Ifanmcfi all Ha aarenfold lian. 
From earth nnlsthe flx«d ttnn. 
And Ihrooith tbg &ewT atmoipbere, 
Sot oolr eonld 1 aee, hut hear. 

From Dlan^^dnU llKtu/n^r, ' 
Onmrd to -nater and wider n«gs. 
mera. obauirthw thnmih hla beard of 
HalHllo. mounrnl, Batam |p»g, 
And down th* aonleH nalnii ol sruico 
Karartenita* Um thunder o( bi> hoaa. 
Beneath the iky*! triamphat arch 
The moilo eoonded DKc a marcli. 
And with Iti chonii teemed to be 
Prelndlni aomo great tragedy. 
8lrlBI waa rlibig In the eau ; 

miaUwmnt eonaleRattona ghoDo. 
Baclit with nuni • blatUu bIu-, 
BtODd the great iluu Alsehar, 
OHoa, huiMT ofnie heaal I 
Bla award hung (toimhwbT bli Ma, 
And^onhlB arm, th« IIo7a hMc 

The |[<^den radiance*^ lea hair. 
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Like ■ golden (B»1et fulling 
And SnklnKlntu the aea. 
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And forerer and fonrer, 

As long M tbe river flows, 
i» kmg as tlie heart has passions, 

As long as Ufe lias woes ; 

Tie mooQ and its broken reflexion 

And its shadows shall appear. 
As the symbol of lore in heaven, 

And its wavering image there. 

TO THE DRIVmO CLOUD. 

Olooxt and dark art thoo, O chief of the mighty 

Omawhaws; 
Gloomy and daric, as the driving cloud, whose 

name tlKNi hast taken ! 
Wrapt in thy scarlet blanket, I see thco stalk 

throagn the city's 
Narrow and popnloos streets, as once by the 

margin of rivers 
Stalked those birds, unknown, that hare loft us 

only their footprints. 

What, in a few short years, will remain of thy 

race but the footprints? 
How canst thon walk in these streets who hast 

trod the green turf ot the prairies? 
How canst thou breathe in this air, who hast 

breathed the sweet air of the mountains ? 
Ah! *tis in vahi that with lordly looks of disdain 

thou dost challenge 
Looks of dislike in return, and question these 

walls and these pavements. 
Claiming the soil for thy hunting-ground, while 

down-trodden millions 
Starve in the garrets of Europe, and cry from its 

caverns that they, too. 
Have been created heirs of the earth, and claim 

iU division! 
Back, then, back to thy woods in the regions west 

of tbe Wabash! 



There as a monarch thon reignest In autumn 

the leaves of the mnple 
Pave the floors of thy palace halls with gold, and 

in summer 
Pine-trees waft through its chambers the odorous 

breath of their branches. 
There thou art strong and great, a hero, a tamer 

of horses! 
There thou chasest the stately stag on the banks 

of the Elk-horn, 
Or by the roar of the Bunning-water, or where 

the Omawhaw 
Calls thee, and leaps through the wild ravine 

like a brave of the Blackfeet ! 
Hark! what mumurs arise from the hearts of 

those mountainous deserts? 
Is it the cry of the Foxes and Crows, or the 

mighty Behemoth, 
Who, unharmed, on his tusks once caught the 

bolts of the thunder. 
And now lurks in his lair to destroy the race of 

the red man? 
Far more fatal to thee and thy race than the 

Crows and the Foxes, 
Far more fatal to thee and thy race than the 

tread of the Behemoth, 
liO! the big thunder-canoe, that steadily breasts 

the Missouri's 
Uerciless current! and yonder, afar on the 

prairies, the camp-fires 
Gleam through the night ; and the cloud of dust 

in the grey of the daybreak 
Marks not the buffalo's track, nor the Mandan's 

dexterous horse-race; 
It is a caravan, whitening the desert where 

dwell the Camanches I 
Ha! how the breath of these Saxons and Celts, 

like the blast of the east wind. 
Drifts evermore to the West the scanty smokes 

of the wigwams 



SONGS. 



SEAWEED. 

WnEX descends on the AtUatio 

The gigantic 
Storm-wind of the equinox, 
Landward in in his wrath he scoarg€8 

The toiling surges, 
Laden with seaweed from the rocks i 

From Bcrmuda*s reefs; from edges 

Of snnken ledges, 
In some far-off, bright Azore: 
From Bahama, and the dashing 

Silver-flashing 
Barges of San Salvador ; 

From the tumbling surf, that baries 

Tliu Orkneyan skerries. 
Answering the hoarse Hebrides: 
And from wrecks of ships, and drifting. 

Spars uplifting 
On the desolate, rainy seas;— 

Ever drifting, drifting, drifting 

On the Rliifting 
Currents of the restless main; 
Till In sheltered coves and reaches 

Of sandy beaches. 
All have found repose again. 

So when storms of wild emotion 

Strike the ocean 
Of the poet's soul, ere long 
From each cave and rocky fastness, 

In its vastness. 
Floats some fragment of a song; 

From the far-off isles enchanted, 

Heaven has planted 
With the golden fruit of Truth ; 
From the flashing surf, whose vision 

Gleams Klysian 
In the tropic cliujc of Youth ; 

From the strong Will, and the Endeavonr 

Tliat for ever 
Wrestles with the tides of Fate : 
From the wreck of Hopes far-scattered. 

Tempest -shattered. 
Floating waste and desolate ;— 

Ever drifting, drifting, drifting. 

On the shifting 
Currents of the restless heart : 
Till at length in books recorded. 

They, like hoarded 
Household words, no more depart. 



THE DAY IS DOXE. 

The day is done, and the darkness 
Falls from the wings of Night, 

As a feather is wafted downward 
From an eagle in his flight. 

I see the lights of the village 

Gleam through the rain and the mist. 
And a feeling of sadness comes o'er me, 

That m^ soul cannot resist : 



A feeling of sadness and longiog, 

That is not akin to pain. 
And resembles sorrow only 

As the mist resembles the rain. 

Come read to me some poem. 
Some simple and heartfelt iay» 

That shall soothe this rMttea« feeliBi 
And banish the thoughts <if liay. 

Not from the grand cdd masters, 
Not from the bards snblime. 

Whose distant footsteps echo 
Through the corridors of Ttmo. 

For, like strains of martial mtisiCf 
Their mights thoughts suggest 

Life's endless toil and endeavonr ; 
And to-night I long for rest. 

Bead from some humbler poet, 
"X^ose songs gushed from his hear 

As showers from the clouds ^ summ 
Or tears from the eyelids snirt. 

Who, through long days of labour. 
And nights devoid of ease. 

Still heard in his soul the music 
Of wonderful melodies. 

Such songs have power to quiet 

The restless pulse of care. 
And come like benediction 

That follows after prayer. 

Then read from the treasured volnm 

The poem of thy choice. 
And lend to the rhyme of the poet 

The beauty of thy voice. 

And the night shall be filled with nin 
And the cares, that infest the day. 

Shall fold their tents, like the Arabs, 
And as silently steal away. 



AFTERNOON IN FEBRUARY. 

The day is ending. 
The night is descending; 
The marsh is frozen, 
'iTie river dead. 

Through clouds like ashes. 
The red sun flashes 
On village windows 
That glimmer red. 

The snow rerommences ; 
Tlic buried fences 
I^lark no longer 
The road o'er the plain ; 

While through the meadows. 
Like fearful shadows. 
Slowly passes 
A funeral train. 

The bell is pealing 
And every feeling 
Within me responds 
To the dismal kneU; 
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Shadows arc traiUnir, 
My beart is bewailing. 
And toiling within 
JLlke a frmcral bclL 



TO AN OLD DANISH SOXG-BOOK. 

Welcoxb. my old friend, 
Welcome to a foreign fireside, 
While the sullen gales of aatumn 
Shake the windows 

The nngratefnl world 
Has, it seems, dealt harshly with theo, 
Smee, beneath the skies of Denmark, 
First I met thee. 

There are marks of age, 
There aro thamb-marks on thy margin, 
Made by hands that clasped thee mdely 
At the alehouse. 

Soiled and dnll then art : 
Yellow are thy time-worn pages, 
As the russet, rain-molested 
Leaves of autumn. 

Tbon art stained with wine 
Scattered from hilarious gublets, 
As these leaves with the llbatioas 
Of Olympas. 

Tet dost then recall 
Days departed, lialf-forgotten. 
When In dreamy youth I wandered 
By the Baltic,— 

When I paused to hear 
The old ballad of King Christian 
Shouted from suburban tavern 
In the twilight. 

Thou recaliest bards. 
Who, in solitary chambers. 
And with hearts by passion wasted, 
Wrot« thy pages. 

Thou recaliest homes 
Where thy songs of love and friendship 
Made the gloomy Northern winter 
Bright as summer. 

Once some ancient Scald, 
In his bleak, ancestral Iceland. 
Chanted staves of these old ballads 
To the Vikings. 

Once in Elslnoro, 
At the court of old King Hamlet, 
Yorick and his boon companions 
Sang these dittic 

Once Prince Frederick'?* Guard 
Sang them In their smoky barracks ;— 
Suddenlv the English cannon 
Joined the chorus ! 

Pexisants in the field. 
Sailora on the roaring ocean, 
Students, tradesmcji, pale mechanics. 
All have sung them. 

Thou hast been their friend ; 
They, alas I have left thee friendless 
Yet at least by one warm fireside 
Art thou welcome. 

And, as swallows bnlld 
In these wide, old-fashioned chimneys, 
So thy twittering songs shall nestle 
In my bosom,— 

§!uiet, close, and warm, 
bettered from all molestation, 
And recalling by their voices 
Youth and travel. 



walti:k von dkk vocjelweid 

VoOKL^TSin till' >Iinni><ilngrr, 
Wlicn hp li'ft tills world of ours, 

Laid Ills lK>dy In thi- iioiMt(>r 
I'ndcr Wuhzburgs nilji>iiT lowers. 

And ho gavo tho monk?* bh tron«nrc«», 
<ijivo them all with thN hohc^t : 

Thfv slionld food tlM* Mnl« at noontidt> 
Dally on liis pluw: of rost ; 

SftvinK'. " From tlioso wnndorinir nn'nvtn'li 
I have learnod tho art of :*<»n'.,'; 

Ix-t mo now repay tlio h'>«Hnn"« 
They have taugiit so well and long. 

Tlui>* the bard of lovo dopnrtod; 

And. fulfllllnir his doslro. 
On Ills tonih th«» hirdR woro feasted 

By the children of the choir. 

Day by day. o'er towor and turret. 

In fonl weathor and in fnir. 
Day l>v day. in vaster nnmlK>rs 

FI(Kke<l the poets of the ulr. 

On the tree whose heavy I)rnnches 

Overshadowed all the place. 
On the pavement, on the tonit>stone, 

On the poet's sculptured ftice, 

On the crosa-bars of each window, 

On the lintel of each door, 
Tliey renewed the War of Wartburp, 

\S hieh the bard had fought before. 

There they sang their merry carols. 
Hang their lands on every dido ; 

And the name their voices uttered 
Was the name of Vogelweid. 

Till at length the portly abbot 
Munnured. " why this waste of food? 

Be it changed to loaves henceforward 
For our fasting brotherhood."' 

Tlien in vain o'er tower and turret. 
From the walls and woodland nests. 

When the minster t>ells rang noontide. 
Gathered the unwelcome guests, 

Tlien in vain, with cries discordant. 
Clamorous round the Gothic spiro. 

Screamed the feathered Alinnesmgcrs 
For the children of the choir. 

Time has long effaced the inscriptions, 
On the cloister's funeral stones, 

And tradition onlv tells us 
Where repose the poet's bones. 

But around the vast cathedral. 

By sweet echoes multiplied. 
Still the birds repeat the legend, 

And the name of Vogelweid. 

DJIINKIN* SONG. 
INSCRIPTION FOR AN ANTIQUE PITCHER. 

Come, old friend ! sit down and listen ! 

From the pitcher, placed between us, 
How the waters langh and glisten 

In the head of old Silenus! 

Old Sllenna, bloated, drunken. 

Led by his Inebriate Satyrs ; 
On his breast his head is sunken. 

Vacantly he leers and chatters. 

Fauns with youthful Bacchus follow; 

Ivy crown that brow supernal 
As the forehead of Apollo, 

And possessing youth eternal. 

Round about him, fair Bacchantes. 

Bearing cymbals, flutes, and thyrses, 
Wild from Naxian groves, or Zante's 

Vineyards, sing, delirous voices. 
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Thus he won, through all the nations. 
Bloodless victories, and thejarmer 

Bore, as trophies aud oblation^ 
Vines for banners, ploughs for armour. 

Judged bv no o'er-zealous rigour. 
Much this mystic throng expiesses: 

Bacchus was the type of vigour, 
And Silenus of excesses. 

These arc ancient ethnic revels, 
Of a faith long since forsaken ; 

Nowihe Satyrs, changed to devils, 
Frighten mortals wine-o'ertaken. 

JJow to rivulets from the mountains 
Point the rods of iortune-teliers ; 

Youth perpetual dwells in fountains,— 
Not in flasks, and casks, and cellars. 

Claudius, though he sang of flagons 
And hnge tankards filled with Bhenlsb, 

From that fiery blood of dragons 
Never would his own replenish. 

Even Kedi, though he chaunted 
Bacchus in the Tuscan valleys, 

Never drank the wine he vaunted 
In his ditbyrambic sallies. 

Then with water fill the pitcher 
Wreathed about with classic fables ; 

Ne'er Falernian threw a richer 
Light upon Lucullus' tables. 

Come, old friend, sit down and listen ! 

As it passes thus between us, 
How its wavelets laugh and glisten 

In the head of old Silenus ! 



THE OLD CLOCK ON THE STAffiS. 

L'^ternit^ est une pendule, dont le balancler 
dit et redit sans cesse ces deux mots seulement, 
dans lo silence des tombcunx : " Tou jours ! 
jamais! Jamais! tou jours!" 

—Jacques Bbidautb. 

Somewhat back from the village street 

Stands the old-fashioned country-seat. 

Across its antique portico 

Tall poplar-trees their shadows throw ; 

And from its station in the hall 

An ancient timepiece says to ail,— 

" Forever—never ! 

Never— forever ! '' 

Half way up the stairs it stands, 
And points and beckons with Its hands 
From its case of massive oak, 
Like a monk, who under his cloak. 
Crosses himself, and sighs, alas! 
With sorrowful voice to all who pass,— 

" Forever— never I 

Never— forever 1" 

By day its voice Is low and light ; 

But in the silent dead of night, 

Distinct as a passing footstep's fall , 

It echoes along the vacant hall. 

Along the ceiling, along the floor, 

And seems to say, at each cliambcr-door,— 

" Forever— never I 

Never— forever!" 



Through days of sorrow and of mirth, 
Through days of death and days of birth. 
Through every swift vicissitude 
Of changeful time, unchanged it has stood. 
And as If, like God, it all things saw, 
It calmly repeats those words of awe,- 

*' Forever— never ! 

Never— forever J ■• 

In that mansion used to be 
Free-hearted Hospitality; 
His great fires up the chimney roared ; 
The stranger feasted at his board; 
But, like the skeleton at the feast. 
Thai warning timepiece never ceased,— 

" Forever— never ! 

Never— forever!" 

There groups of merry children played. 

There youths and maidens dreaming strayed; 

O precious hours ! O golden prime. 

And afilacnce of love and time ! 

Even as a miser counts his gold. 

Those hours the ancient timepiece told,— 

" Forever— never ! 

Never— forever !" 

From that chamber, clothed in white. 
The bride came forth on her wedding night ; 
There, in that silent room below. 
The dead lay in his shroud of snow ; 
And in the hush that followed the prayer, 
Was heard the old clock on the staur,— 

" Forever— never ! 

Never— forever !" 

All are scattered now and fled. 
Some are married, some are dead ; 
And when I ask, Mrith throbs of pain. 
' * Ah ! when shall they all meet agaUi ?** 
As in the days long since gone by. 
The ancient timepiece makes reply,— 

" Forever— never ! 

Never— forever !" 

Never here, forever there. 
Where all parting, pain, and care. 
And death, and time shall dissappear,— 
Forever there, but never here! 
The horologe of Eternity 
Sayeth this incessantly,—. 

" Forever— never! 

Never— forever !" 



THE ARROW AND THE SONG. 

I SHOT an arrow in the air, 
a fell to earth I knew not where; 
For, so swiftly it flew, the sight 
Could not follow it in its flight. 

I breathed a song into the air. 
It fell to earth I knew not where; 
For who has sight so keen and strong, 
That it can follow the flight of song! 

Long, long afterward, in an oak 
I found the arrow, still unbroke ; 
And the song, from beginning to end, 
I found again in the heart of a friend. 



SOKNETS AND TRANSLATIONS. 



SONNETS. 



THE EVENUrO STAB. 

Lol in the painted oriel of the West, 

Wboee panee tbe snnken ran incamadinest 

Uke a fair ladr at her casement, shines 

The erenlnff auir, the star of lore and rest ! 

And then anon she doth herself direst 

Of all her ndlant garments, and reclines 

Behind tlie aombre screen of yonder pines. 

With slnmber and soft dreams of love oppressed. 

my beloved, my sweet HeeperosI 

itj momlnff and my evening star <tf love! 

My beet and gentlest lady I even thos, 

As that fair ^Umet in the sky above. 

Dost thoa retire nnto thy rest at night. 

And from thy darkened window fades the Hgfat. 



AUTUKlf. 

TBoo eomeat, Antanm, heralded by the rain. 
With baniMiB, by great gales incessant fanned 
Brl]rtiter than brimtest silks of Samareand, 
Ana stately oxen namessed to thy wain! 
Thou stanoest, like imperial Charlemagne,i> 
Upon thy bridge of gold ; thy royal hand 
Outstretched with benedictions o'er the land. 
Blessing the farms throagh all thy vast domain ! 
Ihy shield Is the red harvest moon, suspended 
Boiong beneath the heaven's o'erhanging eaves ; 
Thy steps are by the farmer's prayers attended; 
Like flames upon an altar shine the sheaves ; 
And, following thee, in thy ovation splendid, 
Thine almoner, the wind, scatters the golden 
leaves! 



DAin'E. 
TuBCAir, that wanderest throagh the realms of 

^nth thon^tfal pace, and sad, majestic eyes. 
Stem thoughts and awful from thy soul arise. 
Like Farinata from his fiery tomb. 
Tliy sacred song is like the trump of doom ; 
Yet in thy heart what human sympathies. 
What soft compassion glows, as in the skies 
Tbe tender stars their clouded lamps relume ! 
Uethbrics I see thee stand, with pallid cheeks, 
By Fra Hilario in his diocese. 
As np tbe convent-walls, in golden streaks. 
The ascending sunbeams mark the day's de- 
crease; 
And, as he asks what there the stranger seeks. 
Thy voice along the cloister whispers, "Peace !" 



TRANSLATIONS. 



THE HEMLOCK-TBEE. 

ntOM THK OBRMAK.. 

O HEMLOCK-TRBE ! O hemlock-tree ! how faith- 
ful are thy branches ; 
Green not alone in summer time. 
But in the winter's frost and rime! 
O hemlock-tree 1 O hemlock-tree ! how faithful 
are thy branches ! 

O maiden fair! O maiden fair! how faithless is 
thy bosom ! 
To love mo in prosperity, 
And leave me in adversity ! 
O maiden fair ! O maiden fair! now faithless is 
thy bosom ! 

The nightingale, the nightingale, thoa tak'st for 
thine example, 
So long as summer laughs she sings. 
But in the autumn spreads her wins^ 
The nightingale, the nightingale, thou tak^st for 
thine example! 

The meadow brook, the meadow brook, is mir- 
ror of thy falsehood ! 
It flows so long as falls the rain. 
In drought Its springs soon dry again. 
The meadow brook, the meadow brook, is mirror 
of thy falsehood! 

ANNIE or THARAW. 

FROM THS LOW GERMAN OF SIMON DACH. 

Amnx of Tharaw, my true love of old. 
She is my life, and my goods, and my gold. 

Annie of Tharaw, her heart once again 
To me has surrendered in Joy and in pain 

Annie of Tharaw, my riches, niy good. 
Thou, O my soul, my flesh, and my blood ! 

Then come the wild weather, come sleet or come 

snow. 
We will stand by each other, however it blow 

Oppression, and sickness, and sorrow, and pain, 
Seall be to our true love as links to the chain. 

As the pahn-tree standeth so straight and so tall* 
The more the hail beats, and the more the rains 
faU,- 

So love in our hearts shall grow mighty and 

strong. 
Through crosses, throagh sorrows, throagh 

manifold wrong. 
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Shouldst thou be torn from me to wander alene 
in a desolate land where the sun Is scarce 
known,— 

Through forests I'll follow, and where the sea 

Through Ice, and through Iron, through armies 
of foes. 

Annie of Tharaw, my light and my sun, 

The threads of our two lives are woven in one. 



WLate'or I have bWden thee thou ha«t oheved, 
Whatever forbidden than hast ndt gamsaul. 

How in the turmoil of life can love stang, 
Where there is not one heart, and one mouth, 
and one hand ! 

8omc seek for dissension, and trouble, and strife; 
Like a dog and a cat live such man and wife. 

Annie of Tharaw, such Is not ovr love ; 

Thou art my lambkin, my chick, and my dove. 

Whate'er my desire. In thine may be seen ; 
I am king of the household, and thou art Its 
queen. 

It Is this, O my Annie, my heart's sweetest rest. 
That makes of us twain but one soul in one 
bi:^ast. 

This turns to a heaven the hut where we dwell ; 
Wliile wrangling soon changes a home to a hell. 

THE STATUE OVER THE CATHEDRAL 
DOOR. 

ntOU THE GERMAN OF JULIUS 3r09C:r. 

Forms of saints and kings are standing 

The cathedral door above ; 
Yet I saw but one among them 

Who hath soothed my sou! with lore. 

In his mantle— wound about him. 
As their robes the sowers winaL— 

Bore he swallows and their fledgUngs, 
Flowers and weeds of every kind. 

And 80 stands calm and childlike, 

High in wind and tempest wild ; 
Oh, where I like him exalted, 

I would be like him, a child I 



And my songs,— green leaves and blossoi 
To the doors of heaven would bear, 

Calling, even in storm and tempest, 
Round me still these birds of air. 



THE LEGEND OF THE CROSSBIL 

FROM THE GERMAN OF JULIUS MOSEM. 

On the cross the Aying liiavkmr 
Heavenward lifts his eyelids qRlm, 

Feels, but scarcely feels, a trembling 
In his pierced and bleeding palm. 

And by all the world forsaken. 
Sees he how with zealous care 

At the ruthless nail of iron 
A little bird is striving there. 

Stained with blood and never tiring. 
With its beak it doth not cease, 

From the cross 'twould free the Saviou 
Its Creator's Son release. 

And the saviour speaks in mildness: 
" Blest be thou of all the good I 

Bear as token of this moment, 
Marks of blood and holy rood!" 

And that bird is called the crowbill ; 

Covered all with blood so clear. 
In the groves of pine it ttaigeth 

Tongs Uko legends ttningv to iMitf; 



THE SEA HATH ITS PEARLS. 
FROM THE GSKMAN OV HBOmUCB lUUXI 

Thr sea hath Its pearls. 

The heaven hatn Us starq 
But my heart, tar heart, ■ 

My heart "hath lt8 !ov». 

Great f^re the tea and the luMvcn } ■ . 

Yet greater is my heart. 
And fairer than pearls and stars 

Flashes and beams my love. 

Thou little, youthful mal^n, 

Come unto nv great heart; 
My heart, and uie am, and top Iveavni, 

Ai^ oBfiltlnff awajr with lovfe I 
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POETIC APHORISMS. 

FBOK THE SnOfGEDICHTK OF FRIEDRICH VON LOGAU, 
SBVEXTECXTn CENTURY. 

MONEY. 

Whereunto is money good ? 
Who has It not wnnts harcl!hoo<l, 
Who has it has much trouble and earo, 
Who once has had it has despair. 

THE BEST MEWCINES. 

Jot and Temperance and Keposo 
Slam the door on the dc>ctur'ii noso. 



SIN. 

Manh^ike is ft to fall into sin, 
Ftcndlikc is it to dwell therein. 
Christlike is it for sin to grieve, 
Uod-like is it all sin to leave. 

POVERTY AND BLINDNESS. 

A BUXD man is a poor man, and blind a poor man 

is * 
For tbcformer sceth no man, and the latter no 

man sees. 

L.VW OF LIFE. 

Live T. so live 1. 
To my Lord heartily. 
To my Prince fnlthlnlly. 
To my noljrhhour honestly. 
Die I, so die I. 



CREEDS. 

Lutheran. Popish, Cnlvinlstic, all these creeds 
and doctrines three 

Extant arc ; bnt still the doubt is, -where Chris- 
tianity may be. 

THE KESTLESS HEART. 

A MiLLSTOXK and the human heart arc driven 

ev«*r round ; 
If they have nothing else to grind, tlicy must 

themselves be ground. 

CHRISTIAN LOVE. 

Whilsom Love was like a Are, aud warmth and 
I comfort it bespoke : 

Bat, alas! it now is quenched, and only bites us 
like the smoke. 

ART AND TACT. 

Welligence and courtesy not always are odm- 
bined: ^ ^ 

Often In a wooden houae a golden room we find. 



RETRIBUTION. 

Though the mills of (iml jfriiul slowly, yet tliey 

frrind exiei'dlnply «nmli ; 
Though with patience ho stands waitinir, with 

exactues.s giinds he all. 

T R U T II. 

When by nijrht the frogs arc croaking, kindle but 

a torch's nrc, 
Ilal how soon they all are silent, thus Truth 

Hilcnccs the liar. 

R II Y M E S. 

If perhaps those rhymes of mine should sonn«1 

ii(»t well In stningers' ears. 
They have only to l>ethink them that ft hapi)enr. 

so w^tli theirs: 
For so long as words like mortals call a father* 

land their own. 
They will he most highly valued where they are 

best and lunge^t known. 



CURFEW. 



SoLF,>rN'LY, mournfully 

Dealing its dole, 
The Curfew Hell 

Is beginning to toll. 

Cover the embers. 

And put out the light. 
Toil comes with the morning. 

And rest with the night. 

Dark grow the windows. 

And qnenched is tlic fire, 
Sound fades into silence,— 

All footsteps retire. 

No vo3cc in the chambers, 

No sound In the hall I 
Sleep and oblivion 

Reign over all ! 

II. 

The book is completed. 
And closed like the day : 

And the hand that has written It 
Lays it away. 

Dim gi'ow its fancies; 

Forgotten they lie ; 
Like coals In the ashes, 

They darken and die. 

Song sinks into silence. 

The story is told. 
The windows are darkened. 

The hearth-stone is cold. 

Darker, and darker 
Tlie black shadows Ml; 

Sleep and oblivion 
Keign over alL 



VOICES OF THE NIGHT. 



PRELUDE. 

Pleasa:xt It was, when woods were green, 

And winds were soft and low, 
To lie amid some sylvan scene. ^ 
Wliere, the long drooping boughs between, 
Shadows dark and sunlight sheen 

Alternate come and go ; 

Or where the denser grove receives 

No sunlight from above. 
But the dark foliage interweaves 
In one unbroken roof of leaves. 
Underneath whose stooping eaves 

The shadows hardly move. 

Beneath some patriarchal tree 

1 lay upon the ground ; 
His hoary arras uplifted he. 
And all tlic broad leaves over rac 
Clapped their little hands in glee. 

With one continuous sound,— 

A slumbering sound,— a sound that brings 

Tlic feelings of a dream,— 
As of Innumcrnble wings. 
As, wljen a bell no longer swings, 
Faint the hollow murmur rings 

O'er meadow, lake, and straam. 

And dreams of that whicli camiot die, 

Bright visions, came to me. 
As wrapped In thought I used to lie. 
And gaze into the summer sky. 
Wliere the sailing clou<ls went by. 

Like ships upon the sen ; 

Dreams that the soul of youth engage, 

Ere Fancy has been quelled ; 
Old legends of the monkish page. 
Traditions of the saint and sngc. 
Tales timt have the rime of age. 

And chronicles of Eld 

And, loving still these quaint old themes 

Even in the city's throng 
I feel the freshness of the streams, 
Tliut, crossed by shades and sunny gleams, 
Water the green land of dreams. 

The holy land of song. 

Therefore, at Pentecost, which brings 
The Spring, clothed like a liride. 

When nestling buds unfold their wings. 

And l)isho))'s-caps have golden rings. 

Musing upon many things, 
I sought the woodlands wide. 

The green trees whispered low and mild ; 

It was a sound of joy! 
They were my playma'tes w^hen a child, 
Anti rocked me In their arms so wild; 
Still they looked at me and smiled, 

As if 1 were a boy ; 

And ever whispered mild and low, 

" Come be a child once more I" 
And waved their long arms to and fro, 



And beckoned solemnly and slow ; 
Oh, I could not choose but go 
Into the woodlands hoar ; 

Into the blithe and breathing air. 

Into the solemn wood. 
Solemn and silent everywhere 1 
Nature with folded hands seemed there, 
Kneeling at her evening prayer! 

Like one m prayer i stood. 

Before me rose an avenue 

Of tall and sombmus pines; 
Abroad their fan-like branches grew. 
And, where the sunshine darted througb. 
Spread a vapour soft and blue. 

In long and sloping iiues. 

And, falling on my weary brain. 

Like a fast-falling shower. 
Tlie dreams of youth came back again ; 
Low iispings of the summer rain. 
Dropping on the ripened grain; 

As once upon the flower. 

Vision of childhood! Stay. oh. stay! 

Yet were so sweet and wild ! 
And distant voices seemed to say, 
" it cannot be I They pass away ! 
.Other themes demand thy lay: 

Thou art no more a cliild l'*^ 

" The land of .Song within thee lies. 

Watered \)y living springs ; 
The lids of Flincy's sleepless eyes ' 
Arc gates nnto tJiat Paradise. 
Holy thoughts, like stars, arise. 

Its clouds are angels' wings. 

** Learn, that henceforth thy song shall be. 
Not mountains capped with snow. 

Nor forests sounding like the sea. 

Nor rivers flowing ceaselessly. 

Where the woodlands bend to see 
The bending lieavens below. « . 

" There is a forest where the din 

Of Iron branches sounds! 
A mighty river roars between. 
And whosoever looks therein. 
Sees the lieavens all black with sin,— 

Sees not its depths, nor bounds. 

"Athwart the swinging branches cast. 

Soft rays of snnshme pour; 
Tlien comes the fearful wintry blast : 
Our hopes, like withered leaves, fall fast : 
Pallid lips say. * It is past ! 

We can rctnni no more!' 

''Look then, into thine heart and write! 

Yes, into Life's deep stream ! 
All forms of sorrows and delight. 
All solemn Voices of the Night, 
That can sootlie thee, or affright*— 

Be these bcucefortn thj tliemo.'* 



ttlTMK to tHB NIGHT. 

Ibiasd the trailing garments of the Kight 

Sweep through her marl)le halls! 
I saw her sable skirt all fringed with light. 

From the celestial walls! 

I felt her presence, by its spell of might, 

Stoop o'er roe from above; 
The calm, majestic presence of the Night, 

As of the one 1 love. 

1 heard the sounds of sorrow and delight, 

Ihe manifold, soft chimes. 
That fill the haunted chambers of the >'ight. 

Like some old poet's rhymes. 

From the cool cisterns of the midnight air 

Hy spirit drank repose ; 
The fountain of perpetual peace flows there,— 
From those deep cisterns dow. 

holy Night ! from thee I learn to bear 

What man has borne before ! 
Thou layest thy finger on the lips of Care, 

And they complain no more. 

Peace! peace! Orestes-like I breathe this 
prayer! 
I>escend with broad-winged flight. 
The welcome, the thrice-prayed for, the most 
fair, 
The best-belovM Night ! 

A PSALM OF LIFE. 

WHAT TDE HEART OF TUB YOUSO MAX SAID TO 
TUB l-SALMIST. 

Tell me not, in mournful nnmljcrs, 
"Life is but an empty dreiim!" 

For the soul is dead that sltunbcrs. 
And things.are not what they seem. 

Life is real ! Life is earnest ! 

And the grave is not its goal; 
"Dust thou art, to dust returncst," 

Was not spoken of the soul. 

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow, 

Is our (lestineil cud or wa3' ; 
But to act, that each to-morrow 

Finds us fartlier than to-day. 

Art is long, and Time Is fleeting, 
And our hearts, though stout luul brave, 

Still, like muffled drums are beutiug 
Funeral marches to the gnive. 

In the world's brond flcld of battle, 

In the bivouac of Life. 
Be not like dumb, driven cattle ! 

Be a hero in the strife ! 

Trust no Future, howe'cr pleasant I 
I^t the dead Past bury its dead! 

Act,— act In the living l*rescnt! 
Heart within, and God o'erhcad! 

Lives of great men all remind us 
We can make our lives snblinic. 

And, dciwrting. leave behind ns 
Footprints on the sands of time;— 

Footprints, thnt perhaps another, 

Kailliig o'er life's solemn main. 
A forlorn and shinwreched brotlier 

Seeing, shall take heart agnln. 

Let us. then, be up and doing. 

With a heart for any fate; 
Ktill achieving, still pursuing, 

Learn to labour and to wait. 

THE REAPER AND TUE FLOWERS. 

Thekr is a Reaper, whose name is Death, 

And, with his sickle keen, 
lie reaps the bearded grain at a breath 

And the flowMV that grow betweeiu 
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" Shall I have nought that is fair?" saith he ; 

"Have nought but the Insarded grain? 
Though the breath of these flowers is gwoet to 
me, 

I will give them all back again." 

Ho gazed at the (lowors with tearful eyes. 

He kissed thvir drooping leaves; 
It was for the Lord of l'ura«Iise 

He bound them hi his sheaves. 

" 2?7 ^**"*^ ^** °*^cd of these flowerets gay." 

The Rea))er said, and smiled ; 
Dear tokens of the earth are they. 

Where he was once a child, 

♦' They shall all bloom In flelds of light. 

Transplanted by my care, 
And saints upon their garments white. 

These sacred blossoms wear.'' 

And the mother gave, in tears and pain. 

The flowers she most did love ; 
She knew she would find them all again 

In the flelds of light above. 

Oh. not In cruelty, not in pain. 

The Reaper came that (Uiy ; 
'Twas an angel visited the preen earth, 

And took the flowers away. 

THE LIGHT OF STARS. 
The night Is conic, but not loo soon ; 

And sinking silentlv. 
All silently the little nioon 

Drops down behind the sky. 

Tlierc is no light In earth or heaven, 

Hut the cold li^ht of stars: 
And the first watch of night is given 

To the red planet Mars. 

Is it the tender star of love ? 

The star of love and dreams? 
Oh. no! frointliat blue tent above, 

A hero's armour gleams. 

And earnest thonqbts within mc rise. 

When I behold afar,. 
Suspended In the evening skies 

The shield of that red star. 

star of strength ! I see thee stand 
And smile uinm my pain : 

Th<»u beckonest with thy mailed hand. 
And I am strong again. 

Witliln my breast there is no light. 
But the cold liglit of stars ; 

1 give the first watch of the night 
To the red planet Mars. 

The star of the unconquered will, 

He rises In my breast. 
Serene, and resolute, an<l still. 

And calm, and self-iwssesscd. 

And thou, too, whosoe'er thou art, 

That readest this brief psalm. 
As one by one thy hopes depart. 

Be resolute and calm. 

Oh. fear not in a world like this. 

And thou Shalt know ere long. 
Know how sublime a thing It la 

To suffer and be strong. 

FOOTSTEPS OF ANGELS. 

When tl»e hours of Day are numbered. 

And the voices of the night 
Wake the better soul that slumbered. 

To a holy, calm delight ; 

Ere the evening lamps ore lighted. 

And, like phantoms grim and tall. 
Shadows from the fitful fire-light 

Douce upon the parlour wou* 
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Tlujii the fomis of the departed 

Enter at t he open door ; 
The beloved, the true-hearted, 

Come to visit me once more : 

He. the yoiinf; and stron;r, who cherished 

Noble lonjrniKs for the strife, 
Bv the roiul-side fell and perished, 

AVoiiry with the march of life ! 

Thov. tlie holy ones and weakly. 

W'ho the cross of pufferhif? l)<)r«', 
Fiihlcd their pale hands so meekly, 

SjKike witli us on earth no more ! 

And with them the Beiuf? Beauteous, 

Who unto my youth was given, 
M«<re tliun all things else to love mc, 

And is now u saint in heaven. 

Witli a slow and noiseless footstep 

Comes that messenger divine. 
Takes the vacant chair beside mc, 

Lays her gentle hand in mine. 

And she sits and gazes at ntc, 
With those deep and tender eyes. 

Like the stars, so still and saint -like, 
Looking downward from the skies. 

Uttered not, yet comprehended. 

Is the spirit's voiceless prayer, 
Soft rebukes, in blessings ended. 

Breathing from her lips of air. 

Oh, though oft depressed and lonely. 

All my fears are laid aside, 
If 1 but rememlKjr only 

Such as these have lived and died I 

FLOATERS 

Hpakk full well. In language qunint and oUcn, 
One who dwelleth by the castled Rhine, 

"When he called the flowers so blue and golden. 
Stars, that in earth's firmament do shine : — 

Stars they are, wherein wc read our history. 

As astrologers and seers of eld ; 
Yet Jiot wrapiHid about with awful mystery. 

Like tiie burning stars which they l»cheld. 

W«)ndrous truths, and manifold as wondrous, 
(lod bath written in those stars above ; 

But not less in the bright flowerets under us 
Stands the revelation of his love. 

lUight and glorious is that revelation. 
Written all over this great world of ours ; 

Milking evident our own creation. 
In these stars of earth,— these golden flowers. 

And the Toet, faithful and far-RccIng 
Sees, alike in stars and flowers, a part 

Of the self-same universal being. 
Which is throbbing in his brain and heart. 

(Jorgeous flowerets in the sunlight shininj,', 
lilossoras flaunting In the eye of day, 

Trenuilous leaves, with soft and silver lining. 
Buds that open only to decay ; 

r.rllllant hopes, all woven in gorgeous tissues. 
Flaunting gayly in the golden light ; 

Large desires, with most uncertain Issues, 
Tender wishes, blossoming at night ! 

These In flowers and men arc more than seeming, 
Workings are they of the self-same jwwer, 

Wlilch the Poet, In no Idle dreaming, 
Sccth in himself and In the flowers. 

Everywhere about us arc they glowing. 
Some like stars, to tell us Spring Is bom ; 

Others, their blue eyes with tears o'erflowing. 
Stand like Kuth amid the golden com ; 

Kot alone in Springes armorial bearing 
And in Summer's grecn-emblazonea field, 

But in arms of brave old Autumn's wearing, 
111 the centre of Ms brazen shield x 



Not alone in meadows and nr^en alleys. 
On the mountain-top, and by the brink 

Of sequestered ix)ols In woodland ralleys. 
Where the slaves of Nature stoop to drink; 

Not alon6 In her vast dome of glory. 
Not on prraves of birds and beasts alone. 

But In old cathedrals, high and hoary. 
On the tombs of heroes, carved In stone; 

In the cottage of the rudest peasant. 

In ancesStral homes, whose crumbling towers. 
Speaking of the Past unto the Present. 

Tell us of the ancient Games of Flowers; 

In all places, then, and in all seasons. 
Flowers cxpaud their light and soul-like 
wings. 

Teaching us, by most persuasive reasons. 
How akin they are to human things. 

And with childlike, credulous affection 
We behold their tender bads expand ; 

Emblems of our own great resurrection. 
Emblems of the bright and better land. 



THE BELEAGUERED CITY. 

1 HAVK read, in some old marvellona tale. 
Some legend strange and vague. 

That a midnight host of 8i>ec^res pale 
Beleagurcd the walls of Prague. 

Beside the Moldau's rushing stream. 

With the wan moon overhead. 
There stood, as In an awful dre^im. 

The army of the deaiL 

W^hltc as a sea-fog. landward bound, 

The 8))ectral camp was seen, 
An<l. with a sorrowfol, deep somid. 

The river flowed between. 

No other voice nor sonnd was there. 

Nor drum, nor sentry's pjicr : 
Tlic uiist-like banners clasped the air. 

As clouds with clouds embrace. 

Bnt. when the old cathe<lral bel! 

Proclaimed the morning iirayer, 
Tlie white pavilions rose and fell 

On the alai*mcd air 

Down the broad v^llcv fast and far 

The trouble<l army ned : 
I'proso the glorious morning star, 

The ghastly host was dead. 

I hnve rend, in the mnn-cllous heart of man, 

Thnt strange and mystic scroll. 
That a»i army of phantoms vast and wan. 

Beleaguer the human soul. 

Encamuod beside Life's mshing stream, 

III Fancv's misty light, 
(ligantic shapes and shadows p|eam 

Portentous ilmmgh the night. 

Upon Us nddnight battle-ground 

Tlie seeptral camp Is s«en. 
And. with a sorn>wful, deep sound 

Flows the River of Life between. 

No other voice, nor sonnd is there. 

In the army of the grave; 
No other challenge breaks the air. 

But the rushing ofLifc's wave. 

And, when the solemn and deep chnrcta-bcll 

Entreats the soul to pray. 
The midnight phantoms feel the spell, 

The shadows sweep away. 

Down the broad Vale of Tears afar 

The si)ectral camp Is fled ; 
Faith shineth as a moralng-star. 

Our ghostly fears are dead. 



VOICES OF THE Nir,IIT 
MIDNIGnT MASS FOR THE DYING YEAJl. 
Yes, the Year U growing old. 

And his eye is pAle and bleared! 
Death, with frosty hand and cold. 
Placks the old man by the beard, 
Sorely,— sorely! 



» 



The leaves are falling, falllii£r, 

Solemnly and slow; 
Caw ! caw I the roolu are calling. 

It is a sound of woe, 

A soond of woe ! 

Throufl^ woods and monntain posses 

The winds, like anthems, roll ; 
They are chanting solemn masses. 

Singing. " Pray for this poor soul. 
Fray,— pray I" 

And the hooded doads, like friars. 

Tell their beads in drops of rain. 
And patter their d<defiil prayon;— 

Bat Uielr prayers are all iu vain, 
All in vain! 

There he stands in the foal weatber. 

The fooltah. fond Old Year, 
Crowned with wild flowers and with heather, 

Like weal^ despised Lear, 
A king,— a king 1 

Then comes the summer -Uko day. 

Bids the old nuin rejoice ! 
His joy ! his last ! Oh. the old man grvy 

Itoreth tha^ ever-soft voice, 
Uentle antjt low 



To the crimson woods lie Faith,— 

To the voire jrciitlc arnl l«»w 
Of the soft ulr. Ilk*- a iltiiik'litcr's breath,- 

" Tray «!«» nut tiun-k iiu' mi' 
Do not lauK'h at me!" 

And now the Rwcot day Is dead ; 

Cold in his anns It lies; 
2So stain from its breath U spread 

Over the ifransy Hkic«. 

2su mist ur Atain ! 

Tlicn, too, the Old Year dleth. 

And the forestn utter a moan. 
Like the voii-e of one tliut crlctli 

In the wll(lem(>sH alone 

"Vex not hlsKbo'^t!' 

Tliou comes with an awful ruar, 

Gathorlntf and souiulinK on. 
The 8tonu-wlnd from Labrador, 

The wind Euroclydon, 
Tbostunu-windl 

nowi: howl! and from the forest 

Sweep the red leaves away ! 
Would, the bins tlmt thou abhorrent, 

soul ! could thus decay. 
And be bwcpt away ! 

For there Hhall come a mlRhtlor blast, 

There shall be a darker day ; 
And the stars, from heaven down-cast. 
Like red Ioha'ch be swept away 
K vrie, elyson ! 
Cfiristc, ekybuu ! 



EAKLIER POEMS. 
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Chill airt ami wlntrjr wIiuIh ! my oar 
Has crown faiuUUr with your sung; 

Ihcar It in the opciiIu}( 3-eur,— 
I listen, aiui it cbcern mo luiig. 



HYMN OF THE MORAVIAN XUXS OF 
BETULE1I£M, 

AT nU CONSECBATION OF FULASKl'S BASISt'ES. 

WnsK tlic dying flame of day 
Through tho chancel shot its ray. 
Fair the glimmering tapers shed 
Faint light on the cowled head; * 
And the censer burning swung. 
Where, before the altar, hung 
The blootlHied banner, tiiat with prayer 
Had been consecrated there. 
And the nans* sweet hymn was heard tho whilo 
Bung low in the dim, mysterious aialc. 

^Take thy banner! May it wave 
Proudly o*er tho good and bravo ; 
When the battle's distant wall 
Breaks the Sabbath of our vale. 
When the cUu1on*s music thrills 
To the hearts of these lone hiHs, 
When the spear in conflict shakes, 
And the strcmg lance shivering breaks. 

**T(ike thy banner! and. beneath 
The battle-cloud's encircling wrcuth, 
Ooard it! — till our homes arc free ! 
Guard it!— God will prunper Ihcc ! 
In the dark and trying liour. 
In tho breaUng forth of uowcr. 
In the rash of steeds and ninu 
Ills right hand will shield thuu then. 

**Take thy banner! Dut when ulgbt 
Closes round the ghastly flKbt, 
If the vanquished warrior 1j<>w, 
Spare hlmi— By onr holy vow. 
By onr prayers and many tears, 
By the mercy that ondcnrs. 
Spare him !— he our love hath shared ! 
Spare him!— as tliou wouldst be xparud! 

*'Take thy bamier!— and if e'er 
Thou sliouldflt press the soldl(<r's bier. 
And the mufiled dniin should bcut 
To the tread of mournful foct. 
Then this crimson flag shall bo 
Martial cloak and shrond for thcc.'* 
The warrior took that banner proud. 
And it was his martial cloak and shroud 

SUNRISE ON THE HILLS. 

I STOOD upon the hills, when heaven's wide arch 
Was glorious ^vith the sun's returning march. 
And woods were brightened, and soft gules 
Went forth to kiss tlie Kun-cla<l vales. 
The clouds were far beneath me;— bathed in 

light 
They gathered mid-way round the wooded 

height. 
And, in their fading-glory, shone 
Like hosts in battle overthrown. 
As many a pinnacle, with shifthig glance. 
Through the grey mist thrust up its shattered 

lance. 
And rocking on the cliff was left 
The dark pine blasted, bare, nnd cleft. 
The veil of cloud was lifted, and ]>el<»w 
Glowed the rich valley, and the river's flow 
Was darkened by the forest's shade, 
Or glistened in the white cascade ; 
Wliere, upwanl, in the mellow blusli of day, 
Tlie noisy bltteni wheeled his spiral way. 

I heanl the distant waters dash. 
J Kiiir the current whirl and flush.— 
And richly, by the bine Inka'H sllvor beach 
|»o woods were bending with a bllcut reach, 



I Then o'er the valf. with Kt-ntle hWill, 
I The inu>ic of I lie villii^e bell 
' ('anie Kwcrtlv to llie fi iio-Klviu:; liilN: 
And the wild liorii, whu.sc vuicu t!tc woviILiul 

tills. 
Was ringing to the merry sh<iut, 
Tliat faint and far the kIVu >cut out. 
Where, unswurhig to the budden hhot, thin 

smoke, 
Tlirough thluk-lcavcd bnmches, from the dlnglo 
broke. 

If thou art woni an<l hard be^et 

With sorrows that thou wotiidst forget. 

If thoti wouldst read a lesson that will keep 

Tliy heart from fainting and thy s«tul from bleep. 

Go to tiie wiM>ds and hliN!— No tears 

Dim the sweet look that Nature weiirs. 



THE srililT OF POETUV. 

Thkke is a quiet spirit in these wimhIs, 

That dwells where'er the gentle bouth wind 

blows ; 
Where, underneath the whitc-thom in the glade, 
Tlie wild flowers bloom, or, kiSMing the soft air, 
1'he leaves above their siimiy palms outspread. 
Witli Avhat a tender and impassioned voice 
It fills the nice and delicate ear of thought 
When the fast-ushering star of morning comes 
O'er-riding the grey hills with golden scarf: 
Or when the cowled and dusky-sandalled Eve 
In mourning weeds, from out the western gate, 
De|>arts with slh-nt jwce ! That spirit moves, 
In the green valley, where the silver brook 
From its full laver, iwurs the white cascade; 
And, babbling low amid the tangled woods. 
Slips down tlirough moss-grown stone >vlth end* 

less laughter. 
And frequent, on tho everlasting hills. 
Its feet go forth, when it doth wrap itself 
In all the dark embroidery of the storm. 
And shouts the stem, strong wind. And here, 

amid 
The silent majesty of these deep woods. 
Its presence shall ujillft thy thouglits from 

earth. 
As to the sunsliine and the pure, bright air 
Their tops the green trees lift. Hence gifted 

bards 
Have ever loved the calm and quiet shades. 
For them there was on eloquent voice in all 
The svlvan ixmip of woods, the golden sun, 
Tiic flowers, the leaves, the river on its way. 
Blue skies, and silver clouds, and gent Icwii ids,— 
Tlie swelling upland, where the sidelong sun 
Aslant the wooded slope, at evening goes,- 
Groves, through whose broken roof the sky 

looks in 
Mountain, and shattered cliff, and sunny vale. 
The distant lake, fountains,— and mighty trees, 
In many a lazy syllabic. rei>catiiig 
Tlieir old poetic legends to the wind. 

And this is the sweet spirit, that doth All 
Tlie world; and In these wayward doys of 

youth, 
^fy busy fancy oft embodies It. 
As a bright image of the light and beauty 
Tliat dwell in nature,— of the heavenly forms 
We worship In our dreams, and the soft hues 
That stain tho wild bird's wing, and flush tho 

clouds 
W^hen the sun sots. Within her eye 
Tlic heaven of April, with its changing light, 
And when it wears the blue of May. is hung. 
And on her Up the rich, red rose. Her hair 
Is like the summer tresses of the tr«es, 
When twilight makes them brown, and on her 
Blushes the richness of an autumn sky, 
\ WVtheveT-»\v\l\.\w^\i<i«cv3iV3. '\\\^\i\>ssx\s^^'*&«^^N 
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Full of their fragrrance, that it is a joy- 
To have It round us,— and her silver voice 
Is the rich music of a summer bird, 
Heard in the still night, with its passionate 
deuce 



BURIAL OF THE MINNISEMK. 

On sunny slope and l>eechen swell. 
The shadowy light of evening fell : 
And, where tlie maple's leaf was brown, 
With soft and silent lapse came down 
The glory, that the wood receives, 
At Sunset, in its brazen lea>'BS. 

Far upward in the mellow light 

Rose the blue hills. One cloud of white, 

Around a far uplifted cone, 

In the warm blush of evening shone ; 

An image of the silver lakes, 

By which the Indian's soul awakes. 

But soon a funeral hymn was heard 
Where the soft breatn of evening stirred 
The tall, grey forest; and a band 
Of stern in heart, and strong in hand, 
Came winding down beside the wave, 
To lay the red chief in his grave. 

They sang, that by his native bowers 
He stood, in the lost moon of flowers. 
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And thirty snows had not vet shed 
Tlieir gloiy on the warrior s head ; 
But, as the summer fruit decays, 
So died he in those naked days. 

A dark cloak of the roebuck's skin 
Covered the warrior, from within 
Its Iieavy folds the weapons, made 
For the hard toils of war, were laid : 
The cuirass, woven of plaited reeds. 
And the broad belt of shells and beads 

Before, a dark-haired virgin train 
Chanted the death>dlrge of the slain ; 
Beliind, the long procession camo 
Of hoary men and chiefs of fame. 
With heavy hearts, and eyes of grief. 
Leading the war-horse of their chief. 

Stripped of his proud and martial dress. 
Uncurbed, unreined, and riderless, 
With darting eye, and nostril spread. 
And heavy ana impatient tread. 
He came : and oft that eye so proad 
Asked for lils rider in the crowd. 

They buried the dark chief, they freed 
Beside the grave his battle steed ; 
And swift an arrow cleaved its way 
To his stern heart ! One pieA^Ing neigh 
Arose,— and, on the dead man's plain, 
The rider grasps his steed agaio. 



TRANSLATIONS. 
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LONGFELLOW'S POETICAL WORKS. 



O'er rosy lip ami brow of snow, 
When hoary age approaches slow, 
Ah, where arc they ? 

The canning skill, tlic enrious arts, 
The Klorious strength that youth Imparts 
In life's first stage ; 
These shall become a heavy weight, 
When Time swings wide his outward gato 
To weary age. 

Tlie noble blood of Gothic name. 
Heroes emblazoned high to fame, 
In high array ; 

How, in the onward course of time. 
The landmarks of that race subiimo 
Were swept away ! 

Some, the degraded slaves of Inst, 
Prostrate and trampled In the dust. 
Shall rise no more ; 
Others, by guilt and crime, maintain 
The scutcheon, that, without a stain, 
Tlielr fathers bore. 

Wealth and the high estate of pride. 

With what untimely speed they glide. 

How soon depart ! 

Bid not the shadowy phantoms stay, 

Tlie vassals of a mistress they. 

Of fickle heart. 

These gifts In Fortune's hands are found; 
Her swift revolving wheel turns round. 
And they are gone! 
No rest the inconstant goddess knows 
But changing, and without repose, 
Still hurries on. 

Even could the hand of avarice save 
Its gilded baubles, till the gravo 
Reclaimed its prey. 
Let none on such i)oor hopes rely ; 
Life, like an empty dream, flits by 
And where are they ? 

Earthly desires and sensual lust 

Arc passions springing from the dust,~ 

They fnde and die; 

But, In the life beyond the tomb. 

They seal the immortal spirit's doom 

Eternally ! 

Tlie pleasures and delights, which mask 
In treacherous smiles life's serious task, 
What are they, all. 
But the fleet coursers of the chase. 
And death an ambush in the race. 
Wherein we fall? 

No foe, no dangerous pass, we heed. 
Brook no delay,— but onward speed 
With loosened rein ; 
And, when the fatal snare Is near. 
We strive to check our mad career. 
But strive in vain. 

Could we new charms to age impart. 
And fashion with a cunning art 
The human face. 

As we can clothe the soul with light. 
And make tlie glorious spirit bright 
With heavenly gi*ace,— 

How busily each passing hour 
Should we exert that magic power 
What ardour sliow. 
To d(^ck the sensual slave of sin. 
Yet Umve the freebom soul within. 
In weeds of woe ! 

Monarchs, the powerful and the strong 
Famous In history and in song 
Of olden time, 
8»w, by the stern (JecreoH of fate, 

JTiclr kingdoms lost, and desolate 

"Tlwlr race sublime. 



Who is the champion ? who the strong? 

Pontiff and prles£ and sceptred throng? 

On these shall fall 

As heavily the hand of Death. 

As when it stays the shepherd's breath 

Beside his stalL 

I speak not of the Troian name. 

Neither Its glory nor its shame 

Has met our eyes ; 

Nor of Rome's great and glorious dead. 

Though we have heard so oft, and read. 

Their histories. 

Little avails It now to know 
Of ages passed so long ago, 
Nor how they rolled ; 
Our theme shall be of yesterday, 
Which to oblivion sweeps away. 
Like days of old. 

Where Is the King, Don Juan? Where 
Each prince and noble royal heir. 
Of Aragon ? 

Where are the courtly gallantries? 
The deeds of love and high emprise, 
In battle done ? 

Tourney and joust that charmed the eye. 
And scarf, and gorgeous panoply, 
And nodding plume,— 
What were they but a pageant scene? 
What but the garlands, gay and green. 
That deck the tomb? 

Where arc the high-born dames, and whcro 
Their gay attire, and jewelled hair, 
And odours sweet ? 

Where are the gentle knights, that came 
To kneel, and breathe love's ardent flame, 
Low at tholr feet? 

Where Is the song of Troubadour? 

Where are the lute and gay tambour 

They loved of yore ? 

Where is the mazy dance of old. 

The flowing robes, inwrought with gold. 

The dancers wore ? 

And he who next the sceptre swayed, 
Henry, whose royal court disf^ayed 
Such power and pride ; 
Oh, In what winning smiles arrayed. 
The world its various treasures laid 
His throne beside! 

But ah ! how false and full of gnllc 
That world, which wore so soft a smilo 
But to betray ! 

She, that had been his friend before. 
Now from tlic fated monarch tore 
Her charms away. 

The countless gifts, the stalely walls. 

The royal palaces, and halls. 

All filled with gold ; 

Plate with armorial beaHngs wrought. 

Chambers with ample treasures fraught. 

Of wealth untold ; 

The noble steeds, and harness bright. 
And gallant lord, and stalwart knight. 
In rich array,— 

Where shall we seek them now ? Alas t 
Like the bright dewdrops on the grass. 
They passed away. 

Ills brother, too, whoso factious zeal 
Usurped the sceptre of Castile, 
Unskilled to reign ; 
What a gay, brilliant court had he, 
When all the flower of chivalry 
Was in his train ! 

Thai Wftwe^ \YovrvX\vfe\\o\. \w%«i <>\\i%*J^ 
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of God ! that flamo by thoe, 
ng fierce and fearfully, 
;hed in tears ! 

dffhty Constable,— the true 
it^aster, whom we knew 
[ of all. 

>t a whisper of his pride,— 
Kloomy scaffold died, 

less treasures of his caro 

ts green, and cities fair, 

r power,— 

9 tbey ail bat grief and shame, 

» broken heart, when came 

ighour? 

brothers, proud and high, 

rhOj in prosperity, 

•ml kings; 

I the bravest and the best 

men of their high behest, 

erlings: 

their prosperous estate, 
1 exalted and elate 
sr and pride ? 
a transient gleam of light, 
rbich, glaring at its height, 
and died? 

. duke of royal name, 

nd count of spotless fame, 

ibntTe, 

.t the sword of empire wield, 

Death, hast thou concealed 
k grave I 

Is of mercy and of arms, 

1 days, or war's alarms, 
a dost show, 

thy stem and angry face, 
> orU iy all-powerful mace 
lirow 

■ed hosts, that threaten nigh, 

id standard flaunting higli, 

Usplaycd ; 

lements entrenched around, 

nd moated wall, and mound, 

ide, 

«d trench, secure and deep,— 

iannot one victim keep, 

from thee. 

a dost battle in thy wrath, 

tron afts pursue their path 

f- 

80 few the years wc live. 

It the life which thou dost give 

Indeed ! 

sorrows fall so fast, 
est hour is when at last 
s freed. 

are covered o'er with grief, 

ws neither few nor brief 

gloom; 

»te of real good. 

is cheerless solitude 

res bloom. 

mage begins in tears, 

in bitter doubts and fenrs, 

2spair; 

) many toils appear, 

ho lingers longest hero 

>st of care. 

I are bought with many a groan, 

t sweat of toll alone, 

y hearts ; 

h/ fa the approach of woe, 

lingering step and slow 

oarts. 



And he, the good man's shield and shade. 
To whom all hearts tlieir homage paid. 
As Virtue's son,- 

Roderic Manrlque,— he whose name 
Is written on the scroll of Fame, 
Spain's champion ; 

His signal deeds and prowess high 

Demand no iiompous eulogy,— 

Yc saw his deeds ! 

Why should their praise in verse be sung 

The name, that dwells on every tongue 

^'o minstrel needs. 

To friends a friend ;— how kind to all 
The vassals of this ancient hall 
And feudal flef ! 

To foes how stem a foe was ho ! 
And to the valiant and the free 
How brave a chief I 

What prudence with the old and wise 

What grace in youthful gaieties ; 

In all how sage ! 

Benignant to the serf and slave. 

He snowed the base and falsely bravo 

A lion's rage. 

His was Octavian's prosperous star. 

The rush of Ctesar's conquering car 

At battle's call ; 

His. Sclpio's virtue ; his, the skill 

And the indomitable will 

Of HannibaL 

His was a Trojan's goodness,— hl^ 

A Titus' noble charities 

And righteous laws; 

The arm of Hector, and the might 

Of Tnlly. to maintain the right 

In truth s just cause ; 

The clemency of Antonine, 
Aurellus' countenance divine, 
Fii-m, gentle, still : 
The eloquence of Adrian, 
And Theodosius' love to man. 
And generous will ; 

In tented field and bloody fray 
An Alexander's vigorous sway 
And stem command ; 
The faith of Constantine ; ay, more, 
The fervent love CamiUus bore 
His native land. 

He left no well-filled treasury. 

He heaped no pile of riches high, 

Nor massive plate ; 

He fought the Moors,— and, in their fall. 

City and tower and castled wall 

Were his estate. 

Upon the hard-fought battle-ground. 
Bravo steeds and gallant riders found 
A common grave; 

And there the warrior's hand did gain 
The rents, and the long vassal train, 
That conquest gave. 

And If. of old, his halls displayed 
The honoured and exalted grade 
His worth had gained. 
So, in the dark, disastrous hour. 
Brothers and bondsmen of his power 
His hand sustained. 

After high deeds, not left untold. 

In the stem warfare, which of old 

'Twas his to share. 

Such noble leagues he made, that more 

And fairer regions, than before, 

His guerdon vretft. 

These are the xewjT^ft. 'Vv^M. «Slw:t^^ 
Which, -wUh thehft.tv«i o\ >Jo^i»DL>^^fc^xwaw\ 

On history' ft paf(«\ 
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But with frosh victories lio drew 
Each fading character anew 
In his old age. 

By his unrivalled skill, by great 
And veteran service to the state, 
By worth adored, 
lie stood in his liigh dignity, 
The proudest Icnight of chivalry. 
Knight of the Sword. 

He found his cities and domains 
Beneath a tyrant's galling chains 
And cruel power; 
But, V)y fierce battle and l)lockade, 
Koon his own banner was dlsi>laycd 
From every tower. 

By the tried valour of his hand. 

His monarch and liis native land 

Were nobly served;— 

Let Portugal repeat the 8tor>', 

And proud Castile, who shared the glory 

His arms deserved. 

And when so oft. for weal or woe, 

Jlis life upon tlie fatal throw 

Hnd been cast down : 

When he had served with patriot zeal, 

Beneath the banner of Castile^ 

Jlis sovereigns crown; 

And done such deeds of valour strong, 

That neither history nor song 

Cnn count them all ; 

Then, on Ocaiia's castled rock. 

Death at his portal came to knock, 

With sudden cafl,— 

Saying, *' (lood Cavalier, prepare 
To leave this world of toil and caro 
With joyful mien; 

Let thy strong heart of steel this day 
I'ut on its armour for the fray, — 
The closing scene. 

" Since tliou hast been, in battlc-strlfc. 

So prodigal of hcaltli and life, 

For earthly fame. 

Let virtue nerve thy heart again ; 

J.oud on the last stern battle-phiin 

Tliej' call thy name. 

" Tljink not the struggle that draws near 

Too terrible for man,— 

To meet the foe : 

Jfor let thy nol)le spirit grieve. 

Its life of gloiious fame to leavo 

On earth below. 

*' A life of honour and of worth 

Has no eternity on earth,— 

'Tis but a name ; 

And yet its glory far exceeds 

That base and sensual life, which loads 

To want and shame. 

"Tlie eternal life, beyond the sky. 
Wealth cannot purchase, nor the high 
And i)n)ud estate : 

The soul in dalliance laid,- the spirit • 
Corrupt with sin,— shall not inherit 
A joy so great. 

" But the good monk, the cloistered cell, 

Khali gain it by his book and bell. 

His prayers and tears; 

And the brave kniglit, whose arm endures 

Fierce battle, and against tlie Moors 

His standard rears. 

"^Vnd thou, brave 
poured 



knight, whoso hand has 



The life-blood of the Pagan hordo 
O'er all the land: 

In heaven slialt thou receive, at length, 
The guerdon of thine eartliiy strength 
And dauntleaa hand. 



" Cheered onward by this promise sore, 
Htrong in the faith entire and pure 
Thou dost profess, 
Dei>art,— thy hope is certainty.— 
The third— the better lUe on high 
Shalt thuu possess." 

" O Death ! no more, no more delay; 

My spirit longs to flee away. 

And be at rest ; 

Tlie will of Heaven my will shall be, 

I bow to the divino decree, 

To God's behest. 

My soul is ready to depart. 

No thought rebels, the obedient heart 

Breathes forth no sigh : 

The wish on earth to linger still 

Were vain, when 'tis Gud's sovereign iriU 

That we shall die. 

•• O Thou, that for our sins didst tako 
A human form, and humbly make 
Thy home on earth: 
Thou, that to thy divinity 
A human nature didst ally 
By mortal birth. 

And in that fonn didst suffer hero 
Torment an agony, and foor. 
So patiently; 

By thy redeeming grace alone. 
And not for merits of my own. 
Oh, pardon me I" 

As thus the dying warrior prayed. 
Without one gathering mist or shiido 
Upon his mind : 
Encircled by his famllv. 
Watched l)y Affection's gentle eye 
So soft and kind ; 

His soul to Him, who gave it, roac; 

God lead it to its long repose, 

Its glorious rest ! 

And. though the warrior's sun has tot. 

Its light shall linger round us yet, 

Brlglit, radiant, blest.* 

* This poem of Manriquo is a great fHTDS 
in Spain. No less than tonr poetic Olossw 
running commentaries uiion it. have been | 
lished ; no one of which, however, possesses g 

E)etic merit. That of the Carihusian mi 
odrigo dc Vaideitcnas, is the liest. It Is kn 
as Olosa tie! Cartujo. There is also a prose C 
mentary by Luis dc Aranda. 

The following stanzas of the poem wer^ fo 
in the author s pocket after nis death on 
field of battie :— 

" O World ! so few tho years we live. 

Would that the life which thou dost gire 

Were life indeed ! 

Alas ! thy sorrows fall so fast. 

Our hap))iest liour Is wlien at last 

The soul is freed. 

" Our days arc covered o'er with gricr, 

And sorrows neither few nor brief 

Veil all in gloom ; 

Left desolate of real goml. 

Within this cheerless solitude 

So pleasures bloom. 

'♦ Thy pilgrimage begins In tears. 
And ends in bitter doubts and fears. 
Or dark despair; 
Midway so many tolls ap)>car. 
That he who lingers longest here 
Knows most of caro. 

I *» Tliy goods are bought with many a CTOoni 

By tne hot sweat of toil alone, 
I And weivry hearts ; 
\ F\eel.tv>o\ttA \^ \.Vi*.'. «».vp^<i«^Oa. «A ■«^^ 
\ l\\xt, vj \tYv a \Vutt«tVc\% «X«^ «N\ <««< 

\ U* lotm. Aevaxl^:' 



t£ GOOD SliEPIIERD. 

THE 8PAXISII OK LOPA DE VEQA. 

d! that with thiiio uiuurous sylvau 
Len tho slumber wliieh cncoiui)a»i>od 



97 



I'st tliy cr«ok from tho jiccurseil tree, 
I tliy iwwerful anu.s were stretched so 

f! 

to mercy's ever-flowinu fountains: 

my slicpherd, guiinl, und guide bhult 

T thy voice, and wait to sec 
ul beautiful upon tfie mountain!^. 
epherd! thou who for tiiy Huck art 

Iff. 

away these scarlet sins, for thou 

at the contrite sinner's vow. 

1— to thee mv weary soul Is crying,— 

one !— Yet wnv ask it, when I see, 

: nailed to ttic cross, thou'rt waiting 

for me ! 

TO-MORROW. 

a THR SPANISU OF LOPA DC VEQA. 

lat am I, tliat, with unccasincr care. 

St seek after me,— that tht>u didst wait, 
unhealthy dews, before my sate, 
the gloomy niuhts of winter there? 

I delusion!— that I did not ^rect 

t approach, and oh, to Heaven how 

rstttnde's unkindly frost 

sd the bleeding vi^mnds upon thy feet. 

ny guardian angel gently cried, 

tMD thy casement look, and thou shalt 

lertists to knock and wait for thee I" 
how often to that voice of sorrow, 
row wo will open," 1 replied, 
;n the morrow came I answered still, 

THE NATIVE LAND. 

IX SPAXISH OF FKAXC'ISCO DE ALDAKA. 

ant of light ! my native land on high, 
ttta a glory that shall never fade I 
of truth ! without a veil or sliadc, 
quiet meets tho Kpirlt's eye. 
reus the soul in its otiicreal essence, 
no longer for life's feeble breatli : 
;ineled in heaven, its glorious presence 
ring eye beholds, yet feat's not death. 
country ! banished from tliy shore, 
er in his prison-lKuiso of clay, 
uf spirit sighs and weeps for thee ! 
'^anf tho bright perfections 1 adore 
nd the sure promise cheers the way, 
.lither love aspires, there shall my 
ailing be. 



THE IMA(JE OF (lOD. 

HE SPAKI8U OF FRANCISC^O DE ALDANA. 

that seest, from yon starry height. 
In one the future and the past. 
nI in thine own image, see how fast 
rid o4>8cure8* in me what once was 
ght! 

Hun! tho warmth which thou hast 
en, 

life's flowery April, fast decays; 
lie hoarr winter of my days, 

green snail be my trust m heaven, 

King! Oh, let thy presence iuiss 
ly spirit, and an luiage fair 
et that look of mercy from on high, 
^ectetl image in a ftlasa 
>t tbo looli of Itim who seeks it there, 
tu being to tbo gazer's eye. 



THE BROOl^. 

FROM THE SPANISU. 



LAur.n of the mountain !— lyre of bird and tree! 
Pomp of tho meadow! mirror of tho mom! 
The soul of Aurll, unto wliom are bom 
Tlie rose and jessamine, leaps wild in thee! 
Although, where'er thy devious current strays, 
The lap of earth with gold and silver teems. 
To me thy clear proceeding brighter seems 
Than goideu sands, that chanu each shepherd's 

gaze. 
IIow without guile thy bo<;om. all transparent 
As the pure ci-ystal, lets the curious eye 
Thy secrets scan, thy smooth, round i)ebblc» 

count ! 
How, without malice murmurkig, glides thy 

current ! 

sweet simplicity of days gone by I 

Thou shnn'st the haunts of man, to dwell in 
limpid fount! 

THE CELE.STIAL PILOT. 

FROM DANTE. PUROATORIA, II. 

And now, behold ! as at the iu)proach of morn- 
ing 

Through the gross vapours. Mars grows fiery 
re«l 

I>o>vn in the west upon the ocean floor. 

Appeared to me,— may I again behold it !— 
A light along the sea, so swiftly coming. 
Its motion by no flight of wing Is equalled. 

And when therefrom I had withdrawn a little 
Mine eves, that I might question ray conductor, 
Again 1 saw it brighter grown and larger. 

Thereafter, on all sides of it, appeared 

1 knew n»t of white, and underneath. 
Little by little, there caUie forth another. 

Mv master yet hod uttered not a wonl, 

\\''hlle the nrst brightness into wings unfolded; 

But, when he clearly recognised the pilot, 

lie cried aloud: "Quick, quick, and bow tho 

knee! 
Rchold the* Angel of God ! fold up th>' hands! 
Henceforward shalt thou see such officers! 

" .See, how he scorns all himaan arguments. 

So that no oar he wants, nor other sail 

Than his own wings, between so distant shores ! 

" See, how he holds them, pointed straight to 

heaven. 
Fanning the air with the eternal pinions. 
That do not moult themselves like mortal hair!" 

And then, as nearer and more near us came 
The Bird of Heaven, more glorious he appeared, 
8t> that the ej-e could not sustain his presence, 

But down I cast it ; and ho came to shore 
With a smaM vessel, gliding swift and light. 
So that the water swallowed nought thereof 

IT|)on tho stem stood tho Celestial Pilot ! 
Beatitude seemed written in his face! 
And more than a hundretl spirits sat within. 

'• In exUu Israel out of Egypt !" 
Thus sang they all together in one voice, 
With whatso In that Psalm is after written. 
Then made he sign of holy rood upon them, 
Whereat all cast themselves npon tho shore. 
And he dei>arted swiftly as he came. 

THE TERRESTRIAL PARADISE. 

IX)>iowG alrcaAy to aeAtcVv Vtv wpSl'^*;^^^,.,.^ 
The hcavcn\y toteat, ^«iw»»\^\VJP~fj^^^,-, 
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WitliDUton ni(»rc ilolny 1 left the bank. 
Crossins tlic level doUntry slowly, slowly. 
Over tlie soil, that everywhere breathed fra- 
grauco. 

A gently-breathing air. that no mutation 
Had In itself, smote me upon the forehead. 
No heavier blow, than of a pleasant breeze. 

Wliereat the tremulous branches readily 

Did all of them bow dowuward towards that 

side 
Where Its first shadow casts the Holy Moun- 
tain; 

Yet not from their upright direction bent 
So that the little birds upon their tops 
Should cease the practice of theii* tuneful art ; 

But with fuli-fliroated joy, the hours of prime 
Shiging received they in the midst of foliage 
That made monotonous burden to their rhymes. 

Even as from branch to branch it gathering 

swells ' 

Through tlie pine forests on the shore of ChiassI, 
Wlicn iGolus unlooses the Sirocco. 

^\J ready my slow steps had led me on 
Into the ancient wood so far, that I 
Could see no more the place where I bad 
entered. 

And lo ! my farther course cut off a river, 
Which, towards the left hand, with its little 

waves, 
Bent down the grass that on its margin sprang. 

All waters that on earth most limpid are, 
Would seem to have within themselves some 

mixture, 
Compared with that, which nothing doth con- 
ceal. 

Although It moves on with a brown, brown 

current. 
Under the shade perpetual, that never 
llay of the sun lets In, nor of tlie moon. 

BEATRICE. 

FROM DANTE. PURGATORIO, XXX, XXXI. 

EvEX as the Blessed, in the new covenant. 
Shall rise up quickened, each one from his 

gi'ave, 
Wearing again the garments of the flesh. 

So, u])on that celestial chariot, 

A hundred rose ad rocem tanti senis, 

Ministers and messengers of life eternal. 

They all were saying ; " Benedictus qui renw," 
And scattering flowers above and round about, 
*■" Alanibus 0! datelilia plents." 

I once beheld, at the approach of day. 

The orient sky all stained with roseate hues. 

And the other heaven with light serene adorned, 

And the sun's face uprising, overshadowed, 
So that, by temperate influence of vapours. 
The cj'e sustained his aspect for long while ; 

Thus in the bosom of a cloud of flowers, 

Whicli from those hands angelic were thrown 

up. 
And down descended inside and without. 

With crown of olive o'er a snow-white veil, 
Apiieared a lad>'. under a green mantle. 
Vested in colours of the living flame. 

****** 
Even as the snow, among the living raftera 
Uiton the back ot Italy, congeals, 
Blowji on and beaten uy Scfavonian winds, 

And t/icn, dlasolving^ Alters through Itself, 
^yncuo'cr the land, that loses shadow, breattics, 
^iMoasa taper melt a betote aiirc. 



Even such 1 was, without a sigh or teaf. 
Before the song of those who chime for cvcf 
After the chiming of the eternal spheres ; 

But, when I heard in those sweet melodies 
Compassion for me, more than tliey had said, 
**0 wherefore, lady, dost thou thus cousa 
hhn?" 

The ice, that was about my heart congealed. 
To air and water changed, and, in my anguist 
Through lips and eyes came gushing frumi 
breast, 



Confusion and dismay, together mingled. 
Forced such a feeble •' Yes I" out of my moatl 
To understand it one had need of sight. 

Even as a cross-bow breaks, when 'tis d 

charged. 
Too tensely drawn the bow-string and tlie bo^ 
And with less force the arrow hits the mark ; 

So I gave way under this heavy burden. 
Gushing forth into bitter tears and sighs. 
And the voice, fainting, flagged upon its passa 

SPRING. 

FROM THE FRENCH OF CHARLES D'OIUX^'S X 
CENTURY. 

Gentle Spring!— in sunshine clad. 
Well dost thou thy power display ! 

For Winter maketh the light licart sad. 
And thou—thou makest the sad heart gay. 

He sees thee, and calls to his gloomy train. 

The sleet, and the snow, and the vrhid, and t 
rain; 

And tliey shrink away, and they flee hi fear. 
When thy merry step draws near. 

Winter giveth the flelds and the trees, so old, 
Their beards of icicles and snow : 

And the rain, it raineth so fast and cold. 
We must cower over the embers low ; 

And, snugly housed from the wind and weath 

Mope like birds that ai*e changing feather. 

But the storm retires, and the sky grows cieai 
When thy merry step draws near. 

Winter maketh the sun In the gloomy sky 
Wrap him round with a mantle of cloud ; 
But, Heaven be praised, thy step is nigh ; 
Thou tearest away the mournful shroud. 
And the earth looks bright, and Winter surly. 
Who has toiled for nought both late and early 
Is banished afar by the new-bom year, 
When thy merry step draws near. 

THE CHILD ASLEEP. 

FROM THE FRENCH. 

S\i'£ET babe ! true portrait of thy father's fact 
Sleep on the bosom, tliat thy lips lu 
pressed ! 

Sleep, iittle one ; and closely, gently place 
Thy drowsy eyelid on thy mother's breast. 

Upon that tender eye, my little friend, 
Soft sleep shall come, that cometh not to nu 

I watch to see thee, nourish thee, defend,— 
'Tis sweet to watch for thee,— alone for the* 

His arms fall down ; sleep sits upon his brow 
His eye is closed; he sleeps, nor dreams 
harm. 
Wore not his cheek the ap)>le's ruddy glow. 
Would you uot say ho slept on D^th's c 
arm. 

Awake, my boy !— I tremble with affright! 
AwftV^fc, «k,wA. eVvtisft this fatal thouglitf— I 

1\\\v\e cxc \i\jA. lot oTv<i TwatassBvX. «w VVwi^Xv^oXN 
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reeleiTor !— he bnt slept.— I brcnthe iiffain :— 
^Oine. gentle dreAms, the hour of ■Icep bc- 

foile! 
i! when •hall he, for whom I sigh In vAln, 
Mde me watch to see thy wakUig smile? 

THE GRAVE. 

VmOM THE AMGLO-SAXOX. 

For thee was a house built 
£re thou wast bom 
Fmr thee was a mould meant 
£re thou of mother earnest. 
But it is nut made readv, 
2ror its depth measured, 
Har is It seen 
How long it shall be. 
Kow I bring thee 
"Where thou shalt be ; 
Kow 1 shall measure thee. 
And the mould afterwards 

Thy house Is not 
nighiy timbered. 
It is unhigh and low ; 
When thou art therein. 
The heel-wa3'8 are low. 
The side-ways uuhigb. 
Hie roof is built 
Thy breast full nigh. 
Ho thou Shalt In mould 
l>weU full cold, 
l>imly and darlL 

I>o(»'le58 Is that house. 
And dark It is within ; 
There thou art fast detained, 
And Death hath the key. 
lioathsome is that eurtn-Uonsc, 
And grim within to dwell. 
There thou shalt dwell, 
And worms shall divide thee. 

Thus thou art laid. 
And leavest thy friends 
TIm>u hast no friend, 
Who will come to thee, 
Who will ever see 
How that house picaseth thco 
Who will ever open 
The door for thee. 
And descend after thee. 
For soon thou art loatlisomo 
And hateful to sec. 



KING CnJlISTIAN. 

k VATIOKAL SONQ Or DETOIAUK. FROM THR 
DANISH or JOOANNES KVALD. 

SO CHRiSTiAir stood by the lofty mast 

In mist and smoke ; 
s sword was hammering so fast, 
longh Gothic helm and brain it passed, 
len sank each hostile hulk and must. 

In mist and smoke, 
ly !" shouted they, " fly, he who can I 
bo lmiv» of Denmark's Christian 

The stroke?'* 

Is Juel gave heed to the tempest's roar, 

Now Is the hour! 
3 hoisted his blood-red flair once more, 
id smote upon the foe full sore, 
id shouted loud through the tempest's roar, 

*• Now is the hour!" 
Fly!" shouted they, *'for shelter, fly! 
' Denmark's Juel who can defy 

The power ?" 

orth Seal a gllmpsic of WcsscI rent 

Tliy mnrky sK.}-] 
ten chHmntons to thino arm a jrcrc sont^ 
rrurand Death glared where he wont ; 
mt the waves waa heard a wail t/iat rent 



Thy mnrky sky! 
From Denmark, thniidcrs Tordcn«tkIiir, 
Let each to Heaven commend hh soul, 

And fly I 

rath of the Dane to fame and might ! 

Dark-rolling Wave! 
Receive thy friend, who. scorning flight. 
Goes to meet danger with doi«pitc. 
Proudly as thou the temi>cst's might, 

I>ark-rolUng wave ! 
And amid pleasures and alarms. 
And war and victory, be thine arms 

My grave!* 

THE nAPPIEST LAND. 

FBAOMENT OF A MODEKX UALLAD. FROM THE 
GKKMAN. 

TnERK sat one day In quiet, 

By un alehouse on tlic Rhine, 
Four halo and hearty fellows. 

And drank the ))rccious wine. 

The landlord's daughter filled their cups. 

Around the rustic hoard ; 
Then sat they all so culm and still. 

And spake not one rude word. 

Bat when the maid dciwrtcd, 

A Swabian raised his hand. 
And cried, ail liut and flushed with wine, 

" Long live the Swabluu land ! 

*' The greatest kingdom upon earth 

Cannot with that compare : 
With all the stout and hardy men 

And the nut-brown maidens there." 

" Ha !" cried a Saxon, laughing.— 

And dashed his beard wltlt wine ; 
" 1 iiad rather live in I^pland, 

Than that Hwablun land of tliiiio ! 

" The goodliest land on all this enrth. 

It is the Saxon land ! 
There have I as many maidens 

As fingers on this hand !" 

" Hold vour tongues ! both Swablun and Saxon !" 

A bold bohemlan cries: 
" If there's a heaven uiwn this earth, » 

In Bohemia it lies. 

"There the tailor blows the flute. 

And the cobbler blows the honi. 
And the miner blows the bugle. 

Over mountain gorge and bourn." 

****** 
And then the landlord's daughter 

Up to heaven raised her hand, 
An(l said, " Ye may no more contend,— 

There lies the happiest land !" 

THE WAVE. 

FttOM THE GEBMAN OF TIEDOE. 

•• WnrrnBB, thou turbid wave ? 
"Whither, with so much haste, 
As if a thief wert thou?" 

" 1 am the Wave of Life, 
Stained with my margin's dust ; 
From the struggle and the strife, 
Of the narrow stream 1 fly 
To the Sea's Immensity, 
To wash from me tlic sllnio 
Of the muddy bunks of Time." 

* Nils Juel was a celebrated Danish Admiral, 
and Pcder Wessel, a Vice-Admiral, who for his 
great prowess received tlv<i \\ov^\\vt lV.t\ft.«A.Tss«- 
denskicl, or Tliunder-slneld. \\\ vAx^^s&vwA^^v^n^ssa 
a tailor's av>pTeu\Vcft,».\\«i TO?><i\o\\N». \v\^x ^wJ«.. • 
before the ag© ol WNViuVj-^X^VvVvCaKft-Xsa^^'^ 
KlUcd in a di\v:\ 
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THE DEAD. 
FKOM TUE GERMAN OF KLOPSTOCK. 

How they so softly rest, 
All. all the holy dead. 
Unto whose dwclling-placo 
>'ow doth my soul draw ooar! 
JIow they .so softly re^t. 
All in their silent graves, 
Deep to corruption 
Slowly down-sinking ! 

And they no longer weep. 
Here, where complaint is still I 
And thev no lonjrer feel, 
Here, where all Kladness flics I 
And, by the cypresses 
Hoftly o'ershadowed, 
Until the Ancel 
Calls them, they slumber. 

THE IJIRD AND THE SHIP. 

FKOM THE GERMAN OF MULLER. 

♦'The rivers rush into the sea, 

By castle and town they jjo; 
The winds behind them merrily 

Tlielr noisy trumpets blow. 

"llie clouds are passing far and high. 

We little birds in them play ; 
And everything that can sing and fly 

(iocs with us, and far away. 

" I greet thee, bonny boat ! Whither, or whence. 
With thy fluttering golden bond?" 

" I greet thee, little bird I to the wide sea 
1 haste from the narrow land. 

" B'ull and swollen is every sail ; 

I sec no longer a hill, 
1 have trusted all to the sounding gale, 

And it will net let me stand still. 

" And wUt thou, little bird, go with us? 

Thou mayest stand on the mainmast tall. 
For full to shiklng Is my house 

With merry companions all."— 

*'I need not and seek not company. 

Bonny boat, I can sing all alone ; 
For the mainmast tall too heavy am I, 

Bonny boat, 1 have wings of my own. 

"High over the the sails, high over the mast, 

Who shall gainsay these Joys? 
When thy merry companions arc still, at last. 

Thou snalt hear the sound of ray voice. 

" Who neither may rest, nor listen may, 

(Jod bless them every one! 
I dart away. In the liright blue day. 

And the golden fields of the sun. 

•'Thus do 1 sing my weary song. 

Wherever the foul winds blow; 
And this same song, my whole life long 

Neither Poet nor Printer may know.'* 



WHITHER? 

FROM THE GBRMAX OF iiuLLER. 

I HEARD a brooklet gushing 
From its rocky fountain near, 

Down into the valley rushing. 
So fresh and wondrous clear. 

1 know not what came o'er me. 
Nor who the counsel gave ; 

But 1 must hasten downward. 
All with mj'pilgi'lm stave ; 

Vowimard, nml ever farther, 
And ever the hrook boslde ; 
And ever fresher luuriDurccI, 
And 0rercJearer, the tide. 
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Is this the way I was going ? 

Whither, O brooklet, say! 
Thou hast, with thy soft mnrmnr, 

Murmured my senses away. 

Wliat de I say of a mormar ? 

That can no murmur be ; 
'Tis the water-nymphs, that arc singing 

Their roundelays andcr me. 

Let them sing, ray friend, let them n^on 

And wander merrily near : 
Tlie wheels of a mill are going 

In every brooklet clear. 



BEWARE? 

FROM TH£ aERUA.V. 

1 KNOW a maiden fair to sec. 

Take care I • 
She can both false and friendly be. 

Beware I beware I 

Trust her not. 
She is fooling thee ! 

She has two eyes, so soft an4 brown, 

Take care I 
She gives a sidc-glaiicc and looks dont 

lieware ! Beware I 

Trust her not. 
She is fooUng thee ! 

And she has hair of a goldon hao, 

Take care ! 
And what she says, it is not true, 

Beware! Beware! 

Trust her not. 
She is fooling thee I 

She has a bosom as white as snow, 

Take care I 
She knows how much it is best to she 

Beware! Beware! 

Trust her not. 
She is fooling thee! 

She gives thee a garland woven fair. 

Take care ! 
It Is a fool's cap for theo to wear, 

Beware! Beware! 

Trust her not. 
She is fooling thee ! 



SONG OF THE BELL. 

FROM THE GERMAN. 

Bell! thou soundest merrily. 
When the bridal party 

To the church doth hie; 
Bell ! thou soundest solemnly 
When on Sabbath roOTiiing, 

Fields deserted Uo ! 

Bell ! thou soundest merrily ; 
Tellest thou at evening. 

Bed-time -draweth nigh? 
Bell! thou soundest mournfully ; 
Tellest thou the bitter 

Parting hath gone by ! 

Say ! how canst thon mourn ? 
How canst thon rejoice? 

Thou art but metal dull ! 
And yet all our sorrowings, 
And all our rejoicings, 

Tliou dost feel them all I 

(lOd Imth wonders many. 
Which we cannot fathom. 
Placed within thy form ! 
\{ V\Q\\ \\\^ Xxcaxl \9i ^VcvYXw'j, 
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fi CASTL£ BY THE SEA. 

FKOM THE GERMAN OF UIILAKD. 

Jiou seen that lordly castle, 
■astle b V the Sea 'i 
and rea above it 
oads flout gorgconsly. 

Jn it would stuctP downward 
I mirrored wave below : 
1 it would soar upward 
evening's criuiiiou glow. 

lave I seen that castle, 
Astle by the Sea. 
moon above it standing, 
le mist rise solemnly." 

Inds and the waves of occnn, 
ley a merry chhue ? 
ou hear, from those lofty chambcr.t, 
irp and the minstrel's rhyme ?*' 

Inds and waves of the ocean, 
■estedly quietly, 

iard on the gale the sound of wail, 
Mtrs came to mine eye." 

rest thou on the turrets 
ing and his royal bride? 
wave of their crimson mantles ? 
le golden crown of pride '/ 

ey not forth In rapture, 
ifeoas maiden there ? 
lent as the monilug sun, 
ing with golden hair '/'* 

aw 1 the ancient parents, 

nt the crown of pride ; 

ire moYing slow in weeds of woe, 

liden was by their side !" 

THE BLACK KNIGHT. 
>]C THB OEBMAN OF UIILAKD. 

entecost. the Feast of Gladness, 

-oods and fields put off all sadness. 

began the King and spake ; 

m the halls 

•nt Hofburg's walls, 

oriant SjHrlng shall break." 

uid trumpets echo loudly, 

le crimson banuer-t pnuidly. 

balcony the King lookcil on ; 

•lay of spears, 

the cavaliers. 

1 the monarch's stalwart son. 

larrier of the fight 
last a sable Knight. 

Knight ! your name and scutcheon, say!'* 
d I speak it iiorc. 
id stand aghast with fear: 
I Prince of miglity sway I'* 

e rode into the lists. 

h of heaven grow black with mist, 

he castle 'gan to rock. 

Irst blow, 

: youth from the saddle-bow, 

y rises from the sliock. 

d -viol call the dances, 

ight through the high halls glances ! 

s a mighty shadow in { 

amner bland 

k the maiden's hand. 

with her the dance begin ! 

in sahle iron sark, 

a measure weird and dark, 

r clasped her limbs around. 

reast and hnir 

ill from her the fnlr 

rets, faded, to the ground. 
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To the sumptuous banquet came 
Every Knight HUil every Dame. 

'Twixt wm and dauKlitcr ad dIstrauKhr, 
Witli mournful mind 
rhe ancient KhiK reeliiied. 

Gazed at tlieui in silt-nt thought. 

Pale the children Imtli did ljM)k, 
But the gue>t a LH>aker tiNilc 

'• Golden wine will make you wliok- 1" 
The children dniiilc. 
Gave many a courteous tliank ; 

"Oh, that draught was very cool'" 

Each the Fatljor's breast embraces, 
Bon and daughter ; and tiieir faccj 

(■olourleMS grow utterly. 
Whichever way 
Lo<»ks the fear-stnirk father gra}-, 

lie beholds his children die. 

"Woe, the blessed children both 
Takest thou in tlie Joy of j-outh ; 

Take me, tini. the Joyless father !*' 
Spake the grim Guest, 
From his hollow, cavernous breast, 

"Hoses In the Spring I gather:" 

BONO OF THE SILENT L.IND. 

VBOX TUB GEKMA^f OF SALI3. 

iJfTO the Silent Land ! 

Ah ! who shall lend us thither? 

Clouds in the evening sky nirire darklv pat hor. 

And shattered wrecks He thicker on the strand. 

Who leads us with a gentle hand 

Thither, oh. thither. 

Into the Silent Land I 

Into the Silent Land ! 

To you, ye boundless regions 

Of all perfection ! Tender morning visions 

Of beauteous souls! The Future's pledge and 

band ! 
Who in Life's battle Arm doth stand. 
Shall bear Hope's tender blossoms 
Into the Silent Land! 

OLtfnd! OLand! 

For all the broken-hearted 

The mildest herald by tmr fate allotted, 

Beckons, and with Inverted torch doth stand 

To lead us with a gentle hand 

Into the land of the great Departed, 

Into the Silent Loud ! 



LENVOr. 

Ye voices, tliat arose 

After the Evening's close. 

And whispered to my restless heart repose; 

(so. breathe it in the car. 

Of all who doubt and fear. 

And say to them, '* Bo of good cheer !' 

Te sounds, so low and calm. 

That In the groves of bnhn 

Seemed to me like an angel's psalm I 

Go, mingle yet once more 

With the perpetual roar 

Of the pine forest, dark and hoar! 

Tongues of the dead not lost. 
But sneaking from death's frost. 
Like nery tongues at i*cntecost! 

(UlmmcT. aft tvLtvwAWtvtwp*, 
Amid U\c c\\\\\h auCi dt^vxim 
Of th© \aat p\&Vvi "w\»itt v>««X\x ^w^.mol^x 
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THE SKELETON IN AEMOUE. 

[TuK following ballad was suggested to me 
while riding on the sea>shore at Newport. A 
year or two previous a sltelcton had been dug up 
at Fall River, clad in broken and corroded ar- 
mour; and tlie idea occurred to me of connect- 
ing it with the Hound Tower at Newport, gene- 
rally known hitherto as the Old Wlnd-MiU, 
though now claimed by the Danes as a work of 
their early ancestors. Professor Eafn, in the 
Memoires de la Soctete Royale des Antiquairet du 
Nord, for 1838-1839, says :— 

"There is no mistaking in this instance the 
style in which tlie more ancient stone edifices of 
tlie North were constructed, the style which be- 
longs to the Roman or Ante-Gothic architecture, 
and which, especially after the time of Charle- 
magne, diffused itself from Italy over the whole 
of the West and North of Europe, where it con- 
tinued to predominate until the close of the 12th 
century ; that style, which some authors have, 
from one of its most striking characteristics, 
called tlie round-arch style, the 
England Is denominated Saxon 
Nurman architecture. 

" On the ancient structure In Newport there 
are no ornaments remaining, which might pos- 
sibly have served to guide us in assigning the 
probable date of its erection. That no vestige 
whatever Is found of the pointed arch, nor any 
api>roximation to it, is indicative of an earlier 
rather than of a later period. From such cha- 
racteristics as remain, however, wo can scarcely 
form any other inference than one. In which I 
am persuaded that all, wiio nro familiar with 
Old-Northern Architecture, will concur, that 

THIS BUILDING WAS RRECTED AT A PERIOD DECI- 
DEDLY NOT LATER THAN THE 12TII CENTURY. ThIS 

remark applies, of course, to the originlil building 
only, and not to the alterations tliat it subse- 
quently received ; for there arc several such 
alterations in the upper part of the building 
which cannot be mistaken, and which were most 
likely occasioned by its being adapted in modern 
times to various uses, for example, as tlie sub- 
structure of a wind-mill, aud latterly as a hay 
magazine. To the same times may be referred 
the windows, the fire-place, and the apertures 
made above the columns. That this building 
could not have been erected for a wind-mill, Is 
what an architect will easily discern.*' 

I will not enter into a discussion of the point. 
It is sufficiently well established for the purpose 
of a ballad; though doubtless many an honest 
citizen of Newport^ho has passed his days in 
sight of the Round Tower, will be ready to ex- 
claim with Sancho : " God bless me ! did I not 
warn you to have a care of what yon were 
doing, for that it was nothing but a wind-mill : 
and nobody could mistake it, but one who had 
the like in his head."] 



"Speak! speak! thou fearful guest I 
mio. with thy bcfllow breast 
StUI Jn rude armour drest^ 
Couioat to daunt me I 
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Wrapt not in Eastern balms, 
liut with thy fleshless palms 
Stretched, as if asking alms. 
Why dost thou hatmt me?" 

Tlien, from those cavernous eyes 
Pale flashes seemed to rise, 
As when the Northeni skies 

Gleam In December; 
And, like the water's flow 
Under December's snow. 
Came a dull voice of woe 

From the heart's clmmber. 

"I was a Viking old! 

My deeds, though manifold. 

No Skald in song has told. 

No Saga taught thee ! 
Take heed, that in thy verse 
Thou dost the tale rehearse. 
Else dread a dead man's corse I 

For this I sought thee. 

*• Far in the Northern Land, 
By the wild lialtic's strand, 
I, with my childish hand. 

Tamed the ger falcon ; 
And, with my skates fast-bound. 
Skimmed the half-frozen Sound, 
That the poor whimpering houn4 

Trembled to walk on. 

" Oft to his frozen lair 
Tracked I the grisly bear. 
While from my path the hare 

Fled like a shadow : 
Oft through the forest dark 
Followed the were-wolf's bark. 
Until the soaring lark 

Sang from the meadow. 

" But when I older grew. 
Joining a corsair's crew. 
O'er the dark sea I flew 

With the marauders. 
Wild was the life we led ; 
Many the souls that sped. 
Many the hearts that bled, 

Jty our stem orders. 

"Many a wassail bout 
Wore the long Winter out ; 
Often our midnight shout 

Set the cocks crowing. 
As we the Berserk's tale 
Measured In cups of ale. 
Draining the oaken pall. 

Filled to o'erflowlng. 

** Once as I told in glee 
Tales of the stormy sea. 
Soft eyes did gaze on me. 
Burning yet tender ; 
And as the white stars shine 
On the dark Norway pine. 
On that dark heart of mine 
Fell tlieir soft splendour. 

" I wooed the blue-eyed maid. 
Yielding, yet half afraid, 
A\\v\ \iv VVvfc lotcHt'* shade 
Out \ov«%"vwfc\i\\^v^s!\ 
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tinder its loosened vest 
Flattered her little breast. 
Like birds within thoir nest 
By the hawk, frighted. 

"* Briffht in her father's hall, 
Shields gleamed apon the wall. 
Load sang the minstrels all, 

Chaunting his glory ; 
When of old Hildebrand 
I asked his daughter's liand, 
'Hate did the minstr<)ls stuud 

To hear my stor>. 

** While the brown ale ho qaaffod, 
Load then the champion langhed. 
And as the wind-gusts waft 

The sea-foam brightly. 
So the loud laugh of scorn. 
Out of those lips unshorn. 
From the deep-drinking-horn 

Blew the foam lightly. 

*' She was a Prince's child, 

I but a Yiklng wild, 

And though she blushed and smiled, 

I was discarded ! 
Khould not the dove so white 
Follow the sea-mew's flight. 
Why did they leave that night 

Her nest unguarded? 

** Scarce had I put to sea. 
Bearing the maid with mo,— 
Fairest of all was she 

Among the Norsemen ! 
When on the white-sea-straud, 
Waving his armed hand, 
Saw we old Hildebrand, 

With twenty horsemen. 

** Then launched they to the blast. 
Bent like a reed each mast, 
Yet we were gaining fast, 

When the wind failed us ; 
And with a sudden flaw 
Came round the dusty 8kaw 
So that our foe wo saw 

I^augh as. ho hailed us. 

** And as to catch the gale 
Round veered the flapping sail. 
Death ! was the helmsman's hail, 

Death without quarter ! 
Hid-ships with iron keel 
Struck we her ribs of steel ; 
Down her black hulk did reel 

Through the black water! 

"As with his wings aslant, 
Hails the fierce cormorant. 
Seeking some rocky haunt, 

With his prey laden. 
So toward the open main. 
Beaten to sea again. 
Through the wild hurricane. 

Bore I the maiden. 

** Three weeks we westward bore. 
And when the stonn was o'er, 
Cloud-like we saw tlie slioro 

Stretching to lee ward; 
There for my lady's bower 
Built I the lofty tower, 
Which, to this very hour. 

Stands looking sea-ward. 

** There lived we many ycnn ; 
Time dried the maiden's tears ; 
She had forgot her fears, 

She was a mother : 
Death closed her mild bine eyes. 
Under that tower she lies ; 
He 'cr shall the sun arise 
Ou such another! 



" Still grew my Imsom then. 
Still as a stugiinnt fun ! 
Hateful to me were men. 
The sunlight hateful ! 
In the vast forest here, 
Clad in my warlike gear, 
Full I upon my spear, 
O death was grateful ! 

** Thus, seamed with many scars. 
Bursting these prison bars. 
Up to its native stars 

My soul ancendcd ; 
Tliere from the flowing bowl 
Deep drinks the warrior's soul, 
Skoal! to tlie Korthhtnd ! skoal T* 

—Thus tlio tale ended. 



THE WRECK OF THE HESPERUS. 

It was the schooner Hesperus, 

That sailed the wint ry sea ; 
And the skipper had taken his little daughter. 

To bear lilm company. 

Blue were her eyes as the fairy-flax, 
Her cheeks like the dawn of day, 

And her bosom white as the hawthorn buds, 
That ope in the month of May 

Tlie skipper he stood beside the helm, 

His pipe was in his moutli. 
And he watched how the veering flaw did blow 

The smoke now West, now South. 

Then up and spake an old Sailor, 

Had sailed the Spanish main, 
" 1 pray thee, put into yonder port. 

For I fear a hurricane. 

" Last night the moon had a golden ring, 

And to-night no moon we see !' 
The skipper he blew a whiff from his pii^e. 

And a scornful laugh laughed he. 

Colder and louder blew the wind, 

A gale from tlie North-east : 
Tlie snow fell hissing in the brine. 

And the billows frothed like yeast. 

Down come the storm, and smote amain 

The vessel in its strength ; 
She shuddered and paused, like a frighted steed, 

Then leaped her cable's length. 

'*Come hither! come hither! my little 
daughter, 

And do not tremble so ; 
For I can weather the roughest gale, 

That ever wind did blow."— 

He wrapped her warm In his seaman's coat, 

Against the stinging blast ; 
He cut a rope from a broken siwr. 

And bound her to the mast. 

" O father! 1 hear the church-bells ring. 

Oh, say, what may it be?" 
" 'Tis a fog-bell on a rock-bound coast !"— 

And he steered for the open sea. 

'* O father! I hear the sound of gims. 

Oh, say, what may it be V" 
" Some ship in distress, that cannot live 

In such an angry sea!" 

" O father, I see a gleaming light, 

Oh, say, what niny it be?" 
But the father answered never a word, 

A frozen corpse was he. 



* In Scandinavia thU Is the cvLSlcwsvwr^ ^»J».\!k- 
tlon w\\ti\ Olt\tvVA\\% \\<6,«^»£v. \ AxKs<i ^^"^N^'^ 
1 changed the onYvoww^-X^v^ ^^^ ^^ ^«t^> Vcw w^sx 
I to preserve lVifecottfttX\KOTi\«tfi\*XVMv. 
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Lashed to the helm, all stiff and stark, 
Wltn his face turned to the skies. 

The lantern gleamed through the glcammgs now 
On his fixed and glassy eyes. 

Then the maiden clasped her hands and prayed 

That saved she might be : 
^Vnd she thought of Christ, who stUled the wave 

On the Lake of Galilee. 

And fast through the midnljiht dark and drear, 
TlirouKh the whistling sleet and snow, 

Like a shcetoil ghost, the vessel swept 
Towards the reef of Jsormau s Woe. 

And ever the Qtful gusts between 
A sound caine from the land : 
It was the sound of the trampling sen. 
On the rocks and the hard sea-sand. 

The breakers were right beneath her bows, 

.She drifted a dreary wreck. 
And a whooping billow swept the crew 

Like icicles from her deck. 

She struck where the white and fleecy waves 

Looked soft as carded wool. 
But the cruel rocks, they gored her Kidc, 

Like the horns of an angry bull. 

Her rattling shrouds, all sheathed In Ice, 
With the masts went by the board ; 

Like a vessel of glass, she stove and sank, 
llo ! ho ! the breakers roared ! 

At daybreak, on the bleak sea-l)each, 

A fishennan stood aghast. 
To sec the form of a raaidon fair, 

Lashed close to a drifting mast. 

The salt sea was frozen on her breast, 

Tlie salt tears in her eyes ; 
And he saw her hair, like the brown sea-weed, 

On the billows fall and rise. 

Such was the wreck of the Ilesperas, 

In the midnight and the snow J 
Christ save us all from a death like this, 

On the reef of Norman's Woe ! 



LONGKELLOWS POETICAL WORKS. 



THE LUCK OF EDEKHALL. 

FROM THE OKKMAN OF UHLA3JD. 

[The tradition npon which this ballad 



is 



founded, and the "shards of the Luck of Eden- 
hall," still exist In England. The goblet is In 
the possession of Sir Christopher Mnsgrave, 
Bart , of Eden Hall, Cumberland, and is not so 
entirely shattered as the ballad leaves it.) 

Of EdenhaU, the youthful Lord 

Bids sound the festal trumpet s call; 

He rises at t he banquet board. 

And cries, 'mid the drunken revellers all, 

" Now brhig mo the Luck of EdenhaU'." 

Tlie butler hears the words with pain, 
The house's oldest seneschal. 
Takes slow from its silken cloth again 
The drinking glass of crystal tall ; 
They call It The Luck of EdenhaU. 

Tlien said th« Lord, "This glass to praise, 

FiU with red* wine from Tort u gal !" 

The gray-beard with trembling hand obeys ; 

A purple light shines over all. 

It ueams from the Luck of EdenhaU. 

Then speaks the Lord, and waves it light, 
" This glass of flashing crystal tall 
Gave to my sires the Fountain-Sprite • 
She wrote in it, If this glass doth/ally 
Farewell then, Luck of EdenhaU! 

" 'Twas right a goblet the Fate shonla be 
Of the Joyous race of EdenhaU ! 
Deep draughts drink we right willingly ; 
And wilUngly ring, with merry caH, 
KUngl klang! totboLnckof iSdcnhaU!" 



First rings it deep, and fnU and mUd, 
Like to the song of a nightingale : 
Then like the roar of a torrent wild ; 
Then mutters at last like the tlianaors fall. 
The glorious Luck of EdenhaU. 

" For its keeper takes a race of might, 
Tlie fragile goblet of crystal taU; 
It has lasted longer than is risbt; 
Kling ! klang !— with a harder olow than all 
WiU 1 try the Luck of Edenbidll" 

As the goblet ringing flies apart. 
Suddenly cracks the vaulted hall 
And through the rift the wUd flames start ; 
The guests in dust are scattered alL 
With the breaking Luck of EdcidiaU! 

In storms the foe, with Arc and swptd ; 
He in the night had scaled the walU 
Slain by tlie sword lies the yoathipl Lord, 
But holds in his hand the crystal tall. 
The shattered Lupk of EdenhaU. 

On the morrow the butler gropes illonc, 
The gray-beard in the desert hall. 
He seeks his Lord's burnt skeleton. 
He seeks In the dismal nitn's fall 
The shards of the Luck of EaenhoIL 

" The stone waU,' salth he, "doth faU aside 
Down must the stately columns fall; 
Glass is this earth's Luck and Pride ; 
In atoms shaU fall this earthly ball 
One day like the Lock of EdenhaU 1 * 

THE ELECTED KXIGIIT. 

FROM TBB DASISH. 

[The following strange and somewhat mystical 
ballad is from Nyemp and Uahbek*a **Danske 
Viser " of the Middle Ages. It seems to refer to 
the first preaching of Christlanltj In the Nortli, 
and to the institution of Knight-Errantry. The 
three maidens I suppose to he Faith. Hope, aud 
Charity. Tlic Irregularities of the original have 
been carefuUy preserved in the translation.] 

Sir Oluf he rideth over the plain, 

Full seven miles broad and seven miles whle. 
But never, ah never, can meet with the man 

A tilt with him dare ride. 

He saw under the hUl-slde 

A Knight full well equipped ; 
His steed was black, his helm was barred; 

Ho was riding at fnU speed. 

He wore upon his spurs 

Twelve little golden birds; 
Anon he spurred his steed with a clang. 

And there sat aU the birds and sang. 

He wore upon his mall 

Twelve little golden wheels 
Anon in eddies the wUd wind blew, 

And round and round the wheels they now. 

He wore before his breast 

A lance that was poised in rest ; 
And it was sharper than dlamond-stonc, 

It made Sir Oluf's heart to groan. 

He wore upon his helm 

A wreath of ruddy gold; 
And that gave him the Maidens Tlirec, 

The youngest was fair to behold. 

Sir Oluf questioned the Knight oftsoon 
If he were come from Heaven down: 

" Art thou Christ of Heaven?" quoth he 
"So win 1 yield me unto thee.^ 

" 1 am not Christ the great, 

Thou Shalt not yield thee yet; 
I am on unknown Knight, 

Three modest Maidens hare me bedight" 
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"Art thona Knlgtit elected. 

And have three Maidens theo bedight? 
80 Shalt thOQ ride a tilt this duT, 

For all the Maidens' honour T* 

The first tilt they together rode 
They put their steeds to the test ; 

The second tilt they together rode. 
They proved their manhood best. 

The third tilt they together rode, 
jielther of them -\voald vieid ; 

The fourth tilt they together rode, 
They both fell on the field. 

Now llo the Lords upon the plaia. 

And their blootl runs unto death ; 
Now sit the Maidens in the high tower, 

Tho youngest sorrows till death. 



THE CHILDREN OF THE LOKD'8 SUPPER. 

FBOM THE bWXDISH OF BISHOP TEGSiEH. 

PssTECOST. day of rejoicing, had come. The 

church of the village 
Gleaming stood in the morning's sheen. On the 

iipire oi the belfry. 
Tinned with a vane of metal, the friendly flames 

of the 8prlng-8un , ,. ,^ . 

Glanced like tho tongues of fire, behold by 

Apostles aforetime. 
Clear was the heaven and bine, and May, with 

her cap crowned with roses. 
Stood in her holiday dress in the fields, and the 

wind and the brooklet 
MnimuTed gladness and pcftcc, God's pence 

with lips rosy-tinted 
Whispered the race of the flowers, and merry on 

MUanchig branches ^ 

Blids were singing their carol, a Jubilant hymn 

to the Highest. . ^ , . , 

Swept and clean was the churchyard. Adonied 

Uke a leaf -woven arbour 
Mood its old-fashioned gate; and within upon 

each cross of iron . , ^ ». *, 

Hnngwas a fragrant garland, new twined by the 

hands of affection , ,„ ^ 

Even the dial, that stood on a hillock among the 

departed, 
(There full a hundred years had it stood,) was 

embellished with blossoms. , , . , ,^, 

Like to the patriarch hoary, the sage of his kith 

and the hamlet, ^ ^ , „_, , 

Who on his birthday Is crowned by chUdrcn and 

children's children. ^ ^ ,^, ., 

80 stood the ancient prophet, and mute with his 

pencil of Iron , , ,. ^ 

Marked on the tablet of stone, and measured the 

time and Its changes. 
While all around at his feet, and eternity slum- 
bered In quiet. ^ ^ , .,., 
Also the church within was adorned, for this 

was the season .^ , ^- 

When the young, their parents' hope, and the 

lovc^-ones of heaven. 
Should at the foot of the altar renew the vows of 

their baptism. 
Therefore each nook and comer was swept ana 

cleaned, and the dust was 
Blown from the walls and ceiling, and from the 

oil-painted Ijenches. ., t. . 

There stood the church like a garden; the Feast 

of the Leafy Pavilions* 
Saw we In living presentment. From noble arms 

on the church wall , ^ . ^ 

Grew forth a cluster of leaves, and the preachers 

pulidt of oak-wood , ., .,. , 

Budded once more anew, as aforetime the rod 

before Aaron. 



Wreathon thereon was the Bible with loaves, 

and the dove, washed with silver, 
Under Its canopy fastened, had on it a necklace 

of wliul-lloVers. 
But in front of the choir, round the altar-piece 

IMiinted by llor»)erg,* 
Crept a garland gigantic; and bright-curling 

tresses of angels. 
Peeped like tho sun from a cloud, from out of tho 

shadowy li'af-work. 
Likewise the lustre of brass, new-polished, 

blinked fnnn the ci'ilincr, 
And for lights there were lilies of Pentecost set 

in the soi-kets. 
Loud rang tho bells already; the thronging 

crowd was assembled 
Far from valleys and hills, to list to the holy 

prt-achlng. 
Hark! then roll forth at once the mighty tones 

from the organ, , . , 

Hover like voices from God. aloft like invisible 

spirits. ^ ^ 

Like as Ellas In heaven, when he cast off from 

him his mantle. 
Even so cast off the soul Its garments of earth ; 

and with ono voice 
Chimed in the congregation, and sang an anthem 

Immortal ... . x,. 

Of the sublime Wallin,t of David's harp in tho 

North-land 
Tuned to the choral of Luther; the song on its 

powerful pinions ... ^ .. x, x 

Took ever>' living soul, and lifted it gently to 

heaven, . „ . «. , 

And every face did shine like the Holy One s 

face upon Tabor. , , ^ ^, 

Lo! there entered then Into the church tho 

Reverend Teacher. , , 

Father he higbt and he was In the parish; a 

christlanly plainness ., ,^ 

Clothed from his head to his feet the old man of 

seventy winters. ^ . , 

Friendly was he to behold, and glad as tho 

heralding angel 
Walked he auiong the crowd, but still a contem- 
plative grandeur 
Lay on his forehead as clear, as on moss-covered 

grave-stone a sunbeam. 
As In his inspiration (an evening twilight that 

faintly , , *, 

Gleams in the human soul, even now, from tho 

day of creation) . . u* 

Th' Artist, the friend of heaven, imagmes St. 

John when In Patmos, 
Grey, with his eyes uplifted to heaven, so seemed 

then the old man; 
.Such was the glance of his eye, and such were 

his tresses of silver. 
All the congregation arose in the pews that were 

nnmbered. ^^ , , ^ j x, , /i. 

But with a cordial look, to the right and the left 

hand, the old man, , , *, 

Nodding all hall and pciice, disappeared In the 

Innermost chancel. , ^ ,. ^, . ,,^ 

Simply and solemnly proceeded the Christian 

service 
Singing and' prayer, and at last an ardent dis- 
course from the old man. X,. X X r 
Many a moving word and warning, that out of 

the heart came. 
Fell like the dew of momlng, like manna on 

those In the desert. , ^ ,. «, , 

Afterwards, when all was finished, the Teacher 

reentered the chancel. 
Followed therein bv the young. On the right 

hand the boyshad their places. 



* Tlie Feast of the Tabernacles : In Swedish, 
Ififh^ddokStnideH, the X^af-huts'-blgh-tide- 



* The peasant-painter of Sweden. He Is known 
chiefly by his altar-pieces In the village churches. 

t A distinguished pulpit-orator and poet. Ho 
is particularly remarkable for th<j Iwicasa.^ «oo. 
sublimity of Wa vaatova. 
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DcUcato fliinires, with close-carllng hair and 
checks rosy-bloominj?. 

But on the left hand of these, there stood the 
tremulous lilies, 

Tinged with the blushing light of the morning, 
the dithdent maidens,— 

Foldhig their liauds in prayer, and their eyes 
cast down on the pavement. 

Now came, with question and answer, the cate- 
chism. In tiie beginning 

Answered the children with troubled and fal- 
tering voice, but the old man's 

Glances of kindness encouraged tliem soon, and 
the doctrines eternal 

Flowed, like the waters of fountains, so clear 
from lips un)K)Iluted. 

'Wliene'er the answer was closed, and as oft as 
they named the Redeemer, 

Lowly louted the boys, and lowly the maidens 

aII COlHT^CSicd 

Friendly the Teacher stood, like an angel of 

light there among them, 
And to tiic children explained he the holy, the 

highest, in few words, 
Thorougli, yet simple and clear, for sublimity 

always is simple. 
Both in sermon and song, a child can seize on 

its meaning. 
Even as the green-growing bud is unfolded when 

Spring-tide approaches. 
Leaf by leaf is develoixid, and, warmed by the 

radiant sunshine. 
Blushes with purple and gold, till at last the 

I^erfccted blossom 
Opens its odorous chalice, and rocks with its 

crown in the breezes, 
80 was unfolded licrc the Christian lore of salva- 
tion. 
Line by line from tlie soul of childhood. Tlic 

fathers and mothers 
Stood behind tiiem in tears, and were glad at 

each well-worded answer. 

Now went the old man up to the altar;— and 
straightway transfigured 

(So did it seem unto me) was then the affec- 
tionate Teacher. 

Like the Lord's Propliet sublime, and awful as 
Death and as Judgment, 

Stood he, the God-commissioned, the soul- 
searcher, earthward descending. 

Glances, sharp as a sword, into liearts, that to 
him were transparent. 

Shot he; his voice was deep, was low like the 
til under afar off. 

So on a sudden transfigured he stood there, he 
spake and ho questioned. 

" This is the faith of the Fathers, the faith the 

Auosties delivered 
This Is moreover the faith wiiereunto 1 baptised 

you, while still ye 
Lay on your mother's breasts, and nearer the 

portals of heaven. 
Slumbering received you tlion the Holy Church 

in its bosom ; 
Wakened from sleep are ye now, and the iiglit 

in its radiant splendour 
Rains from the heaven downward;— to-day on 

the threshhold of childhood 
Kindly she frees yon again, to examine and 

make your election. 
For she knows nought of compulsion, and only 

convicti#i deslreth. 
This is the hour of yonr trial, the turning-point 

of existence. 
Seed for tlie coming days; without revocation 

departeth 
Now from your lips the confession. Bethink ye, 

before ye make answer I 
TbJnk notf on think not with guile to deceive the 
questioning Teacher. 
Sharp Is hla eve tp-day. and a, curse ever re^ta 
npon falsehood. 



Enter not with a lie on life's Journey: tbc mnltl- 

tude hears you. 
Brothers and sisters and parents, what dear' 

upon earth is and holy 
Standeth before your sight as a witness; the 

Judge everlasting 
Looks from the sun down upon you, and angels 

in waiting beside him 
Grave your confession in letters of fire, upon 

tablets etemaU 
Thus then,— believe ye In God, In tlio Father 

who this work! created? 
Ilim who redeemed It the Son, and the Spirit 

where both arc united ? 
Will ye promise mo here, (a holy promise!) to 

cherish 
God more than all things earthly, and every 

man as a brother? 
Will ye promise me here, to confirm your faith 

by yonr living, 
Th' heavenly faith of affection! to hope, to ft»^ 

give, and to suffer. 
Be what it may your condition, and walk before 

God in aprfghtness. 
Will ye promise me this before God and man?' — 

Answered the young men, Yes! and Yes! with 
lips softly-breathing 

Answered the maidens eke. Then dissolved 
from the brow of the Teacher ■ 

Clouds with the thunders therein, and he spake 
in accents more gentle. 

Soft as the evenUig's breath, as harps by Baby- 
Ion's rivers. 

" Hail, then, hail to yon all I To the hehrdom 

of heaven be ye welcome! 
Children no more from this day, but by covenant 

brothers and sisters! 
Yet,— for what reason not children ? Of such is 

the kingdom of heaven. 
Here upon earth an assemblage of children, in 

heaven one Father, 
Ruling them all as his household,— forgiving In 

turn and chastising. 
That is of human lifo a picture, as Scripture 

has taught us. 
Blessed are the pure before God! Upon purity 

and upon virtue 
Resteth the Christian Faith; she herself from 

on high is descended. 
Strong as a man and pure as a child, is the sum 

of the doctrine. 
Which the Divine One ta^^ght, and suffered and 

died on the cross for. 
Oh! as ye wander this day from childhood's 

sacred asylum 
Downward and ever downward, and deeper hi 

Ages chill valley. 
Oh! how soon will ye come,— too so<m!— and 

long to turn backward 
Up to its hill-tops again, to the sun-lllomlued, 

where Judgment 
Stood like a father before you, and Pardon, dad 

like a mother, 
Gave you her hand to kiss, and the loving Iwart 

was forgiven. 
Life was a play and your hands grasped after 

the roses of heaven. 
Seventy years have I lived already; the Father 

eternal 
Gave me gladness and care; but the loveliest 

hours of existence. 
When I have steadfastly gazed in their eves, I 

have instantly known them, ^ 
Known them ail agahi;— they were my cliUd- 

hood's acquaintance. 
Thorcforc take fromiienceforth, as guides In the 

imths of existence, 
PraycT, \v\tVv \v<iT eyes raised to heavon, and 
\ l\\T\oteT\c<i,\>\\Afe oV TaavC ?> 0£\\V\\\vsw\, 

\ \s*OT\Ci ol X\vft \A<j%w;^ 
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BeantifaL and in her hnnd a lily ; on life's rour- 

ing billows 
Svlnss she In mfety, nho hcedcth them not, in 

the ship she is slecnhig. 
Ctlmly she gazes arouna in tlio tunnoil of men ; 

in the desert 
Angels descend and minister unto her; she Iicr- 

self knoweth 
Kangtit of her glonous attendance ; but follows 

faithful and linmble, 
FoUoirs so long as she may her friend ; oh, do 

not reject her, 
For she coraeth from God and she holdeth the 

keys of tlie heavens.— 
Pmycr is Innocence, friend; and willingly 

flyeth incessant 
*l^ixt the earth and the sky, tlio carrier-pigeon 

of heaven. 
Smi of Eternity, fettered in Time, and an exile, 

the Spirit 
Tigs at his chains evermore; and struggles like 

flames ever upward. 
Still he recalls with emotion his Father's mani- 
fold mansions. 
Thinks of the land of his fatliors. where blos- 

smned more freshly the flowers. 
Bhoue a more beautiful sun, and lie played with 

the winged angels. 
Then grows the earth too narrow, too close; 

and homesick for heaven 
Longs the w^anderer again, and the Spirit's 

longings are worship ; 
Worship is called his most beautiful hour, and 

its tongue is entreaty. 
Ah! when the infinite burden of life dcsccndeth 

nponns. 
Crashes to earth our hope, and under the earth, 

in the graveyard,— 
Tben it is good to pray unto God : for his sor- 
rowing cliildren 
Turns he ne'er from his door, but he heals and 

helps and consoles tliem. 
Yet it is better to pray wlien all things arc 

f»rosperons with us, 
n fortunate days, for life's most beautiful 
t'ortune 
ELncels down before the Eternal's tlirono ; and, 

with hands iutcrfoldcd. 
Praises thankful and moved the only Giver of 

blessings. 
Or do ye know, ye children, one blessing that 

comes not from Heaven ? 
What has manlcind forsooth, tlie poor! that it 

has not received ? 
Therefore, fall in the dust and pray! The 

seraphs adoring T^vho 

Cover with pinions six their face in priory of Iiim 
Hong his masonry pendant on naught, when the 

world he created. 
£arth declareth his might, and the firmament 

uttereth his glory. 
Bnces blossom and die, and stars fail downward 

from heaven. 
Downward like withered leaves; at the last 

stn>lce of midnight millenniums 
I«ay themselves down at his feet, and ho sees 

tliem, but counts them as nothing. 
Whall shall stand in his nresence ? The wrath 

of the Judge is terrific. 
Casting the insolent down at a glance. When 

he speaks in his anger. 
Hillocks skip like the kid, and mountains leap 

like the roebuck. 
Yet,— why are ye afraid, ye children? This 

awful Avenger, 
Ah! is a merciful God! God's voice was not in 

the earthquake. 
Not in the fire, nor the storm, but it was in the 

whispering breezes. 
Love is the root of creation; God's essence; 

worlds wltliont munUov 
llo bi his bosom like children; he made them 
for tills purpose oul^^ 



Only to love and to be loved again, he breathed 

forth his spirit 
Into the slninbering dust, and upright standing, 

it laid its 
Hand on its heart, and felt it was warm with a 

flame out of Iieaven. 
Quench, oh quench not that flame! It is the 

breath of your being. 
Love is life, but hatred is death. JSot fatlicr, 

nor mother 
Loved you, as God has loved yon: for 'twas that 

you may be happy 
Gave he his only Hon. Wlien he bowed down 

his head in the death-hour 
Solemnized Love its triumph ; the sacrifice then 

was completed. 
Lo! tlien was rent on a sudden the veil of the 

temple, dividing 
Eartli and heaven apart: and the dead, from 

their sepulchres rising. 
Wtiispered with pallid lips and low in the cars 

of each other 
Th' answer, but dreamed of before, to creation's 

enigma,— Atonement ! 
Depths ot Love are Atonement's depths, for 

Love is Atonement. 
Therefore, child of mortality! love thou the 

merciful Father; 
Wish what the Holy One wishes, and not from 

fear, but affection ; 
Fear is the virtue of slaves ; but the heart that 

loveth is willing ; 
Perfect was before God, and perfect is Love, and 

Love only. 
Lovest thou God as thou onghtest, then lovest 

thou likewise thy bretliren ; 
One is the sun in iieuvon, and one, only one, is 

Love also. 
Bears not each human figure the godlike stamp 

on his foi*ehead ? [not sailing 

Keadest thou not in his face thine origin? Is ho 
Lost like thyself on an ocean unknown, and is 

he not guided 
By tlie same stars that guide thee? Why 

shouldst thou hate then thy brother? 
Hateth he thee, forgive I For 'tis sweet to stam- 
mer one letter 
Of the Eternal's language;— on earth it is called 

Forgiveness ! 
Know^est thou Him, who forgave, with the 

crown of thorns round his temples' 
Earnestly prayed for his foes, for his murderers ? 

Say dost thou know him? 
Ah ! thon confessest his name, so follow likewise 

his example. 
Think of thy brother no ill. but throw a veil 

over his failings. 
Guide the erring aright; for the good, tho 

heavenly Shepherd 
Took the lost lamb in his arms, and bore it back 

to its mother. 
This is the fruit of Love, and It Is by its fruits 

that we know it. 
Love is the creature's welfare, with God; but 

Love among mortals 
Is but an endless sigh ! He longs, and endures, 

and stands waiting. 
Suffers and yet rejoices, and smiles with tears 

on his eyelids. 
Hope,— sols called upon earth, his recompense,— 

Hope the befriending. 
Does what she can, for she points evermore up 

to heaven and faithful 
Plunges her anclior's peak in tho depths of tho 

grave, and beneath it 
Paints a more beautiful world, a dim, but a 

sweet play of shadows! 
Kaces. better than we, have leaned on her 

wavering promise. 
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ftbkens are dead if the things do not live. The 

light everlasting 
Unto the biiud man is not, but is born of the eye 

that has vision. 
Ifelther in bread nor in wine, but in the heart 

that is hallowed 
Lieth forgiveness enshrined ; theintention nlonc 

of amendment 
Fruits of the earth ennobles to heavenly things, 

and removes all 
Shi and the gnerdoti df sin. Only Love >ivith his 

arms wide extended. 
Penitence weeping and praying; the Will that is 

tried, and whose gold flows 
Pnrifled forth from the flames ; in a word, man- 
kind by Atonement 
Brealceth Atonement's bread, and drinketh 

Atonement's wine-enp. 
Bat he who cometh np hUher, unworthy, with 

hate in his bosom, 
Seofflng at men and at God, is guilty of Christ's 

blessed body, 
Aad the Redeemer's blood ! To himself he cateth 

and drinketh 
Death and doom ! And from this preserve ns, 

thoa heavenly Father ! 
Are ye ready, ye children, to eat of the bread of 

Atonement T* 
Thus with emotion he asked, and together an- 
swered the children 
Tea! with deep sobs interrnptcd. Then read he 

the due sapplications. 
Read the Form of Communion, and in chimed 

the organ and anthem : 
0! Holy Lamb of God, wlio takest away our 

transgresaloiis. 



Hear us ! give us thy yeace ! have mercy, have 

mercy upon us: 
Th' old man, with trembling hand, and heavenly 

pearls upon his eyelids. 
Filled now the chalice and paten, and dealt 

round the mystical symbols. 
Oh! then seemed It to uie, us If God, with the 

broad eye of uiid-day. 
Clearer looked In at tlie windows, and all the 

trees in the churchyard 
Bowed down tlielr summits of green, and tlic 

grass on the graves 'gan to sliivcr. 
But in the children (I noted it well ; I knew It) 

there ran a 
Tremor of holy rapture along through their icy- 

col«l meml>ers. 
Decked like an altar before thorn, there stood 

the green earth, and above it 
Heaven opened itself, as of old before Stephen ; 

they saw there 
Radiant in glory the Father, and on his right 

hand the Kedeemer. 
Under them hear they the clung of hari>strings, 

and angels from gold clouds 
Beckon to them like brothers, and fan with their 

pinions of purple. 

Closed was the Teacher's task, and with hea- 
ven in their hearts and their faces, 

Uprose the children all, and each bowed him, 
weeping full sorely, 

Downward to kiss that reverend hand, but all 
of them pressed he. 

Moved to his bosom, niul laid with a prayer, his 
hands full of blessings, 

Now on the holy breast, and now on tliC Innocent 
tresses. 
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DEDICATION. 
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And scattered hero and there, with these. 

The knarred and crooked cedar kiieen ; 

Brought from regions far away, 

From Pascagoola's sanny bay. 

And the banks of the roaring Koanokel 

Ah! what a wondrous thing it is 

To note how many wheels of toil 

One thought, one word, can set in motion! 

There's not a ship that sails the ocean. 

But every climate, every soil. 

Most bring its tribute, great or small. 

And help to btiild the wooden wall ! 

The sun was rising o*er the sea. 

And long the level shadows lay, 

As U they, too, the beams would bo 

Of some great, airy argosy, 

Fmmed and launched in a single day. 

Tlfee silent architect, the sun, 

Had hewn and laid them cvcrv one. 

Ere the work of man was yet begun. 

Beside the Master, when he spoke, 

A youth, against an anchor leaning, 

Ustened, to catch his slightest meaning, 

Only the long waves, as they broke 

In ripples on the oebbly bead). 

Interrupted the old man's speech. 

Beautiful, they were, in sooth. 

The old man and the flery youth ! 

The old man, in whose busy brain 

Many -a ship that sailed the main 

Was modelled o'er and o'er again ;— 

The flery youth, who was to be 

The heir of his dexterity. 

The heir of hlsliouse, and his daughter's hand, 

When he had built and launched from land 

What the elder head had planned. 

*'Thus,*' said he, "will we build this ship ; 

Lay square the blocks upon the slip. 

And follow well this plan of mine. 

Choose the timbers with greatest caro; 

Of all that is unsound beware ; 

For only what is sound and strong 

To this vessel snail belong, 

Cedar of Maine and Georgia pine 

Here together shall combine. 

A goodly frame, and a goodly fame, 

And the Union be her name ! 

For the day that gives her to the sea 

Shall give my daughter unto thee !'* 

The Master's word 

Enraptured the young man heard ; 

And as ho turned his face aside, 

With a look of Joy and a thrill of pride, 

Standing l>efore 

Her father's door. 

He saw the form of his promised bride. 

The sun shone on her golden hair. 

And her cheek was glowing fresh and fair. 

With the breath of mom and the soft sea air, 

Uke a beauteous barge was she, 

Still at rest on the sandy beach. 

Just beyond the billow s reach ; 

But he 

Was the restless, seething, stormy sea! 

Ah. how skilful grows the hand 
That obeveth Love's command ! 
It is the heart, and not the brain. 
That to the highest doth attain. 
And he who followeth Love's behest 
Far exceedeth all the rest ! 

Thus with the rising of the sun 

Was the noble task begi\n, 

And soon throughout the ship-yard's hounds 

Were heard the intermingled sounds 

Of axes and of mallets, applied 

With vigorous arms on every side ! 

Plied so deftly and so well, 



Scarfed and bolted, straight and strong. 
Was lying road v, and Mtrutched along 
Ihe blocks, wull placed u)>on the slip. 
Happy, thrice happy, every one 
Who sees his labour well lK>gan, 
And not perplexed and multiplied. 
By idly waiting for time and tide! 
And when the not long day was o'er. 
The young man at the Master's door 
Sat with the maiden calm and still. 
And within the porch, a little more 
Removed beyond the evening chill, 
The father sat and told them tales. 
Of wrecks in the September gales, 
Of pirates upon the Sptinisli main. 
And ships that never came back a^irftin. 
The chance and change of a sailor s life. 
Want and plenty, rest and strife, 
His roving fancy, like the wind. 
That nothmg can stay and nothing can bind, 
And the magic charm of foreign lands. 
With shadow^s of palms and shining sands, 
Where the tumbling surf. 
O'er the coral reefs of Madagascar, 
Washes the feet of the swarthy Lascar, 
As he lies alone and asleep on the turf. 
And the trembling maiden held her breath 
At the tales of that awful pitiless sea. 
With all it terror and myster>'. 
The dim, dark sea, so like unto Death, 
'That divides and yet unites mankind I 
And whenever the old man paused, a gleam 
From the bowl of his pipe would aw^hlle ilhuuo 
The silent group in the twilight gloom, 
And thoughtful faces, as In a dream; 
And for a moment one might mark ■ 
What had been hidden by the dark. 
That the head of the maiden lay at rest. 
Tenderly on the young man's breast I 

Day by day the vessel grew, 

With timbers fashioned strong and true. 

Rtemson and keelson and stemson-knee. 

Till, framed with perfect symmetry, 

A skeleton ship rose up to view ! 

And around the bows and around the side 

The heavy hammers and mallets plied, 

Till after many a week, at length. 

Wonderful for form and strength. 

Sublime in its enormous bulk. 

Loomed aloft the shadowy hulk ! 

And around It columns of smoke upwreathing, 

Rose from the boiling, bubbling, seething 

Cauldron that glowed. 

And overflowed 

With the black tar, heated for the sheathhig. 

And amid the clamours 

Of clattering hammers, 

He who listened heard now and then 

The song of the Master and his men :— 

•'Build me straight, O worth Master, 
Staunch and strong, a goodly vessel, 

That shall laugh at all disaster. 
And A^ith wave and whirlwind wrestle !" 

With oaken brace and copper band. 

Lay the rudder on the sand. 

That, like a thought should have control 

Over the movement of the whole ; 

And near It the anchor whose giant hand 

Would reach down and grapple with the land, 

And Immovable and fast 

Hold the great ship against the bellowing blast? 

And at the bows an image stood. 

By cunning artist carved In wood. 

With robes of white that far behind 

Seemed to be fluttering In the wind. 

It was not shaped In a classic mould, 

Nor like a Nymph or Goddess of old, 

Or Naiad rising from the water, 
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8i)eedinff Along through the rniii nn4 the dark. 

Like a ghost In its Rhow-whitc sark, 

Tlic pilot of Romo phantom bark, 

(luiding the vcsBoi in Its tliKht, 

By a path none other knows aright! 

Behold, at last. 
Each tall and tapering mast 
Is swung into its place ; 
Shrouds and stays 
Holding it firm and fast! 

Long ago. 

In the dccr-haunted forests of Maiac, 

When ui)on mountain and plain 

Lay the snow, 

They fell,— those lordly nines ! 

Those grand, majestic pines! 

'Mid shouts and cheers 

The jaded steers, 

Panting beneath the goad, 

Dragged down the wearv, winding road 

Those captive kings ho ntraiglit and tail, 

To be shorn of their streaming hair, 

And, naked and bare. 

To feel the stress and the strain 

or the wind aud the reeling main, 

Whose roar 

Would remind them for evermore 

Of their native forests tiiey should not see 
again. 

And everywhere 

The slender, graceful spars 

Poise aloft In the air. 

And at the mast-head. 

White, blue, and red, 

A flag unrolls the stripes and stars. 

Ah ! when the wanderer, lonely, friendless, 

In foreign harbours shall behold 

That flag unrolled, 

'Twill be as a friendly hand 

Stretched out from his native land. 

Filling his heart with memories sweet and end- 
less; 

All is finished ! and at length 

Has come the bridal day 

Of beauty and of strength. 

To-day the vessel shairi>e launched! 

With fleecy clouds the sky is blanched, 

And o'er the bay, 

Slowly, in all his splendours dight, 

The great sun rises to behold the sight 

The ocean old, 

Centuries old. 

Strong as youth, and as uncontrolled, 

Paces restless to and fru. 

Up and down the sands of gold. 

His beating heart is not ut rest ; 

And far and wide, 

With ceaseless flow. 

His beard of snow 

Heaves with the heavlnff of his breast. 

He waits impatient for his bride. 

There she stands. 

With her foot upon the sands, 

Decked with fiags and streamers gay, 

In honour of her marriage day. 

Her snow-white signals fluttering, blending, 

Round her like a veil descending. 

Ready to be 

The bride of the gray, old sea. 

On the deck another bride 
Is standing by her lover's side. 
Shadows from the flags and shrouds. 
Like the shadows cast by clouds. 
Broken by many a sunny fleck, 
Fall around them on the deck. 

Tfio praj-er is saUlt 
T/ie service remi, 

Tltejoyona bridcgnwm hows his head: 
A ttd in tears tlie ffood old Master 
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Shakes the brown hand of his son, 
Kisses his daughter's glowing cheek 
In silence, for he caunot R|>cak, 
And ever faster 

Down his own the tears begin to rtai. 
Tlie worthy pastor— 
Tlie shepherd uf that wandering flock, 
That has the ocean for its wold, 
Tliat has the vessel for Its fold. 
Leaning ever from rock to rock- 
Spake, with accents mild and clear. 
Words of warning, words of cheer. 
But tedious to the bridegroom's ear. 
He know the chart 
Of the sailor's hearty 
All its pleasures and its griefs; 
Ail its shallows and rocky reefs. 
All tliose secret currents, that flow 
With such resistless undertow, 
And lift and drift, with terrible force, 
Tlie will from Its moorings and Its t^oar8C, 
Therefore he spake, and thus said ho : — 

"■ Like unto ships far off at sea. 

Outward, or homeward bound, are we. 

Before, behind, and all around. 

Floats and swings the horizon s bound. 

Seems at its distant rhu to rise 

And cUmb the crystal wall of the skies, 

And then again to turn and sink. 

As if we could slide from its outer brink. 

Ah! it is not the sea. 

It is not the sea that sinks and shelves. 

But ourselves 

That rock and rise 

With endless and uneasy motion. 

Now touching the very skies. 

Now sinking into the depths of ocenn. 

Ah ! if our s<hi1s but poise and swing 

Like the compass in its brasen ring, 

Ever level antl ever true 

To the toil and the task we have to do, 

We shall securely, and safely reach 

The Fortunate Isles, on whose shining beadi 

The sights we see, and the sounds wo hear. 

Will be those of Joy and not of fear!" 

Then the Master 

With a gesture of command, 

Waved his hand; 

And at the word. 

Loud and sudden there was heard. 

All around them and below. 

The sound of hammers, blow on Mow, 

Knocking away the shores and spurs. 

And see ! she stirs ! 

She starts,— she moves.— she seems to feel 

The thrill of life ahmg her keel. 

And. spuming with her foot the ground. 

With one exulting, joyous bound. 

She leaps hito the ocean's arms ! 

And lo! from the assembled crowd 

There rose a shout, prolonged nnd toud. 

That to the ocenn seemed to say,— 

** Take her, O bridegroom, ohl and grey, 

Take her to thy protecting arms. 

With all her youth and nil her charms.'* 

How beautiful she Is! How fair 
She lies within those arms, that {ntiss 
Her form with many a soft caress 
Of tenderness and watchful care t 

Sail forth into the sea. O shin! 

Tlirough wind and wave, right onward steer! 

The moistened eye. the trembling lip. 

Arc not the signs of donbt or fear. 

Sail forth into the sea of life, 

O gentle, loving, trusting wife. 

And safe from all adversity 

UvM)n the bosom of that sea 

Thy con\\tvv;s auOi \\\v v;Q\\\^ V)«\ 

For geuUeucM nKiA V>v% wcvA VxvwX. 
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And in the wreck of noble lives 
Something immortal Ktill survives ! 

Thou, too, sail on, O Ship of State ! 

Kail on, O Union, strong and great ! 

Humanity with all its fears. 

With all the hopes of future yonrs. 

Is hanging breathless on thy fate ! 

We know what Master laid thy keel. 

What Workmen wrought thy ribs of stool, 

Who made each mast, and sail, and roi)c. 

What anvils rang, what haniracrsi beat, 

In what a forgo and what a heat 

Were shaped the anchors of thy hope ! 

Fear not each sudden sound and shock, 

Tis of the wave and not the rock ; 

"ns but the flapping of the sail. 

And not a rent made by the gale ! 

In spite of rock and tempest's roar. 

In spite of false lights on the shore, 

Sail on, nor fear to breast the sea ! 

Our hearts, our hopes, are all with tlioc. 

Our hearts, our hop^ our prayers, our tears. 

Our faith triumphant o'er our fears. 

Arc all with thee,— are all with thee ! 



THE EVENING STAR. 

Just above yon sandy bar. 

As the day grows fainter nnd dimmer. 
Lonely and lovely, a single star 

Lights the air with a dusty glimmer. 

Into the ocean faint and far 

Falls the trail of its golden splendour. 
And the gloam of that single filar 

Is ever refulgent, soft, and tender. 

Chrysaor rising out of the sea. 

Showed thus glorious and thus emulous, 
Leaving the arms of Cailirrhoe, 

For ever tender, soft, and tremulous. 

Thus o'er the ocean faint and far 

Trailed the gleam of his falchion brightly ; 
Is it a God, or is it a star. 

That, entranced, i gaze on nightly ' 



THE SECRET OF THE SEA. 

Ah! what pleasant visions haunt mc. 

As I gaze upon the sea ! 
All the old romantic legends. 

All my dreams, come back to mc. 

Sails of silk and ropes of sendnl. 
Such as gleam in ancient lore ; 

And the singing of the sailors. 
And the answer from the shore ! 

Most of alU the Spanish balind 
Haunts roe oft, and tarries long. 

Of the noble Count Amaldos 
And the sailor's mystic song. 

Like the long waves on a son-bench. 
Where the sand as sliver shines, 

With a soft, monotonous cadence. 
Flow lis unrhymed lyric lines ; 

Telling how the Count Amaldos, 
With his hawk upon his hand, 

Saw a fair and stately galley. 
Steering onward to the land ;— 

How he heard the ancient liolrasman 
Chant a song so wild and clear, 

That Hie sailing sea-bird slowly 
Poised upon the mast to hear. 

Till his soul was full of longing. 
And he cried with Impulse strong,— 

"Helmsman I for the love »/ lieavon, 
Tpoo^ me, too, tlfat irondrous son^'" 



" WouldHt thou,"— so the hoImKman answered, 

'• Learn tho secret of the son? 
Only those who bravo Its dangers 

Comprehend its mystery I' 

In each sail that skims the horizon, 
Iti each hindward-blowing breexe, 

1 behold that stately gjillej-. 
Hear those mouniful melodies; 

Till my soul is full of longing, 

For the secret of the seji. 
And the heart of (he great ocean 

Sends a thrilling pulse through mo 

rSVILIGIlT. 

The twilight is sad and cloudy, 
Tlie wind blows wild and free. 

And like the wings of sea-birds 
Flash the white caps of the »ea 

Knt In the flshcrman's cottnpe. 

There shines a ruddier light. 
And a little face at the window 

Peers out into the night. 

Close, close It is pressed to the window, 

As if those childish eves 
Were looking into the darkness. 

To see some form arise. 

And a woman's waving shadow 

Is ])assing to and fro, 
Now rising to the celling. 

Now bowing and bendlug low. 

What tale do the roaring ocean. 

And the nlgbt-wlnd, bleak and wild, 
As they beat at the crazy casement, 

Tell to tliat little child? 

And why do the roar Ing ocean. 
And the night-wind, wild and bleak, 

As they beat at the heart of the mother. 
Drive the colour from her cheek ? 



SIR HUMPHREY GILBERT. 

SouTFrwAKD with fleet of Ice 

Sailed the corsair Death : 
Wild and fast blew the blast. 

And the east wind was his breath. 

His lordly ships of ice 

Glistened in the sun ; 
On each side, like pennons wide, 

Flashing crystal streamlets n\n. 

His sails of white sea-mist 

Dripped with silver rain ; 
But where he passed there wore cast 

Leaden showers o'er the mala. 

Eastward from Campobcllo 
Sir Humphrey Gilbert sallod ; 

Three days or more seaward ho bore, 
Tlicn, alas ! the land-wind failed. 

Alas! the land-wind failed. 

And ice-cold grew the night : 
And never more, on sea or shore. 



j,'ht. 



1 



Should Sir Humphrey see the li 

He sat upon the deck. 

The Book was in his hand ; 
" 1)0 not fear ! Heaven Is as near." 

He said, " by water as by land 1" 

In the first watch of the night. 

Without a signal's semid. 
Out of the sea, mysteriously. 

The fleet of Death rose all around. 

The moou aud. t\\<i ^vcwVcvv; ^^»s 
livery mast, »a W ■v^vs»^^> . ^^ ,;v_ 
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Tliey grappled with their prize, 

At midnight black and cold ! 
As of a rock was the shock ; 

Heavily the ground-swell rolled. 

Sonthward through day and dark, 

Tliey drift in close embrace, 
'With mist and rain, to the Spanish Main ; 

Yet there seems no change of place. 

Sonthward, for ever southward, 
lliey drift through dark and day : 

And like a dream, in the Gulf-Stream 
Sinking, vanish all away. 



THE LIGHTHOUSE. 

The rocky ledge runs far into the sea. 
And on its outer point, some miles away, 

The liglithouse lifts its massive masonry, 
A pillar of fire by night, of cloud by day 

Even at this distance I can see the tides, 
Upheaving, break unheard along its base, 

A speechless wrath, that rises and subsides 
In the white lip and tremor of the face. 

And as the evening darkens, lo! how bright, 
Tlirough the deep purple of the twilight air. 

Beams forth tlic sudden radiance of its light 
With strange, unearthly splendour in its glare ! 

Not one alone; from each projecting cape 
And perilous reef aloMg the ocean's verge. 

Starts into life, a dim, gigantic shape. 
Holding its lantern o'er tli£ restless surge. 

Like the great giant Christopher It stands 
Upon the brink of the tempestuous wave. 

Wading far out among the rocks and sands, 
The nigiit-o'ertakcn mariner to save. 

And the great ships sail outward and return. 
Bending and bowing o'er the billowy swells, 

And ever Joyful, as they see it bum. 
They wave their silent welcomes and fare- 
wells. 

They come forth from the darkness, and their 
sails 

Gleam for a moment only in the blaze, 
And eager faces as the lignt unveils. 

Gaze at the tower, and vanish while they gaze. 

The mariner remembers when a child, 
On his first voyage, he saw it fade and sink; 

And when, returning from adventures wild. 
He saw it rise again o'er ocean's brink. 

Steadfast, serene, immovable, the same 
Year after year, through all tlie silent night 

Bums on for evermore that quenchless flame, 
Shines on that inextSngiiishablu light! 

It sees the ocean to its bosom clasp 

Tlie rocks and sen-sand with tlic kiss of peace, 
It sees the wild winds lift it in their grasp. 

And hold it up, and shake it like a fleece. 

The startled waves leap over it ; the storm 
Smites it with all the scourges of the rain, 

An<l steadily against its solid form 
Press the great shoulders of the hurricane. 

The sea-bird wheeling round It, with the din 
Of wings and winds and solitary cries. 

Blinded and maddened by the lignt within. 
Dashes himself against the glare, and dies. 

A new Prometheus, chained upon the rock. 
Still grasping in his hand the Are of. Jove, 

It does not hear the cry, nor heed the shock, 
But halls tlie mariner with words of love. 

"Sail on!" it says, "sail on, ye stately ships! 
^/uf nlt/i j-our floating bridge the ocean span; 

Ttnl'XV^ P^^':^ '^"'' ^^'^'^t '»•«"> a" eclipse, 
^c^ ours to tiring m.i/i nenrcr iiiito man I^ 
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THE FIRE OF DRIFT-WOOD. 



We sat within the farm-house old. 
Whose windows, looking o'er the bav. 

Gave to the sea-breeze, damp and cola, 
An easy entrance, night and day. 

Not far awaj' we saw the port,— 
The strange, old-fashioned, silent town,— 

The light-house,— the dismantled fort,— 
The wooden houses, quaint and brown. 

We sat and talked until the night. 

Descending, filled the little room ; 
Our faces faded from the sight. 

Our voices only broke the gloom. 

We spake of many a vanished scene, 
Of what we once had thought and said, 

Of what had been, and might have been. 
And who was changed, and who was dead; 

And all that fills the hearts of friends. 
When first they tcel. with secret pain. 

Their lives thcncefortli have separate ends, 
And never can be one again ; 

The first slight swerving of the heart. 
That words are powerless to express, 

.Vnd leave it still unsaid In part, 
Or say it in too great excess. 

The very tones in which we spake 
Had something strange, I could but mark; 

The leaves of memory seemed to make 
A mournful rustling in the dark. 

Oft died the words upon our lips, 

As suddenly from out the flre 
Built of the wreck of stranded ships. 

The flames would leap and Jhen expire. 

And, as their splendour flashed and failed. 
We thought of wrecks upon the main,— 

Of ships dismasted, that were hailed 
And sent no answer back again. 

The windows, rattling In their frames,— 

The ocean, soaring up the beach, 
The gusty blast,— the bickering flames,— 

All mingled vaguely in our speech. 

Until they made themselves a part 
Of fancies floating throuph the brain,— 

Tlie long-lost ventures of the heart, 
That send no answers back again. 

O flames that glowed! O hearts that yearned! 

They were indeed too much akin. 
The drift-wood flre without that bnmed. 

The thoughts that burned and glowed within. 



BY THE FIRESIDE. 



RESIGNATION. 

These is no flock, however watched aitd tended 

But one dead lamb is there! 
There is no fl reside, howsoe'er defended. 

But has one vacant chair! 

The air is fnil of farewells to the dying. 

And mournings for the dead : 
The heart of Rachel for her children crying. 

Will not be comforted ! 

Let us be patient ! These severe afflictions 

Not from the ground arise, 
Bnt oftentimes celestial benedictions 

Assume this dark disguise. 

"Wc secVvwl QAvoVy VVvtoxvvJcvWvQiYcAslMxdvationr} 

Atnu\ theses eft.TtYv\7 At\\wv*> 
What Bcetn* t<> u*\i\\\.«jLA,\wTiCv<i»\V^\>«c^ 



ijy tili2 Fiitti.sibU. 



115 



Uliere Is no l)eath! Wliat sccius so is transi- 
tion; 

This life of mortftl breath 
^ bat a saburb of the life filvsiaii, 

Whose portal we call Death. 

She is not de»d,— the child of onr affect ion,— 

Bat gone onto that school 
Where she no longer needs our poor protection, 

And Christ himself doth rule. 

In that great cloister's stillness and seclnsion, 

By guardian angels led. 
Safe from temptation, safe from sin's pollution, 

She lives, whom we call dead. 

Day after day we think what she is doing 

In those bright realms of air : 
Year after year, her tender steps pursuing, 

Behold her grown more fair. 

Thas do we walk with her, and keep unbroken 

The bond which nature gives. 
Thinking that our remembrance, though un- 
spoken, 

May reach Her where she lives. 

Not as a child shall we again bclioUt her; 

For when with raptures AviUl, 
In oar embraces we again enfold her. 

She will not be a chUd ; 

But a fair maiden, in her Father's mansion. 

Clothed with celestial grace ; 
And beautiful with alt the soul's expansion, 

Shall we behold her face. 

And though at times impetuous with emotion 

And anguish long suppressed. 
The swelling heart heaves moaning like the 
ocean, 

That cannot be at rest,— 

We will be patient, and assuage the feeling 

We may not wholly stay ; 
By silence sanctifying, not concealing, 

The grief that must have way. 

THE BUILDERS. 

All are architects of Fate 
Working in these walls of Time, 

Some with massive deeds and great. 
Some with ornaments of rhyme. 

Nothing useless is, or low ; 

Each thing in its place is best ; 
And what seems but idle show 

Strengthens and supports the rest. 

For the structure that we raise. 

Time Is with materials filled ; 
Our to-days and yesterdays 

Are the blocks with which we build. 

■* Truly shape and fashion these ; 

Leave no yawning gaps between ; 
Think not, because no man sees, 
Sucli tilings will remain unseen. 

In the elder days of Art, 

Builders wrought with greatest care 
Each minute and unseen part ; 

For the Gkxls sec everywhere. 

Let us do our work as well. 

Both the unseen and the seen; 
Make the house where Gods may dwell 

Beautiful, entire, and clean. 

Else our lives are incomplete. 

Standing in these walls of Time, 
Broken stairways, where the feet 

Stumble as they seek to climb. 

Build to-day, then, strong and sure, 

With a firm and ample base ; 
Anft ascending and secure 
tiJiaU to-morrow Had Us placo. 
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Thus aloiu" ran we attain 
To those turrets, where the eye 

Sees the w«)rlil as otie vust plain, 
And one boundless reach of slcy. 

SAND OF THE DESERT IN AN IIOCR* 

GLASS. 

A HANDFi'L of rod saud from the hot clime 

Of Arab deserts brought. 
Within this glass becomes the spy of Time, 

The minister uf Tliought. .^ 

How many weary centuries has It been 

About those deserts blown ! 
How many strange vicissitudes has seen, 

How many histories known ! 

Torhaps the camels of the Ishmaelito 

Trampled and passed it o'er, 
When into Ejrpyt from the patriarch's sight 

His favourite son they bore. 

Perhaps the feet of Moses, burnt and bare, 

Crushed it iHuicath their Iread ; 
Or Pharoah's flashing wheels into the air 

Scattered it as they sped ; 

Or Mary, with the Christ of Nazareth 

Held close In her caress, 
Whose pilgrimage of hope and love and faith 

Illumed the wilderness ; 

Or anchorites bene.ath Engaddi's palms 

Pacing the Red Sea beach. 
And singing slow their old Armenian psalms 

In half-articulate si>cccli ; 

Or caravans, that from Bassora's gate 

With westward steps depart ; 
Or Mecca's pilgrims, confident of Fate, 

And resolute of heart ! 

These have passed over it, or may have passed; 

Now in this crystal tower 
Imprisoned by some curious hand at last. 

It counts the passing hour. 

And as I gaze, these narrow walls expand ; 

Before my dreamy eye 
Stretches the desert with its shifting cind. 

Its unimpeded sky. 

And borne aloft by the sustaining blast, 

Tills little golden thread 
Dilates into a column high and vast, 

A form of fear and dread. 

And onward, and across the setting sun, 

Across the boundless plain, 
The column and its broader shadow run 

Till thought pursues in vain. 

The vision vanishes ! These walls again 

Shut out the lurid sun. 
Shut out the hot, immeasurable plain; 

The half-hour's saud is run. 



BIRDS OF PASSAGE. 

Black shadows fall 
From the lindens tall. 
That lift aloft their massive wall 
Against the southern slcy ; 

And from the realms 
Of the shadowy elms 
A tide-like darkness overwhelms 
Tlie fields that round us lie. 

But the night is fair, 
And everywhere 
A warm, soft vapour fills the air, 
And distant sounds seem near; 

And above. In t\\e U\&\\t. 
Oftheatat-mivVvgW^ . ...» «.xxv 
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I heal- the beat 
Of their pinions fleet, 
As from the land of snow and sleet 
Tlicy seelc a southern lea. 

I hear the cry 
Of tlit'ir voices liijrli 
Falling dreamily tlirough the sky» 
But their form I camiot see. 

Oh, say not bo 
Those sounds that flow 
In murmurs of deliglit and woe 
Come not from wings of birds. 

Tliey are the throngs 
Of the poet's songs, 

Murmurs of pleasures, and pains, and wrongs, 
The sound of winged words. 

Tliis the cry 
Of souls, that high 
On toiling, beating pinions, fly, 
Seeking a warmer clime. 

From their distant flight 
Through realms of light 
It falls into our world of night, 
With the murmuring sound of rhyme. 

THE OPEN WINDOW 

The old house by the lindens 

Stood silent in the shade. 
And on the gravelled pathway 

The light and shadow played. 

I saw tlie nursery windows 

Wide open to the air : 
But the faces of the children, 

They were no longer there. 

The large Newfoundland house-dog 

Was standing by the door; 
He looked for his little playmates, 

Who would return no more. 

They walked not under the lindens, 
Tlicy played not in the hall ; 

But shadow, and silence, and sadness. 
Were hanging over all. 

The birds sang in the branches. 

With sweet, familiar tone ; 
But the voices of the children 

Will be heard in dreams alone I 

And tko boy that walked beside me. 

He could not understond. 
Why closer in mine, ah ! closer, 

I pressed his warm, soft hand 1 



KINO WITLAF'S DRINKING-HOEN. 

WiTLAF, a kiner of the Saxons, 
Ere yet his last he brcathod. 

To the mcny monks of CUoyland 
Ills drinking-Iiorn bequeathed,— 

That, whenever they sat at their revcl8, 
And drank from tlie golden bowl, 

They might remember the donor. 
And breathe a prayer for his soul. 

So sat they once at Christmas, 

And bade the goblet pass ; 
In their beards the red wine glistened 

Like dew-drops in the grass. 

Tliey drank to the soul of Witlaf, 
They drank to Christ tlie Lord, 

And to each of the Twelve Apostles, 
Who had preached His holy word. 

Thev (Iniiik to the Saints and Martyrs 
O/tAe (JJsmnl days of yore, 
'Anaaa soon as the horn was empty 
-i^ej^ remembered one Saint wore. 
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And the reader droned from the ptdpi 
Like the murmur of many bees. 

The legend of good Saint Guthlac, 
And Saint Basil's homilies: 

Till the great bells of the convent, 
From tlieir prison in the tower, 

Gnthlac and Bartholomrous 
Proclaimed the midnight hour. 

And the^ Yule-log cracked in the chim 
And the Abbot bowed Ills head. 

And the flamelets flapped and flicker* 
But the Abbot was stark and dead. 

Yet still in his pallid Angers 
lie clutched the golden bowl, 

In which, like a pearl dissolving. 
Had sunk and dissolved his sooL 

But not for this their revels 

The Jovial monks forbore. 
For they cried, "Fill high the goblet! 

AVe must drink to one Saint more !" 



GASPAR BECERR^V. 

By his evening Are the artist 
Pondered o'er his secret shame ; 

Baflled, weary, and disheartened. 
Still he mused, and dreamed of fame. 

'Twas an image of the Virgin 
That had tasked his utmost skill! 

But alas ! his fair ideal 
Vanished and escaped him still. 

From a distant Eastern island 
Had the precious wood been brought 

Day and night the anxious master 
At his toil mitiring wrought ; 

Till, discouraged and desponding, 
Sat he now in shadows deep, 

And the day's humiliation 
Found oblivion in sleep. 

Then a voice cried, "Rise, O master! 

From the burning brand of oak 
Shape the thought that stirs within the 

And the startled artist woke,— 

Woke, and from the smoking embers 
Seized and quenched the glowing w<M 

And therefrom he carved an image, 
And he saw that it was good. 

O thou sculptor, painter, poet! 

Take this lesson to thy heart ; 
That is best wliich lieth nearest; 

Shape from that thy work of art " 

PEGASUS IN POUND. 

OxoE into a quiet village. 

Without haste and without heed. 
In the golden prime of morning. 

Strayed the poet's winged steed. 

It was Autumn, and Incessant 
Piped the quails from shocks and shef 

And, like living coals, the apples 
Burned among the withering leaves. 

Loud the clamorous bell was ringing 
From its belfiy gaunt and grim ; 

'Trv-as the dally call to labour. 
Not a triumph meant for him. 

Not the less he saw the landscape, 
In its gleaming power veiled ; 

Not the less he breathed the odours 
That the dying leaves exhaled. 

T\av\s, \3i\K>v\ \\\G xV\\9L%ei ^ioxraaott, 

And t\ve vjVse mtw, \v\ X.\v«\t vi\%A«2^ 
Put YiVm sUa\«Vk.\.vf a-Y Vxvlo ijo^^^- 



Ibfla tbe sombre vilUge crier. 
Ringing load his brazen bell. 
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l^andered down the street proclaiming 
estraj to Bull. 



niere was an 



And the corions conntry people. 
Rich and poor, and yonnff and old. 

Came in haste to see this wondruns 
Winged steed, with mane of gold. 

rhns the day passed, and the evening 
Fell with vapoars cold and dim ; 

But it bronRht no food nor shelter. 
Brought no straw nor stall, for him. 

Patiently, and still expectant, 
Loolied he through the wooden bars, 

)aw the moon rise o'er the InmlHcape, 
Saw the tranquil, patient stars ; 

nil at length the bell at midnight 
iSounded from its dark nbodc. 

Ind, from out a neighl)ourlng farm-yard 
Load the cocIl AlectrjDii cniwed. 

lien, with nostrils wide distended, 
Brcalilng from his iron cliuin, 

knd ncfolding fur liis pinions. 
To tliosc stars he snarcil a>raln. 

Hi the morrow, wlion the village 

Wolce to all its toil and care, 
<o! tbe strange steed Imd (U'parted, 

And they knew not whoii nor where. 

Int they found nj>on the procnsward 
Where his struggling hcMifs liad trod, 

*are and bright, a fountain flowing 
From the hoof-marlcs in the sod. 

Yom that hour, the fount unfailing 
Gladdens the whole region rouiui, 
trcngthening all who drhil^ its waters, 
WhUe it soothes them with its tiound. 



TEGNER'S DEATH. 

I HEARD a voice that cried, 
'•Balder the Hcantiful 
Is dead, is dead!" 
And through the misty air 
Passed lllce the mournful cry 
Of sunward sailing cranes. 

I saw the paUid corpse 

Of the dead sun 

Borne through the Northern sky. 

Blasts from Nitrclhciin 

Lifted the sheeted niirits 

Around him as ho passed. 

And the voice for ever cried, 
*' Balder the Beautiful 
Is dead, is dead!* 
And died awav 
Through the dreary night. 
In accents of des]>air. 

Balder the Beautiful 
God of the suuiiuor sun, 
Fairest of all the (}ih1h! 
Light from his forehead beamed, 
Rones were upon his tongue, 
As on the warrior's sword. 

All things in earth and air 
Bound were by magic spoil 
Never to do bjm liann : 
Even the plants and stones * 
All save tne mistletoe, 
The sacred mistletoe ! 

Hoeder, the blind old God, 
Whose feet are shod with silence. 
Pierced through that prntle breast 
WXtb JiJ8 sharp spear, by /rand 

Jfadie o/ tbe mistletoe, 

ffie accnned mistletoe t 



I They laid h im in his ship, 

AVlth horse and harness. 
As on a funeral pyre, 
Odin placiHl 
A ring upon his finger. 
And whispered In his ear. 

They launched the burning slilp. 

It floated far away 

Over the nilstv scji. 

Till like the sun it seemed. 

Sinking iK'ne^th the waves 

Balder returned no more ! 

So perished the old Gods ! 
But out of the sea of Tlnio 
KiKCB a new lan<l of song, 
Fairer than the old. 
Over its meadows green 
Walk the young hards and sing. 

Build it again 

O ye hards, 

Fairer than liefore! 

Ye fathers of the now race, 

P'eed u|>on niominif dew. 

Sing the new Song ol I^vo ! 

The law (»f force is dead I 
The law of love prevails I 
Thor. the thiinderer. 
Shall rule the earth no m<^re, 
No more with thn-ats. 
Challenge the meek Christ. 

Sing no more. 
Ye ImrdH of the Xorth, 
Of Vikings atid of Jarls ! 
Of the days of Eld 
Preserve the free<lom only, 
Not the deeds of blood! 



SONNET. 
OX mtfl. KEMBLE'S READINGS KROM 8IIAKSPEBB. 

O PRECIOUS evenings! all too swlftlv speed ! 
Leaving us heirs to all tho tunpIuHt Keritages 
Of all the host thoughts of the greatest sages. 
And giving tongues unto the silent dead! 
How our Iiearts glowed and trembled as sho 

read, 
Interpreting by tones the wondrous pages 
Of the great poet who foreruns the ages, 
Anticipating all that shall l)e said! 
O hapi)y reader ! having for thv text 
The magic book, whose Sybilllno leaves havo 

caupht 
The rarest essence of all human thought I 
O happy Poet ! by no critic vext I 
How must thy listening spirit now rejoice 
To bo inten>roted by such a voice ! 



THE SINGERS. 

God sent his singers upon earth. 
With songs of sadness and of mirth. 
That they might touch tho hearts of men. 
And bring them btftk to heaven again. 

The first, a youth, with soul of fire, 

Held in his hand a golden lyre ; 

Through groves he wandopod, and by streams, 

Playing the mnslc of our dreams. 

The second, with a I)earded face. 
Stood singing in ttie market-place. 
And stirred with accents deep and loud 
The hearts of all the listening crowd. 

A grey, o\CV Tcvan, \.\v<i WvVc^ «ccv^.^3^s^.^ 
Sang \i\ cat.\\eOLT«\^ <i\«!i »Xi^"sw*., 
Whtte t\ie ma\e«X\c «t\!i^tvt<W«A 
Contr\Uo\\ Itom V\a tm»^^ <A wa^ 
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And tlK>«e who httmri th« «ins«r« three 
Dbpoted which th« be4t mifht be : 
For scia their mafic seeiiKd to «tart 
IHkordjuit echoes in each heart. 

But the ipnM 3la»ter laid. ** I s«« 

5o be«t In klni bat la d-i,T-i* : 

I gare a rarfoB^ irifl to each. 

To charm, to strengthen, and to teach. 

** Theite are the three great chords of might . 
And be whose ear ii toned aright 
Will hear no discord fai the three. 
But the most perfect hannonj." 



SrSPISIA. 

Take them. O Death ! and bear awaj 
Whaterer thoa can«t call thine own ; 

Thine image, stamped upon this clar. 
Doth give thee that, bat that alone ! 

Take them. O Grare ! and let them lie 
Folded npon thr narrow shdves. 

As garments by the soal laid by. 
And precious only to oarseWes ! 

Take them. O great Eternity: 

Oar little life is hot a gust. 
That bends the branches of thy tree. 

And trafls its blossoms in the dost ! 



H T 31 N. 

yOK MT BKOTHEB'8 OSOnCATTOS. 

Cmnr to the young man said : -* Tet one thin; 
more: 

If thon wonldst perfect be, 
8cll all thou hast and girc it to the poor. 

And come and follow me!" 

Within this temple Christ again, nnseen. 

Those sacred words hath said. 
And his invisible hands to-day have been 

Laid on a yonng man's head. 

And evermore beside him on his wny 

Tlie nnseen Christ shall move, 
Tliat lie may lean ni>oii his arm artd sny, 

** I>ost thon, dear Lord, approve ?" 

Beside him at the marriage feast shall be. 

To make the scene more fair ; 
Beside him in the dark Getliscmano 

Of pain and midnight prayer. 

O holy trust ! O endless sense of rest ! 

Like the beloved John 
To Irtv Ills head upon the Saviour's breast, 

And thus to Journey on ! 



THE BLIND GTRL OF CASTEL-CTJILLE. 

FROM THE GASCOX OF JASMIX. 

Only the Lowland tongue of Scotland might 
Itchcarse this little tragedy aright ; 
Let mo attempt It with an English qnill : 
And take, O Beader, for the deed the wiU. 



I. 

At the foot of the mountain height 

Whore is perched CastSI-CiiUI^, 
When the apple, the plum, and the almond-tree, 

In the plain below were growing white, 

Ttiis is the song one might perceive 
On a Wednesday morn of Saint Joseph's Eve : 

*' The roads should blossom, the roads shonid 

bloom. 
Ho fair a hrldc shonid leave hrr home ! 
Should ulossom and bloom with garlands gay. 
So fair a bride shall pass to-day T* 



TliisoldTe Dram . : 

Secnsed froni tlw < 

Whealo! an 
Of rosy TfUage siftsw cieaa as tike eye. 

Each one with her attendant swain. 
Came to the difl. all slnsiiv *1» aame stndn ; 
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o near wnto the sky. 
Bcjoicinc suagelk that kind HeaTen has sent. 
For their delight and onr cncooiasaneat 

Together MendhqE. 

And soon deacendlBS 

The aanvw «wcep 

Of the UH-flide steep, 

Tbey wind asfamt 

Towards saint AnanI, 

Throo^ leafy allies 

Of verdaroas vaUeya, 

With merry sallica 

Singing tiMir chant : 

^The leads shoald Mosson, tbe roads should 

bloom. 
So fair a bride shall leave her home ! 
Shoald bloss4NB and bloom with garlands gay. 
So fair a bride shall pass to-day !** 

It is Baptlste, and his aJBanced maiden. 
With garlands for the bridal laden! 

The sky was blue : without one clond of gloom. 
The sun of March was shining brightly. 

And to the air tlie freshoiing wind gave lightly 
Its breathings of perfume. 

When one heh<dds the dnskj hedges Uooaom, 
A rustic bridal, ah ! Iiow sweet tt Is I 

To sounds of Joyous mdodies. 
That touch with tenderness the trembling 
bosom. 
A band of maldois 
Gavly frolicking, 
A hand of youngsters 
WUdly rotUckingl 
Kissing, 
Caressing. 
With fingers pressing, 
mi in the veriest 
Madness of mirth, as they dancei, 
They retreat and advance. 
Tr>'lng whose laugh shall be loudest and 
nterriest * 
T^TiIle the bride, Vlth roguish eyes. 
Sporting with them, now escf^es and cries : 
" Those who catch me 
Married verQv 
This year shall be I" 
And an pursue with eager haste, 
And all attain what they pursue. 
And touch her prettv apron fresh and new. 
And the linen kirtle round her waist. 

Meanwhile, whence comes It that among 
These youthful maidens fresh and fair, 
So Jovous. with such laughing air, 
Baptlste stands sighing, with silent toiigac? 
And yet the bride Is fair and yonng ! 
Is it Saint Joseph would say to us all. 
That love, o'erhasty precedeth a fall f 
Oh, no I for a maiden frail, I trow. 
Never bore so lofty ft brow I 
What lovers ! they give not a single caress 
To see them so careless and cold to-dav. 

These are grand people, one would' say. 
What alls Baptlste? what grief doth him op- 
press? 
It is, that half-way up the hill. 
In yon cottage, by those walls 
Stand the cart -house and the stalls, 
Dwellcth the blind orphan still. 
Daughter of a veteran old ; 
And yon must know, one year ago. 
That Margaret, the younsr and tender, 
Was the village pride and spleudoor. 
And Baptlste Mr /oyer bold. 



BY THE FIRESIDE. 
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Lore, the deceiver, then ensnared ; 
For them the altar was prepared ; 
But, alas ! the summer's blight. 
The dread disease that none can stny, 
The pcstnence that walks by night, 
Took the young bride's sight away. 

All at the father's stem command was changed ; 
Their peace was gone, but not their love es- 
tranged. 
Wearied at home, ere long the lover fled ; 

Returned but three short days ago. 

The golden chain they round him throw, 

He is enticed, and onward led 

To marry Angela, and yet 

Is thinking ever of Margaret. 

Then suddenly a maiden cried, 
** Anna, Theresa, Mary, Kate ! 
Here comes the cripple Jane !" And by a foun- 
tain's side 
A woman, bent and grey with years, 
Under the mulberry-tree appears. 
And ail towards her run, as fleet 
As had they wings upon their feet, 
It is that Jane, the cripple Jane, 
Is a soothsayer, wary and kind. 
Bhe telleth fortunes, and none complain, 
She promises one a village swain, 
Another a happy wedding-day. 
And the bride a lovely boy straightway. 
All comes to pass as she avers ; 
She never deceives, she never errs. 

But for this once the village seer 
Wears a countenance severe. 
And from beneath lier eyebrows thin and white 
Her two eyes flasli like cannons brip^ht 
Aimed at the bridegroom in waistcoat blue, 
Who like a statue stands in view ; 
Changing colour, as well he might, 
When the beldame wrinkled and gray 
Takes the young bride by the hand. 
And, with the tip of her reedy wand 
Making the sign of the cross doth say :— 
"Thoughtless Angela, beware ! 
Lest, when thou weddest tliis false bride- 
groom. 
Thou diggest for thyself a tomb !" 
And she was silent; and the maidens fair 
Saw from each eye escape a swollen tear ; 
But on a little streamlet silver-clear. 
What are two drops of tnrbirt rain ? 
Haddened a moment, the bridal train 
Resumed the dance and song again ; 
The bridegroom only was pale with fear:— 
And down green alleys 
Of verdurons valleys. 
With merry sallies, 
ITiey sang the refrain :— 

"The roads should blossom, the roads should 

bloom. 
So fair a bride shall leave her home I 
Should blossom and bloom witli garlands gray, 
So fair a bride shall puss to-day!" 

II. 
And by suffering worn and wcar>-. 
But t>eantifnl as some fair angel yet, 
Thus lamented Margaret, 
In her cottage lone and dreary :— 

•* He has arrived ! arrived at last ! 
Tct Jane has named him not these three days 
past; 

Arrived ! yet keeps aloof so far! 
And knows that of my night he is the star! 
Knows that long months I wait alone, be- 
nighted. 
And count the moments since he went away I 
Come '. keep the promise of that happier day, 
Tliat I may keep the faith to thee 1 plighted ! 
What joy have I without thee? what delight? 
Orief wastes my life, and makes it misery ; 
Day for the others ever, but for me 



For ever night I for over night ! 
When he is gone 'tis dark t my soul is sad ! 
I Huffer ! O my God! come, make me glad. 
When he is near, no thoughts of day intrude : 
Day has blue heavens, but Baptiste has blue 

eyes; 
Within them shines for me a heaven of love, 
A heaven uU iiaupinc.ss, like that above. 
No more of grief I no more of lassitude I 
Earth I forget,— and heaven, and all distresses, 
When seated by my side my hand ho presses ; 

But when alone, remember all ! 
Where is Baptiste ? ho hears not when I call ! 
A branch of ivy, dying on the ground, 
I need some bough to twine around ! 
In pity come ! be to my suffering kind ! 
rue fo " 
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ove, they say, in grief doth more abound I 
What then— when one is blind ? 



'^Wlio knows? perhaps I am forsaken ! 
Ah! woe is me ! Ihen l)ear me to my grave ! 

God ! what thoughts within me waken I 
Away ! he will return ! I do but rave! 

He will return ! I need nut fear! 

He swore it by our Saviour dear: 

He could not come at his own will; 

Is weary, or perhaps is III ! 

Perhaps his heart, in this disguise. 

Prepares tor me some sweet surprise ! 
But some one comes ! Though blind my heart 

can see ! 
And that deceives me not ! 'tis he ! 'tis he !" 

And the door ajar is set. 

And poor, conflding Margaret 
Rises, withontstretch'd arms, but sightless eyes; 
'Tis only Paul, her brother, who thus cries :— 

"Angela the bride has passed ! 

1 saw the wedding guests go by; 

Tell me, my sister, why were we not asked? 
For ail are there but you and I !" 

" Angela married ! and not send 

To tell her secret unto me ! 

Oh, speak ! who may the bridegroom be V'* 

"My sister, 'tis Baptiste, thy friend!" 

A cry the blind girl gave, but nothing said ; 

A milky whiteness spreads upon her cheeks, 
An icy hand, as heavy as lead, . 
Descending, as her brother speaks, 
Upon her heart, that has ceased to beat. 
Suspends awhile its life and heat. 

She stands beside tlic boy, now sore distressed, 

A wax Madonna as a peasant dressed. 
At length, the bridal song again 
Brings her back to her sorrow and pain. 

" Hark ! the joyous airs are ringing I 
Sister, dost thou hear them singnig? 
How merrily they laugh and jest! 
Would wo were bidden with the rest I 
I would don mj' hose and homespun groy. 
And my doublet of linen striped and gay ; 
I*erhaps they will come ; for they do not wed 
Till to-morrow at seven o'clock, it is said!" 
" I know It !" answered Margaret ; 

Whom the vision, with aspect black as jot, 
Plastered again ; and Its hand of ico 

Held her heart crushed, as in a vice ! 
" Paul, be not sad ! 'TIs a holiday ; 
To-morrow put on thy doublet gay ! 
But leave me now for a while alone." 
Away, with a hop and a jump, went Paul, 
And, as he whistled along the hall, 
Entered Jane, the crippled crone. 

" Holy Virgin ! what dreadful heat ! 
I om 'faint, and Aveary, and out of breath ! 
But thou art cold,— art chili as death ; 
My little friend ! what alls thee, sweet ?' 
"Nuttiing! 1 heard them singing home tiic 
briae ; 
And, as I listened to the song, 
I thou gilt my turn wowld covaa %x^ VswJ>^ 
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Thon knowest It is at Whitsantido. 

Thy cards forsooth can never lie, 

To mo such joy they prophecy. 

Thy skill shall bo vanntcd far and wldo 

When they behold him at my side. 

And, poor Baptiste, what saycst thou ? 
It must seem long to him ;— methinks I see him 
now!"' 

Jane, shuddering, her hand doth press: 

" Thy love I caimot all approve ; 
Wc must not trust too much to happiness; 
Go, pray to God, that thou mayst iovo him lass !** 

" The more I pray the more I loye I 
It is no sin. for God Is on my side !" 
It Avns enough ; and Jane no more replied. 
Now to all hope her heart is barred and cold { 

But to deceive the beldame old 

8hc takes a sweet, contented air ; 

Speaks of foul weather or of fair. 

At every word the maiden smiles I 

Thus the beguilcr slie beguiles; 
So that departing, at the evening's close, 

She says, "Hho may be saved ! she notliing 
knows!" 

Poor Jane, the cunning sorceress! * 
Now that thon wouldst, thou art no prophetess; 
This morning, in the fulness of thy heart, 

Thou wast so, far beyond tliiue art ! 

III. 
Now rings the hell, nine times reverberating, 
Ami the white daybreak, stealing up the sky. 
Sees in two cottages two maidens waiting, 

How differently ! 
Queen of a day, by flatterers caressed, 
The one puts on her cross and crown. 
Decks with a huge bouquet her breast, 
And flaunting, fluttering up and down. 
Looks at lierself, and cannot rest. 

The other, blind, within her little room. 

Has neither crowri nor flower's perfume; 
But in their stead for somctliing gropes apart, 

That in a drawer's recess doth lie. 
And, 'neath her bodice of bright scarlet dye, 

Convulsive clasps it to her heart. 

The one, fantastic, light as air, 

'Mid kisses ringing. 

And joyous singing. 
Forgets to say her morning prayer ! 

The other, with cold drops upon her brow. 

Joins her two hands, and kneels upon the 
floor. 
And whispers, as her brother oi>es the door, 

•' O God ! forgive me now ! 

And then the orphan, yonngand blind, 

C.'onducted by her brother's hand. 

Towards the church, through paths ud- 

scanned. 
With tranquil air her way doth bind. 

Odours of lanreL making her faint and palo, 
Round her at times exhale. 

And in the sky as yet no snnny ray. 
But brumal vapours gray. 

Near that castle, fair to sec, 
Crowded with sculpture old, in every part 
Marvels of nature and of art. 
And proud of its namo of high degree, 
A little chapel, almost bare 
At the base of the rock, Is buildcd there ; 
All glorious that It lifts aloof. 
Above each jealous cottage roof. 
Its sacred summit, 8wei)t by antunni gales. 
And its blackened steeple, high in air. 
Bound which the osprey screams and sails. 

"Paul, hiy thy noisy rattle by !" 
Thus Mnrfciiret said. " Wiere are wc? woas- 
cendl" 
«. „ " T^fsjseeat thon not ourionmeys end ? 
Jtearest thou not the oaprey from the belfry 
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The hideous bird, that brings iU Inck, we Imow 

Dost thou remember when oar father sft^ 
The night we watched beside bis bed, 
' O daughter, I am weak and low ; 

Take care of Paul ; 1 (^ that I am dying !' 

And thou, and he, and I, all fell to ciTing? 

Then on the roof the osprey screamed aloud; 

And here they brought our father lii his shroad. 

"niero is his grave, there stands tho cross wo 
set: 

WTiy dost thon clasp me so, dear Margaret ? 
Come in ; The bride will be here soon : 

Thou trcmblest! O my God I thou art going to 
swoon!" 

She could no more— the blind girl, weak and 
weary ! 

A voice seemed crying from that gr^ve so 
dreary, • 

"What wouldst thou do, my daughter ?"—an^ 
she started ; 
And quick recoiled, aghast, faint-hearted; 

But Paul, Impatient, prges ever more 
Her steps towards the open door; 

And when, beneath her feet, the qnhappy maid 

Crushes the laurel near the hoasc hnmortal, 

And with her head, as ^aul talks on again 
Touches the crown of f)Ugnine 
Suspended from the low-arched portal, 
No more restrained, no more afraid. 
She walks as for a feast arrayed. 

And in the ancient chapel's sombre night 
They both are lost to sight. 

At length the bell. 
With booming sound. 
Sends forth, resounding round. 
Its hymeneal peal o'er rock and down tho dell. 
It is broad day, with sunshine and with rain. 

And yet the guests delay not long. 
For soon arrives tlie bridal train. 
And with it brings the village throng. 

In sooth, deceit maketh no mortal gay, 
For lo! Baptiste on this triumphant day. 
Mute as an idiot, sad as yester-momlng, 
Thinks only of tho beldame's words of warning. 

And Angela thinks of her cross, 1 wis ; 

To bo a bride is all I Tho pretty lisuer 

Feels her heart swell to hear all around her 

whisper, 
"How beautiful! how beantlful she Is!" 

But she must calm that giddy head. 

For already the Mass is said ; 

At tho holy table stands the priest • 
Tlic wedding-ring is blessed , Baptiste receives 

Ere on the finger of the bride he leaves it. 
He must pronounce one word at least I 
*Tis spoken; and sudden at the groomsman's 

side 
" 'Tis he !" a well-known voice has cried. 
And while the wedding guests all hold their 

breath. 
Opes the confessional, and the blind girl, see! 
''Baptiste," she said, "sinco tliou hast wished 

ray death. 
As holy water be my blood for thee !" 
And calmly in the air a knife suspended! 
Doubtless tier guardian angel near attended. 
For anguish did Its work so well. 
That, ere the fatal stroke descended, 
Lifeless she fell ! 

At eve Instead of bridal verse, 
Tho I>e Profundis filled the air ; 
Decked with flowers a simple hearse 
To the churchyard forth they bear ; 
"VvUa^te Rlrls In robes of snow 

^OWlWte-WSA 9, WEOWfik UiSX «lV!> 
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"The foads should moarn and be veiled in 

^oom. 
So fair a corpse shall leave its home ! 
Should moom and should weep, ah, well-away ! 
So fair a corpse shall pass to-day !" 



A CHRISTMAS CAROL. 
ntOK THB KOEI BOCRGUIGNOX DB BAHOZAI. 

I HSAsalonfr oar street, 
Pass the minstrel throngs; 
Hark I they play so sweet, 
On their hautboys. Christmas songs I 
Let us by the Are 
Ever h iff her 
Sing them till the night expire I 

In December ring 
Every day the chimes ; 
Loud the gleemon sing. 
In the streets their merry rhymes, 
Let us by the fire 
Ever higher 
Sing them till the niglit expire ! 

Shepherds at the gratiuo. 
Where the Babe was burn. 
Sang, with many a change, 
Christmas carolH nntil morn. 
Let U8 by the fire 
Ever higher 
Sing them till the night cxpiic 
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These Rood people sang 
Songs devout and sweet ; 
Willie the rafters rang. 
There they stood with freezing feet. 
Let iw by the Are 
Ever higher 
Sing them tUl the night expire ! 

>'un.s in frigid cells 
At thlM holy tide. 
For want o"f soinethlng else, 
Christmas Hongn at times have tried. 
Let us l)y the tire 
Ever highf r 
Sing them till the night expire ! 

Washerwomen old. 
To tlie sound tiiey beat 
Sing by rivers cold. 
With uncovered heads and feet, 
Let us by the H re 
Ever higher 
Sing them till the night expire! 

Who by the fireside stands 
Stamps his feet and sings : 
lint he wlio blows his hands 
in'ot so gay a cjirol brings. 
J^t us by tljc flro 
Ever higher 
Sing them till the night expire 



THE SPAKISH STUDEKT. 



DltAMATIS PEESOJJ^ 



The Archbishop of Toledo. 

A Cardinal. 

Beltkan Crdzado, Count of tite Gipsies. 

Bartolome Koman, a young Gipsy. 

The Padre Cura of (hjadarama. 

Pedro Crespo, Alcalde. 



Pancho. AlguacU. 
Francisco, Lard's Servant. 
Chispa, Victorian's Servant. 
Baltasar. Innkeeper. 
Prrciosa, a Gtpsif Girl. 
Angelica, a poor Gwl. 
Martina, The Padre Cura's Ni^. 
Dolores, Prenosd's Maid. 

GipsieSt Musicums^ <C'C. 



ACT I. 

SCENE l.-7V/e COUNT OF LARA'S Chambers. 
Jiight. The CO UNT tn his dres ung-gotcn^ snwking 
and conversing with DON CARLOS. 

Lara. You were not at the play to-night, Don 
Carlos ; 
How happened it ? 

Don C. I had engagements elsewhere, 

Pray who was there? 

Lara. Why, all the town and court. 

The house was crowded ; and the busy fans 
Among the gayly-drcssed and perfumed ladies 
Fluttered like butterflies among the flowers. 
Tliere was the Countess Medina Cell ; 
The Goblin Lady with her Phantom Lover, 
Her Lindo Don Diego ; Dona Sol, 
And Dona Seraflna, and her cousins. 

Don C. What was the play? 

Lara. It was a dull affair; 

One of those comedies in which you see. 
As Lope says, the history of the world. 
Brought down from Genesis to tlie Day of Judg- 
ment. 
There were three duels fought in the first act, 
Three gentlemen receiving deadly wounds. 
Laying their hands upon their liearts, and say- 
ing, 
"Oh, 1 am dead!" a lover in a closet, 
An old hidalgo, and a gay Don Juan, 
A Dona Inez with a black mantilla, 
Followed at twilight by an unknown lover, 
Who looks intently where he knows slie is not ! 

Don C. Of course the Preciosa danced to- 
night? 

Lara. And never better. Every footstep fell 
As lightly as a sunbeam on the water. 
I think the girl extremely beautiful. 

Don C. Almost beyond the privilege of wo- 
man! 
I saw her in the Prado yesterday. 
Her step was royal, -queen-like,— and her face 
As beautiful as a Saint's in Paradise. 

Lara. May not a Saint fall from her Paradise, 
And be no more a saint ? 

Don C. Wli V do you a sk ? 

Lara. Because Tve heard it said this angel 
fell, 
And though she Is a virgin outwardly. 
Within she is a sinner; like those panels 
Of doors and altar-pieces the old monks 
Painted in convents, with the Virgin Alary 
On the outside, and on the inside Venus! 

Don C. You do her wrong; indeed, you do her 
wrong. 
Bho is as virtuous as she is fair. 



Lara. How crednlons yon arc: Wliy look 
you, friend. 
There's not a virtuous woman in Madrid, 
In tills w^hole city! And Avould you persuado 

me 
That a mere dancing-girl, who shows herself, 
nightly, half-naked, on tlie stage, for moiier. 
And with voluptuous motions fires tbe blood 
Of inconsiderate youth, is to be held 
A model for her virtue? 

Don C. You forget 

She is a gipsy girl. 

Lara. And tlierefore won 
The easier. 

Don C. Nay, not to be won at all! 
The only virtue that a Gipsy prizes 
Is chastity. That is her only virtue. 
Dearer than life she holds It. I remember 
A gipsy woman, a vile, shameless bawd. 
Whose craft was to betray the young and fair: 
And yet this woinftn was above all bribes. 
And when a noble lord, touched by her beauty,— 
The wild and wizard beauty aWier race,— 
Offered her gold to be what she made others, 
She turned upon him with a look of scorn, 
And smote him in the face I 

Lara. And does that prove 

That Preeiosa Is above suspicion ? 

Don C. It proves a nobleman may be repulsed 
Wlicn he thinks conquest easy. 1 believe 
That woman. In her deepest degradation. 
Holds something sacred, something nndeflled. 
Some pledge and keepsake of her high nature. 
And. like the diamond in the dark, retaiui* 
Some quencliless gleam of the celestial light ! 

Lara. Yet Preeiosa would have taken the golcL 

Don C. (rtsmg). I do not think so. 

Lara. I am sure of it. 

But why this haste ? Stay yet a little longer. 
And light the battles of your Dnlcinea. 

Don C Tis late. I must be gone, for if I stay 
You will not lie persuaded. 

Lara. Yes ; persnade me. 

DonC. No one so deaf as he who will not 
hear ! 

Lara. No one so blind as ho who will not sec ! 

Don C. And so good night I wish yon plea- 
.sant dreams, 
And greater faith in woman. lExit. 

Lara. Greater faith I 

I have the greatest faith : for I beliovo 
Victorian is her lover. 1 lM>iieve 
That I shall l)e to-morrow ; and thereafter 
Another, and another, and another. 
Chasing each otiier through her zoUiao^ 
As XauriM chases Ari«8. 
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£tkter Jb^RANClSCO wUh a casket. 

Wollf Francisco, 
What speed with Preciosa ? 

From. ifonc, my lord. 

She sends yonr Jewels back, and bids me tell 

you 
She is not to be purchased by your gold. 

Lara. Then I will try some other i^vay to win 
her. 
Pray, dost thou know Victorian ? 

Fran. Yes, my lord; 

I saw him at the jeweller's to-day. 

Lara. What was he doing there? 

Fran, I saw him buy 

A golden ring, that liad a ruby In it. 

Lur*^ Was there another like it ? 

Fran, One so like it 

I could not choose between them. 

Lara. It Is well. 

To-morrow morning bring that ring to me, 
Do not forget. JSow light mo tu my bed. 

iExeunt. 

SCENE II.— >1 Street m Madrid. Enter CII ISPA, 
folloved tf\f JUusiaan*^ with a bagpipe^ guttan, 
and other trutruments. 

OUspa. Abernuncio Satanas ! and a plagno 
on all lovers who ramble about at night, drink- 
ing the elements, instead of sleeping quietly in 
their beds. Every dead man to his cemeter}-, 
say I ; and every friar to his monastery. Now, 
here's my master, Victorian, yesterday a cow- 
keeper, and to-day a gentleman; yesterday 'a 
student, and to-day a lover; and I must be up 
later than the nightingale, for as the abbot slugs 
so most the sacristan respond. Hod grant he 
may soon bo murried, for then shall all this sere- 
nading cease. Ay, marry! marry! marry! 
Mother, what does marry mcnn ? It means to 
spin, to bear children, and tu weep, my daugh- 
ter ! And of a truth, there is something more in 
matrimony than the wedding-ring. (To the 
nuuieiant,) And now, gentlemen. Pax vobiscum! 
as the ass said to the cabbages. Pray, walk this 
way ; and don't hang d(»wn your heuds. It is no 
disgrace to have an old father and a ragged 
shirt. Now. look you. you are gentlemen who 
lead the life of crickets ; you enjoy hunger by 
day, and noise by night. Yet, I beseech yon. for 
this ones be not loud, but pathetic: for it is a 
serenade to a damsel in bed, and not to the Man 
In the Moon Your object is mot to aronso and 
terrify, but to soothe and bring hilling dreams. 
Therefore, e^ch shall not play his instrument as 
If it were the only one ni the universe, but 
gently, and with a certain modesty, according 
wttb tho others. Pray, how may 1 call thy 
name, my friend? 

Ftrst JtuM. Oerbnimo Gil. at your service. 

Chtspa. Every tub smells of the wine that is 
in It. Pray. Gertfnlmo, Is not Saturday an un- 
Ideasant day with thee ? 

First Mus Why so? 

Chtspa. Because 1 have heard it said that 
Saturday is an unpleasant day with those who 
have bnc one shirt. Moreover, I have seen thee 
at the tnvem, and if thnu canst nui as fast as 
thou canst drink, T should like to hunt hares 
with 1 hce. What Instniment is that ? 

First Mns. An Aragonese bagpipe. 

Chispa. Pray, art 1 hou related to the bagpiper 
of Bulalance. who asked a maravedi for playing, 
and ten for leaving off ? 

First Mns. No, your honour. 

Chispa. I am glad of It. What other Instru- 
ments have we ? 

Second and Third Mus. We play the ban- 
dnrrla. 

. Chupa. A pleasing instrument. And thou? 
Fowrfh Mfu, The fife. 

Cmipa. 1 like It ; It has a cheerful, soul-stlr- 



rlng sound, that soars up to my lady's window, 
like tho Hong of a swallow. And you others? 
Other Mus. We are singers, please your honour 
Chispa. You arc too many. Do you think we 
are going to sing mass in the cathedral of Cdr- 
dova ? Four men can make but little use of one 
shoe, anti I see not how you can all sing in one 
song. Hut follow me along the garden widL 
This is the way my master climbs to the lady's 
window. It Irt bv the vicar's skirts that tne 
devil climbs into ttie belfry. Come, follow me. 
and make no noise. iExeunt 

SCENE Ill.-PRECIO.SA'S Chamber. She 
stands at the open window. 

Prec. How slowly through tho lilac-scented 
air 

Descends the tranquil moon! Like thistle- 
down 

The vapoury clouds float in the peaceful sky ! 

And swi'Ctly from yon lioUow vaults of shade 

The nighingales breathe out their souls in song. 

And hark! what songs of love, what SQuL-Uke 
sounds, 

Answer them from below ! 

SERENADE. 

Stars of the summer night ! 

Far in yon azure dee|)». 
Hide, hide your golden light I 

She sleeps ! 
My lady sleeps ! 
Sleeps ! 

Moon of the summer night « 

Far down yon western steeps. 

Sink, sink in silver light I 
She sleeps ! 

My lady sleeps ! 
Sleeps! 

Wind of tlie summer night ! 

When; yonder woodbine creeps, 
Fold, fold thy pinions light! 



She sleeps I 
My lady sleeps 
Sleeps ! 



Dreams of the summer night ! 

Tell her, her lover keeps 
Watch! while in slumbers light 

She slee))s ! 
My lady sleeps ' 

Sleeps! 

Enter VICTORIAN by the balcony. 

VKt. Poor little dove! thou tremblest Uko a 

leaf! 
Prec. I am so frightened! Tls .for thee I 
tremble ! 
I hate to have thee climb that wall by night ! 
Did no one see thee? 
Vict. None, my love, but thou. 

Prec. 'Tis very dangerous; and when thou 
art gone 
I chide myself for letting thee come here 
Thus stealthily by night. Where hast thou 

been? 
Since yesterday I have no news from thee. 
Vict. Since yesterday I've been in AlcaM. 
Ere long tho thnc wlH come, sweet Preciosa, 
When thot dull distance shall no more divide us ; 
And I no more shall scale thy wall by night 
To steal a kiss from thee, as I do now. 
Prec. An honest thief, to steal but what thou 

jrtvest. 
Vict. And wo shall sit together unmolested, 
And words of true love pass from tongue to 

tongue. 
As singing birds from one bough to another. 
Prec. That were a life indeed to make time 
envious ! 
I know that tlion wouldst visit me to-night. 
I saw th«e tx th« ^V&T^ 
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Vwi. Sweet child of air I 

Never did I behold thee so attired 
And garmented in beauty as to-night! 
What hast thoa done to make thee look so fair? 

Prec. Am 1 not always fair ? 

Vict. Ay. and so fair 

That I am jealous of all eyes that see thee, 
And wish that they were blind. 

Prec. I heed them not : 

When thou art present, I see none but thee ! 

Vict. There's nothing fair nor beautiful but 
takes 
Something from thee that makes it beantifnl. 

Prec. And yet thou leavostme for those dusty 
books. 

Vtct. Thou comest between me and those 
books too often ! 
1 see thy face in every thing I see! 
The paintings in the chapel wear thy looks, 
The canticles are changed to sarabans. 
And with the learned doctors of the schools 
I see thee dance cachucas. 

Prec. In good sooth, 

* I dance with learned doctoi*s of the schools 
To-morrow morning. 

Vtct. And with whom, t pray ? 

Prec. A grave and reverend .Cardinal, and his 
Grace 
The Archbishop of Toledo. 

Vict- What mad jest 

Is this ? 

Prec. It is no jest : Indeed it is not. 

Vtct. Prithee, explain thyself. 

Prec. Why, simply thus. 

Thou knowest the Tope has sent Here into 

Spain 
To put a stop to dancing on the stage. 

Vict. I have heard it whispered. 

Prec. Now the Cardinal, 

Who for this purpose comes, would fain be- 
hold 
With his own eyes these dances ; and the Arch- 

. bishop 
Has sent for me 

Vict. That thon mayst dance before them ! 
Now viva la cachucha ! It will breathe 
The fire of youth into these grey old men! 
'T^vIU be thy proudest conquest! 

Prec. Saving one. 

And yet I fear these dances will be stopped, 
And Prcciosa be once more a beggar. 

Vtct. The sweetest beggar that e'er asked for 
alms; 
With such beseeching eyes, that when I saw 

thee 
I gave mjr heart away. 

Prec. Dost thon remember 

When first we met ? 

Vtct. It was at Cordova, 

In the cathed ml garden. Thou wast sitting 
Under the orangc-trce, beside a fonntaln. 

Prec 'Twaa Easter-Sunday. The full-blos- 
somed trees 
Filled all the air with fragrance and with joy. 
The priests were singing, and the organ 

sounded. 
And then anon the great cathedral belL 
It was the elevation of the Host. 
We both of ns fell down upon our knees. 
Under the orange -boughs, and prayed together. 
I never had been happy till that moment. 

Vtct. Thon blessed angel ! 

Prec. And when thou wast gone 

I felt an aching here. I did not speak 
To any one that day. But from that day 
Bartolom6 grew hateful unto me. 

Vict. Remember him no more. Let not his 
shadow 
Come ifetween thee and me. Swoet Preclosal 
JJovedthee even then, though I was silent 1 
'^^Jj.f^oasrht I ne^er sAoald see thy face 

*^ f»rew9U hud a Bound o/Mirow In It, 



Viet. That was the first sound in the song of 
love ; 
Scarce more than silence is, and yet a sound. 
Hands of invisible spirits touch the strings 
Of that mysterious instrument, the soul. 
And play the prelude of our fate. We hear 
The voice prophetic, and are not alone. 

Prec. That is my faith. Dost thou believe 
these warnings. 

Vict. So far as tills. Our feelings and oar 
thoughts 
Tend ever on, and rest not on the Present. 
As drops of rain fall into some dark well. 
And from below comes a scarce audible sound. 
So fall onr thoughts into the dark Hereafter, 
And their mysterious echo reaches us. 

Prec I have felt It so, bat found no words to 
say it ! 
1 cannot reason ; I can only feel ! 
But thon hast language tor all thoughts and 

feelings. 
Thon art a scholar; and sometimes I think 
We cannot walk together in this world ! 
The distance that divides ns is too great! 
Henceforth thy pathway lies among the stars; 
I mu'«t not hold thee back. 

Vict. Thon little sceptic I 

Dost thon still doubt? What I most prize in 

woman 
Is her affections, not her InteHeet! 
The intellect is finite, but the affections 
Are infinite, and cannot be exhausted. 
Compare me with the great men of the eartt; 
What am I ? Why, a pigmy among giants ! 
Bnt if thou lovest,— mark me ! I say loreat, 
The greatest of thy sex excels ^hee not! 
The world of the affections Is thy world. 
Not that of man's ambition. In that stOlness 
Which most becomes a woman, cahn and holy. 
Thou sittest by the fireside of the heart. 
Feeding its flame. The element of fire 
Is pure. It cannot change nor kide its nature^ 
But bums as brightly in a Gipsy oamp 
As In a palace-hall. Art thou convinced f 

Prec, Yes, that I love thee, as the good love 
heaven ; 
But not that I am worthy of that heayen. 
How shall I more deserve ft 7 

Vict. Loving nxne. 

Prec. I cannot love thee moftei my heart fit 
full. 

Vict. Then let it overflow, and I will drink it, 
As in the summer-time the thirsty sands 
Drink the swift waters of the Manzanarea, 
And still do thirst for more. 

A Watchman (in the Street). Ave Maria 
Purissima 1 'Tis midnight and serene ! 

Viet. Uear'st thou that cry ? 
_ Prec It is a hateful somid. 

To scare thee from me ! 

Vict. As the hunter's horn 

Doth scare the timid stag, or bark of hoimds 
Tho moor-fowl from his mate. 

Prec. Pray do not go I 

Vtct. I must away to Alcalh to^ght. 
Think of me when I am away. 

Prec Fear not! 

I have no thoughts that do not think of thee. 

Vict, (giving her a ring). And to remind thee of 
my love, take this: 
A serpent, emblem of Eternity ; 
A mby,— say a drop of my heart's blood. 

iVec. It is an ancient saying that the rahj 
Brings gladness to the w(>avdr, and preserves 
The heart pure, and, if laic beneath the pflloir. 
Drives away evil dreams. But then, alas I 
It was a serpent tempted Eve to sin. 

Vtct. What convent of barefooted Carmtiltet 
I Taught Ihee «o much theology 7 
\ Prec (Lay\nQh«rhaiadu'pQiahMiMiMllM Uvdll 

I Qood. ik\0it\ «si^ Tn»>7 ^ "^^ 

I t\kM\ 
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Viet. Oood nlstit! grood iHght: thou art mv 
gnantiaiianfrel! 
I have no other saint tlinn thon to prnv to! 

(He deaeenth hy the bdlcony.) 
Prrc Take care and do not luirt thcc. Art 

thon safe ? 
Vkt. O^om the garden). Safe ns my love for 
thee! 

But art thon safe? 
Others can climb a balcony hv moonlight 
As wen as I. Pray shnt thy windovr i-lo^c ; 
I am Jealous of the pcrfunio'd nlr uf nltrht 
That from tlWs garden clhnbs to kl*s thv lips. 
Prec. Ohroming down her handkerrh'ief.) Thou 
silly chiMI Take this to blind thine uveK. 
It Is my benlson. 

Vwt. And brinffs to mo 

Sweet fragrance from thy lins. as the 5K>ft wind 
Wdfts to tne out-bound manner the breath 
Of the beloved land lie leaves behind. 
Prte. Make not thy voyapt^ lonjr, 
Vict. To-morrow nlirlit 

Shall SCO mo safe returned. Thou art tin- star 
To fniidc me to nn anchorage. (iiNHi ni^riit ! 
lly lH>auteoiis star! My star of love, good 
night— 
Prec. Good nfjrht. 

Wutehtnan (at a distance). Ave Maria Turiri- 
Hima! 

HCE^E IV.— J » Inn on t/te road to Aicala. BAL- 
TASAR usUep on a Uuch. 

Enter CIHSPA. 

Chttpa. And hero we are, half way to Aicala, 
betweoncoeks and midniKlit. Bo<ly o' me ! what 
an inn this is! Tho ll.srlits out, and the landlord 
asleep. Hold! ancient Baltasar. 

Bat. (teal'ing.) Here I am. 

CTtUpa. Yes, there you are, like a one-eyed 
Akadc in a town without inhabitants. Bring a 
light and let me have supper. 

Bal. Where is your master? 

(^iMpa. Do not trouble yourself about him. 
We have stopped a moment to breathe our 
horses : and. If he chooses to walk up and down 
In the open air. looking into the Rky as one who 
hears it rain, that does not satisfy my hunger, 
you know. But bo quick, for I am In a hurry, 
and every man Rtretchcs his legs according to 
the length of his co\*erlet. Wliat have we here ? 

Bal. {setting a light on the table.) Stewed rab- 
bit. 

Chispa (eeOing) Conscience of Tortalcgre! 
Stewed kitten, yon moan ? 

Bal And a pitcher of Pedro Xhnencs, with a 
roasted pear in it. 

Chispa (dnnJhng). Ancient Baltasar, amigo! 
You kni»w how to cry wine and sell vinegar. I tell 
you this is nothing but Vinto TIntu of La Man- 
cha, with a tang of the swine-skin. 

Baf. J swear to you by Saint Simon and 
Jnda&. is is all as I say. 

Chispa. And I swear to you, by Saliit Peter 
and 8nhit Paul, that it is no such tiling. More- 
over, vour supper is like the hidalgo's din nor, 
very nttle meat, and a great deal of table-i-lotli. 

Bau Hu! ha! ha! 

Chispa. And more noise than nuts. 

Bal. Ha! ha! ha! Yon must have your joke, 
Master Chispa. But shall I not ask I)on Victo- 
rian In to take a dranght of the Pedro Xinienus ? 

Chispa. Ho; you might as well say '* Duii't- 
yon-want-some ?" to a dead man. 

Bal. Why docs he go so^ften to Madrid ? 

Chispa. For the same reason that he eats no 
snp|>er. He Is in love. Were you ever la love. 
Raltasar? 

Bal. 1 was never out it. good Cliisi)a. It has 
been the torment of my life. 

CJnspa. What, arc rou on fire, too. o/d hay- 
stack y Why wo shall never be able to put yott 
oat 



Vict. (iritftoitt.) Chispa! 

C/tisj'd. (Jo to bed, I'ero. OruUo, for the cocks 
arc crowing. 

Vict. Ea! Chispa! Chispa! 

<'uisp<t. Ea ! Scnor. Coine .with me. ancient 
Baltasar. and l)ring water for the horses. I will 
pay for tho > upper to-morrow. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V.-VICTORIAN'-S Oinwbersat Aicala. 
11 V POLIT* ) aslvp iti an urm-cliair. lie airakrs 
sloicly. 

Hyp. I must liave been asleep! ay, sound 
asieoj'! 
And it was all a dream. O slorj), sweet sleep! 
AVIiatovorforin thon tnkest tliou art fair, 
lloldln;; unto our Ups ihy irohlcT (lllcd 
Out of OhJivion's well, a lioaliii'.' dinnulit ! 
Tho candles have burned low : I' must Ik- Into. 
Wliore can Victorian be ? LIko Kray Carrillo, 
Till! only plaoo in which ono c.innut "Mud him 
Is his own coll. llorc's his guitiW. th.it seldom 
Fools tho carosso.s of its master'- hand. 
Open thy sllont lil>^, sweet iusinniieiit ! 
And lii.-.kc dull niidiiiuht ineri->- with a song. 

lie play.^ and sings. 

Padre FranclKco' 
I'fulr.' rimisi>( o! 
What do ynii warn of I'adre Francisco? 
Hore is a pretty young maiden 
Who wants to confess lier sins! 
Open tho d<»or and let her come in, 
I will .*iluivc her from every sin. 

Enter yiCTOHIAS. 

Viet. Padre Ilypollto! Padre Ilyiwllto? 

Ilifp What dd you want of Padre Ilyi)olito? 

Vkt. Come, shiivc me straight; for If love be 
a sin, • 

I am tho greatest sinner that doth live. 
1 will confess tho sweetest of all crimes, — 
A maiden wooed and won. 

/////>. Tlie same old tale 

Of the old woman in the chimney-corner, 
WJio. while t'lc pot boils, says, *• Come here, my 

child, 
T 11 tell thee a stor>' of ray wedding-day." 

Vicf. Nay, listen, f«>r my heart is full, so full 
Tliat I must speak. 

/////). Alas! that henrt of thine 

Is like a scene in tho old i)Iay : the curtain 
Rises to solemn music, and lo! enter 
The eleven thousand virgins of Cologne! 

Vict. Kay, like the Sybils volumes, thou 
sliouldst say : 
Tliose that remained, after tho six were bumed. 
Being held more jirocious than the nine together- 
But listen to my tale. Dost thou i-emcmber 
The Gipsy girl wc saw at C6rdova 
Dance the Romalis in the market-j)lacc ? 

I/yp. Thou meanest Prcciosa. 

\ict. Ay, the same. 

Thou knowest how her Image haunted me 
Long after we returned to Alcaic. 
She's in Madrid. 

Hyp. I know it 

I'tct. And I'm In love. 

Hyp. And therefore In Madrid when thon 
sliouldst be 
In Alcaltl. 

Vict. Oh, iMirdon me, my friend. 

If 1 so long have kept this secret from thee; 
But silence is the charm that guards such 

tri.'aanros, 
And, if a word he spoken ere the time, 
They sink again, they were not meant for ns. 

Hyp. Alas'. Ala%'. t?iC^U\o>aLWt\.Vc\.\Kss^. 
I iO ve keenft \.\v«i tiAA. owX \\<a\.^\ \\vk«\> vv. OwOsCt.. 
It &erve% loT lood «l\\^ t».V«vq\\V. vWn^ ^'^ajssx^w^ 
Ills masa, \v\ft oWa., ft\\«L\\\&\^^t«.'V.v^>yss ^— 
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Thoa knowest the prorerb. But pr»y tellcit.'. 

lover. 
IloTT speeds thy wooin? ? Is the mahlen coy 7 
Write her a son?. lM^pihnillJ.'vr^th an Are: 
Siog as the monk sang to the Viririn Mary, 

Ave! c -jus ealcem clai'e 
A'ec centetine commendare 
Hcirtt Straph siuJtoI 

Fict. Pray, do not Jest I This is no time for it I 
I am not in earnest I 

J/it/K Serirtnsly enamonred? 

What ho I The l»rimus of jrrekt Alcala 
£n:iraoared of a (;ii>sy ? Tell nic frankly. 
How ineaneht thou ? 

Vtct. I mean it honestly. 

Jlyp. Snrelv thoa wilt not marrv her I 

l^ict. ' Why not? 

Hyp. She was betrothed to one liartolome. 
If I rememt)er rightly, a young Gipsy, 
Who danced with her at C6rdova. 

VkL Tlicy quarelled. 

Anil so the matter ended. 

Hyp. Bat in tmth 

Thou wilt not marry her ? 

Vtct. In truth I will. 

The angels sang in heaven when sho wjis bom! 
She is a precious jcmWI 1 have found 
Among the filth and rubbish of tfii< world, 
ril stoop for It; but when 1 wear it lierc. 
Set on my forehead like the niornlng-star. 
The world may wonder, but It will not laugh. 

Hyp. If thou wear'st nothing else upon thy 
forehead, 
•Twill be indeed a wonder. 

Vtct. Out upon thee. 

With thy unseasonable jests! Pra.v, tell me, 
Is there no virtue m the world? 

Hyp Not ranch. 

What, thlnk'st thou, is she doing at this moment ; 
Now, while wc speak of her? 

Vtet. She lies asleep, 

And from her i)arted lips, her gentle breath 
Comes like the fragrance from the lips of flowers. 
Her tender limbs arc still, and, on her breast 
Tlic cross slje prayed to, crc she fell asleep, 
Rises and falls with the soft tide of di*eams, 
Like a light barge safe moored. 

Hyp. Which means, in prose. 

She 8 sleeping with her month a little open ! 

Viet. Oh, would I had the old magician's glass. 
To see her as she lies in childlike sleep! 

Hyp. And wouldst thou venture ? 
• Vtct. Ay, indeed I wonld ! 

Hyp. Tliou art courageous. Has thou e'er 
reflected 
How much lies hidden in that word, nowl 

Vtct. Ye.s, all the awful mysterj' of IJfcI 
I have thouglit, my dear Hypolito, 
That could wc, by some spell of magic, change 
The world and its inhabitants to stone, 
In the same attitudes as they now are in. 
What fearful glances downward might we cast 
Into the hollow chasms of human life ! 
What groups should wc behold about the death- 
bed. 
Patting to shame the group of Niobc ! 
What joyful welcomes, and what sad farewells! 
What stony hearts in those congealed ryes! 
What visible joy or anguish in those cheeks! 
What bridal pomps and what funereal shows! 
What foes, like gladiators, fierce and strugghng! 
What lovers with their mariile lips togotlu^r! 
Hyp. Ay, there it is! and if I were in love, 
This IS the very point I most should dread, 
Tills magic glass, these magic spells of thine. 
Might tell a tale were l)cttcr lert untold. 
For instance, they might show usthv fair cousin, 
7710 Laidy VJolnnte, bathed in tears 
Of love and anger, like the inaitl of Tolchls, 
W%^/D thou, another /aftiilcss Argonaut, 
Maying won that golden fleecQ, o, womau'8\ovc, 
^eaertest for this aiauc^, ' 



I 'f cf . Hold tliy peace 1 

She cares not for me. She may wed another. 
Or go into a convent, and, thus dying. 
Marry Achilles in tlie £lysian Fields. 
Hyp. (ristngJ And so, good night! Good morn- 
ing. I should sjiy. 

iaock strikes three.) 
Hark! how the loud and ponderous mace of 

Time 
Knocks at the golden portals of the day! 
.\ud so. once more, good night! We'll speak more 

largely 
Of Preciosa when we meet again. 
Uet thee to bed. and the magician. Sleep. 
Shall show her to thee. In his magic glass, 
In all her loveliness. Good night ! [Exit. 

Vtct. Good night ! 

{ThroKs himsflf into the arm-chair trhtdi HYPO- 
LITO has lefty and lays a large book open vpoa 
j his knees.) 

Must read, or sit in reverie and watch 
: The changing colour of the waves tliat break 
UiH)n the idle sea-shore of the mind! 
Visions of Fame! that once did visit me. 
Making night glorious with your smile, where 

are ye ? 
Oh. who shall give me, now that ye are gtme, 
Jnice of those immortal plants that Dloom 
Ui>on Olvmpus, making us immortal ? 
Or tetich me where that wondrous mandrake 

grows. 
Whose magic root, torn from the earth with 

groans. 
At midnight hour, can scare the fiends away. 
And make the mind prolific in its fanclra ? 
1 have the wish, bnt want the will, to act ! 
Souls of great men departed ! ye whose words 
Have come to light from the swift river of Time, 
Like Roman swords foiuid in the Taens' bed. 
Where is the strength to wield the arms yc 
bore? 
i From tlie barred visor of antiqnity 
: Reflected shines the eternal light of Tmth. 
! As from a mirror! all the means of action— 
The shapeless masses— the materials- 
Lie everywhere about ns. What we need 
Is the celestial fire to change the flint 
Into transparent crystal, bright and clear. 
Tliat Are is genius ! the rnde peasant sits 
At evening in his smoky cot, and draws 
With charcoal figures on the imooath wall. 
The son of genius comes, foot-sore with travel. 
And begs a shelter from the Inclement nfght. 
He takes the charcoal from the peasant's hand. 
And. by the magic of his touch nt once 
Transfigured, all its hidden virtues shino. 
And, In the eyes of the astonished clown. 
It gleams a diamond ! Even thus traiisfunned, 
Kude i)opular traditions, and old tales 
Shine as immortal poems at the touch 
Of some poor, houseless, homeless, wandering 

bard. 
Who had l>ut a night's lodgings for his pains. 
But tiiere are brighter dreams than those of 

Fame, 
Which are the dreams of Love! Out of the 

heart 
Rises the bright ideal of those dreams. 
As from some woodland fount a spirit rises 
And sinks again into its silent deeps. 
Ere the enamoured knight can touch her robe ! 
'Tis this ideal that the soul of man. 
Like the enamoured knight beside the fountain. 
Waits for upon the margin of Life's stream; 
Waits to behold her rise from the dark waters, 
('lad in a mortal shape ! Alas ! how many 
Must wait in vain! The stream flows ever* 

more, 
l\v\\, itoTu vtft sUent deeps no spirit rises ! 
Y el 1, \>«TVV wa^w «. v'f ^vV^\«va «l«Lt, 



THE 

Here. ft5 f sit at midnight and nionc. 
Her gentle hrcnthiiiK! "ti m.v hrca»t can feci 
The pressure of her head '. GoiVs l)ciiison 
Rests ever on it ! Close those beauteoas eyes, 
Kweet Sleep I and all the flowers that bloom at 

night 
With balmy lips breathe in her cars my name ! 

{QradvaHf sinks asleep.) 



ACT II. 

SC£XE I.-PRECI0SA*8 Chamber. Morning. 
rRECiOSOA awl A^'UliXlCA. 

Prec. Why will yoti go so soon? Stay yet 
awhile : 
The poor too often tnm away nnhcard 
From hearts that shut against thera with a 

sound 
That will be heard in heaven. Pray tell mc 

more 
Of 3ronr adversities. Keep nothing from mc. 
What is yonr landlord s imme ? 
Ang. The Cennt of Larn. 

t*rec. The Count of I^ara! Oh, beware that 
man! 
Mistrust hU i)ity,— hold no parley with him I 
And rather die an outcast in the streets 
Than touch his gold. 
Ang. You know him then ? 

Free. As much 

As any woman mny. nnd yet be pure. 
As you would keup your name without a 

blemish, 
Beware of him ! 

Ang. Alas! what can I do? 

I cannot choose my friends. Etich word of khid- 

ness. 
Come whence it may, is welcome to the jjoor 
/Vec. J^Iake mc your friend. A girl so j-ouiig 
and fair 
Should have nu friends but those of her own 

sex. 
What is your name ? 
Ang. Angelica. 

Free. That name 

Was given you that yon might he an nngel 
To her who bore you ! When your Infant smile 
Made her home Paradise, you were her angel. 
Oh. bo an angel stili I She needs that smile. 
80 long as you arc innocent, fear nothing. 
Ko one can harm you ! I am a )>oor girl. 
Whom chance has tnken from tlie public streets, 
I have no other shield than mine own virtue, 
That is the chann which has protected mc ! 
Amid a thousnnd perils I have worn it 
Here on my hearth It is my guardiiin angel. 
Ang. (rising.j i thank you for this connsel, 

dearest lady. 
Prec. Thank mc by following it. 
Ang. Indeed I will. 

J*ree. Pray do not go. I have much more to 

say. 
Ang. My mother is alone. I dare not leave 

her. 
Prec. Some other time, then, when wo meet 
again. 
You must not go away with words alone. 

(GiPes fter a purse.) 
Take this. Would it were more. 
Ang. 1 thank you, lady. 

Prec. No thAnks. To-morrow, come to me 
again. 
I dance to-night,— perhaps for the last time. 
But what I gain. I promise shall he yours, 
It that can save you from the Count of Lara. 

Ang. O my dear lady ! how shall I be grateful 
For so much kindness ? 

Prec. 1 deserve no thanks. 

Thank Heaven, not me. 
Ang. Both Heaven and you. 

Pric. Farewell. 

Bemember that yon come again to-morrow. 
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Ang. I will. And may tlio bleiaed virgin 
guard yon. 
And all good angels! [Exit, 

Pree. May they guard thee too, 

And all the poor; for they have need of angels. 
Now briu}? me, dear Dolort^s, my Im^qnina, 
My ricitest maja dress,— my dancing dress. 
And my most precious Jewels ! 3Iake me look 
Fairer than night e'er saw me ! I've a prize 
To win this day, worthy of Preclosa ! 

^nter BELTRAN CRUZADO. 

Crus. Ave Maria ! 

I'rec. O (iod ! my evil genius ! 

What seekest thou here to-day ? 

Cruz. Tliyself my chlld- 

Prte. What is thy will with ine ? 

Crut. (Joldl gold! 

Prec. I gave thee yesterdav: I liave no more. 

Cruz. The gold of the Busne,— give mc his 
gold ! 

Prec. I gave thee last in charltv to-day. 

Cruz. That is a foolish lie. 

Prec. It Is the truth. 

Crut. Curses upon thee I Thou art not my 
child! 
Hast thou given gold away, and not to me? 
Not to thy father ? To whom then ? 

Prec To one 

Who needs it more. 

Cruz. No one can need it more. 

Prec. Thou art not i)Oor. 

Cruz. What! 1. who Inrk about 

In dismal suburbs and unwholesome lanes; 
I, who am housed worse than tlic galley .slave. 
1, who nni fed wor-^e than tlw kennelled hound, 
I, wh) am clot:icd in rugs,— Belt ran CruKudo, — 
Not |>oor ! 

Prec. Thou hast a stout heart and strong 
hands. 
Tliou canst supply thy wants; what wouldst 
thou ntore ? 

Cruz. Tlio gold of the Busnc! give me his 
gold ! 

Prec. Boltraii Cru/.ada ! hear me once for all, 
I s|K'ak the truth. So lung as I had gold, 
I gave it to tliee frceiy. at all times. 
Never denied tliee; never iiad a wish 
But to fulfil thine own. Now go iu irucc! 
He merciful, be patient, and, erelonfj, 
Tiion shalt have more. 

Crut. And if I have not. 

Thou Shalt no longer dwell here in rieii cham- 
bers. 
Wear silken dresses, feed on dainty food, 
And live in idleness : but gt) with uh", 
Diincc the Komalis in the ]>ul>iie .'itreets. 
And wan»ler wild again o'er field and fell; 
For here we stay not long. 

Prec. What! niareh again? 

Crui. Ay, with all speed. I hate tiie crowded 
town ! 
I cannot breathe shut up within its gates! 
Air,— 1 want air, and sunshine, and Iduo sky, 
Tlie feeling of the breeze upon my face, 
The feeling of the turf beneatii my feet. 
And no walls but the far-<itT mountain-tops. 
Tijcn I am free and strong,— once more myself, 
Beitran Cruzado. Count of the Calt^a! 

Prec. God speed thee on thy march!— lean- 
not go. 

Cruz. Remember who I am, and who thou 
art! 
Bo silent and obey ! Yet one thing more. 
Bartolom6 Romiin 

Prec. (with emotion.) Oh. I beseech thee; 
If my ol>edlcnco and hlaraelCKs life. 
If my hiimility and meek submission 
In all things hitherto, can move in thee 
One feeling of compassion ; if thou art 
Indeed my father, and canst trace in mo 
One look of her who bore me, or one tono 
That doth remind tliee of h.eT^ lei; it viie«il 
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In my behalf, who am a feoblo girl, 
Too feeble to resist and do not force me 
To wed that man ! I am afraid of him ! 
I do not love him ! On my knees I beg thee 
To use no violence, nor do In haste 
What cannot be andone! 

Crux. O child, child, child ; 

Thon hast betrayed thy secret, as a bird 
Betrays her nest, by striving to conceal it. 
I will not leave thee here in the greot city 
To be a grandee's mistress. Make thee ready 
T«) pro with us ; and until then remember 
A watchful eye is on thee. iExtt. 

Pnc. Woe is me 

I liavc a strange misgiving in my heart I 
Hut that one deed of cltarity I'll do, 
Befall what may , they cannot take that from 
me. 

HCENE 11.-^ room tn the ARCHBlSHOr'S 
Pulace. TheAKCmiiaUOVand aCARDlN AL 
seated. 

Arch. Knowing how near it touched the 
public morals. 
And that our age is grown cormpt and rotten, 
Beseeching that his lloiincsd would aid 
In curing the gross surfeit of th(» time. 
hy seasonable stop put hen; in Spam 
To bull -fights and lewd dances on the stage. 
All this you know. 

Card. Know and approve. 

Arch. And farther. 

That by a mandate from his Holiness, 
The first have been suppressed. 

Card. 1 trust for ever. 

It was a cruel sport. 

Arch. A barbarous pastime 

Disgraceful to the land that calls itself 
Most Catholic and (.Christian. 

Card. Yet the people 

Murmur at this ; and, If the public dances 
Should be condemned upon too slight occasion. 
Worse ills might follow than the ills we cure. 
As Panem et Circemes was the cry 
Among the Koman i)opulace of old. 
So Pany Toros is the cry In Spain. 
Jicncc 1 would act advisedly herein: 
And therefore have induced your grace to see 
I'hese national dances, ere wu interdict them. 

(Enter a fierrant ) 

Serv. The dancing-girl, and with her tlie 
musicians 
Your grace was pleased to order, wait without. 

Arch. Bid the n come In. Now shall your eyes 
behold 
In what angelic yet voluptuous shape 
The Devil came to tempt Saint Anthony. 

Enter PKECIOLA, teith a mantle throtcn over her 
head. She advances shtcly, tn modest, half-timid 
cUlUude. 

Card, (aside.) Oh, what a fair and ministering 
angel 
Was lost to heaven when this sweet woman 
fell! 
Prec. (kneehng b^fbre tlie ARCHBISHOP.) I 
have obeyed the order of your grace. 
If I intrude upon your better hours. 
I proffer this excuse, and here beseech 
Your holy benediction. 

Arcn. My (Jod bless thee. 

And lead thee to a better life Arise. 
Card. (a$ide.) Her acts are modest, ond her 
words discreet. 
1 did not look for tliis! Come hither, child. 
Is thy name Preciosa? 
Prec. Tlins I am called. 

Card. That is a gipsy name. Who Is thy 
father? ^ 

Prec. Beltran (?mxmlo, Count of the (?al6s. 
Arch. 1 have a dim remembrance of that man; 
He was a bold and recklen character, 
ABnnbumtJshinaell ^ 



Card. Dost thou remember 
Th V earlier days y 

Prec. Yes ; by the Darro*s side 

My childhood passed, i can remember still 
The river, and tlie mountains capped witb snow; 
The villages, where, yet a little child, 
1 told the traveller's fortune iii the street: 
The smuggler's horse, the brigand and the shep- 
herd; 
The march across the moor; the halt at noon; 
The red fire of the evening camp, that lighted 
The forest where we slept ; and, farther back. 
As tn a dream, or In some former life, 
Gardens and palace walls. 

Arch. 'TIs the Albambra. 

Under whose towers the gipsy camp was pitched. 
But time wears; and wo would see the dance. 

Prec Your grace shall be obeyed. 

(Sne lays aside her mantula The music of the 
caehucha u played., and the dance tteahis. The 
AKCHBISHOP and the C/JIDINAL loot 
on with ^ram/y and am ccca»wnal frown, then 
make signs to eacn other, and, as Ute dance 
(ontinues, become more and more pleased and 
excited; and at length nse /rom tkesr seats, 
tfiroir their caps in the air, and applaud 
vehemently as the scene close* ) 

SCEN E 1 1 1.— TV J*rado. A long avenue qf trees 
leading to the gates oj Atocha. On the rights the 
dome and spirtfs of a concent. A fouatain. 
Ectning. 

DOX CARLOS and IIYPOLITO meeting. 

Don Car Ilolft! good evening. Dun nyp<^to. 

J/yp. And u g«>od ovemng to my friend, Don 
Carlos. 
Some lucky star has led my steps this way, 
I was in suarch of you. 

Don Car. Command mc always. 

Hyp. Do yon remember, in Quevedo's Dreams, 
The miser, who open the Day of Judgment, 
Asks if his money-bags would rise? 

Don Car. 1 do. 

But what of that? 

Hyp. I am that wretched man. 

Don Car. You mean to tell me yours liavc risen 
empty ? 

Hyp. And amen ! said the (Md Campeador. 

Don Car, Pray how much need you? 

Hup. Some half-dosen oonces. 

Winch with due Interest— 

Don Car. (gicing his purse.) What, am I a Jew, 
To put my mone^- out at usury? 
Here is my purse. 

Hap Tliank yon. A pretty purse. 
Made by the hand ot some fair Madrfleno ; 
Perhaps a keepsake. 

Don Car. So, lis at your service. 

Hyp. Tliank you again. Lie there good Saint 
Chrysostora, 
And with thy golden mouth remind me often 
I am the debtor of my friend. 

Don Car. But tell me, 

Come you to-day from Alcal£i ? 

Hyp. This moment 

Don Car. And pray, how fares the brave VIo* 
torian? 

Hyp. Indifferent well: that Is to say, notwelL 
.\ damsel has ensnared him with the glances 
Of her dark roving eyes, as herdsmen catch 
A steer of Andalusia with a lazo. 
He is In love. 

Don Car. And is it faring ill 

To be in love ? 

Hyp. In this case very IlL 

Don Car. Why so? 

Hyp. For many reasons. First and foremost, 
Because he is in love with an Ideal ; 
A creature of his own imagination ; 
A child of air; an echo of his heart ; 
And, like a lily on a river floating. 
She Qoatf uvyou the r^ver o( ^is tnoo^t^l 



THE SPAKtSH STUDENT. 



180 



Ihn Car. A common thing with poets. Bat 
who is 
This fltwting Illy ? For, in fine, some woman, 
Some living wumau.— not n mere ideal,— 
liost wear uic ontward semblance u( his thought. 
Who is it? T^Ume. 

H^p. WclL, It is a woman ! 

Bat^ook yoo, from the coffer of his heart 
lie brings forth precious jewels to Adorn her, 
As pious priests adorn some fuTourlte sahit 
With gems and gold, until at length she gleams • 
One blaze of glory. Without these, yuu Know, 
And the priest's benediction, 'tis a dolL 

Jkm Car. Well, well! who is this doll ? 

JJUP. Why, who du y wu think ? 

JA>n Car. His cousin Violante. 

Ifyp. Guess again. 

To esse his labouring heart, in the last storm 
He threw her overboard, with uU her ingots. 

Don Ctw. I cannot guess : so tell me who It is. 

Bvp. NotL 

Don Car. Why not ? 

H0P. (mjfsieriotuly.j AVhy? Because Marl 
Franca 
Was married four leagues out of Salamanca ! 

Jkm Car. Jesting aside, who is it ? 

Bwp. Prcclosa. 

Don Car. ImpossHtilc ! Tlic Count of Lara tells 
mo 
She is not virtuous. 

Hyp. Did I say she was? 

The Koman Emperor Claudius had a wife 
Whose name was Messulina, as 1 tliiuk : 
Valeria Messalina was her name. 
Itut hist ! I see him yonder through the trees. 
Walking as In a dream. 

Don (Sw. He comes this way. 

Jlyp. It has been truly suid by some wise 
nuui. 
That money, grief, and love cannot be hidden. 

Enter VICTOIUAN in front. 

Vtct. Where'er thy step hos passed is holy 
ground! 
These groves arc sacred ! 1 behold thee walking 
I'nder these shadowy trees, where wo have 

walked 
At evening, and I feel thy presence now ; 
Feel that the place has taken a cliarm from 

thee. 
And is for ever hallowed. 

Hyp. Mark him well! 

Sec how he strides away with lordly air. 
Like that odd guest of stone, tliat grim Com- 
mander, 
Who comes to sup with Juan in the play. 

Don Car. What ho ! \nctorlan I 

Hyp. Wilt thou snp Avlth ns ? 

Vict. HoULI Amigos! Faith, I did not see 
yon. 
How faros Don Carlos? 

Don Car. At your service ever. 

Vict, How Is that young and green-eyed Gadl- 
tana 
Tliat you both wot of ? 

Don Car, Ay, soft, emerald eyes?" 

She has gone back to Cadiz. 

Hyp. Ay, de mi! 

Vtct. You are much to blame for letting her go 
back. 
A pretty girl; and in her tender eyes 
Just that soft <«hade of green we sometimes see 
In evening skies. 

Hyp. But, speaklug of green eyes, 

Are thine green? 

Vict. Not a whit. Why so? 

Hyp. 1 think 

The slightest shade of green would be becoming, 
For thou art jealous. 

Viet. No, 1 am not jealous. 

Hyp. Tbou iboaldBt be. 

ifcf, "^ Why? 

Sifp Because tnoa art in Iot« *, 



And they who are in love are always jealous; 
Therefore thou shouUlKt Im«. 

Vict. Marry. lAtlmt all? 

Farewell : I am in haste. Farewell, Don Carlos. 
Thou sayest I should bo j«tuIous ? 

Hyp. Ay, hi truth 

I fear there is reason, lie ujion thy KiianL 
I hear it whispered that the Count of Laru 
Lays siege to the same citadel. 

Viet. Indeed ! 

Tlien he will have his labour for his uainM 

Hyp. He does not think so, and Dun Carlos 
teila me 
He boasts of his success. 

Vict. How's this, Don Carlos? 

Don C. Some hints of it 1 lieard from his own 
lips. 
He spoke but ll»;htly of the lady's virtue. 
As a gay man might s|M;al(. 

Vict. Death and daumation ! 

I'H cut his lying tongue out of his mouth, 
And throw it to m\' dog ! But no, no, no ! 
This cannot bo. You jest, indeed yon jest. 
Trifle with me no more. For otherwise 
We are no longer friends. And so, farewell! 

lExii. 

Hyp. Now what a coil is here ! The Avenging 
Child 
Hunting the traitor Qnadros to his death, 
And the great Moor Calaynos, when he rode 
To Paris for the ears of Oliver, 
Were nothing to him 1 Oh. hot-headed youth! 
But come ; we will not follow. lA)t us Join 
The crowd that pours into the I'rado. There 
We shall find merrier company ; I see 
The Marialonzos and the Ahnavivas, 



And fifty fans, tliat beckon me already. 



\ 



Exeunt. 



SCE-NE rV'.-PREClOSA'S Chamber. Hhe i$ 
sttting, with a book in her hand, near a table,on 
which are floicers. A birdsingin{/ tn lAt cajffi. ne 
COUNT Of LARA enters behind unperceivw. 

Prec. (reads). 

All are sleeping, weary heart! 
Thou, thou only sleepless art! 

Heigho! I wish Victorian were here. 
I know not what it Is that makes me so rest- 
less! 

{The bird tingt.) 
Thou little prisoner with thy motley coat. 
That from thy vaulted, wiry dungeon singest, 
Like thee 1 am a captive, and. like thee, 
I have a gentle gaoler. Lack-a-day ! 

All are sleeping, weary heart ; 
Thou, thou, only sleenlcss art ! 
All this throbbing, all this aching, 
Evermore shall keep thee waking 
For a heart in sorrow breaking 
Thinketh ever of Its smart ! 

Thou speakest tmly, poet ! and methinks 
More hearts are breaking in this world of ours 
Than one would say. In distant villages 
And solitudes remote, where winds have wafted 
The barbed seeds of love, or birds of passage 
Scattered them in their flight, do they tak» 

root, 
And grow in silence, and in silence perish. 
Who hears the falling of the forest leaf? 
Or who takes note of every flower that dies? 
Heigho! I wish Victorian would come. 
Dolores ! 

(Turns to lay doum, her book^ andpercehet the 
COUNT.) 

Ha! 
Lara. Senoro, pardon me 1 
Prec Ho^^VWak't mVw^\ 

Prec, "^^^ 
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lorn, ltd not alarmed; I fonnd no one in 
waiting. 
If I bave been too bold.— 

Prtc. (turning her back upon him.) You are 
too bold ! 
Retire ! retire, and leave me ! 

Lara. My dear lady. 

First hear me ! I beseech yon, let me speak 1 w 
'Tls for your ffood 1 come. 

Prec. (tumxng towards him with indignation.) 
You are the Count of Lara, but your deeds 
Would make the statues of your ancestors 
Blush on their tombs ! Is it Castilian honour,— 
Is it Castilian pride, to steal in here 
Upon a friendless jfiri, to do her wrong? 

shame ! shame ! shame ! that you, a noble- 

man, : 

Should be so little noble in your thoughts 
As to send Jewels here to win my love, 
And think to buy my honour with your gold ! 

1 have no words to tell yon how I scorn you! 
Begone ! The sight of you is hateful to me ! 
Begone, I say ! 

JOara. Be calm ; I will not harm you. 
Prec. Because you dare not. 
Lara. I dare anything 

Therefore beware I Yon are deceived in me. 
In tills false world, we do not always know 
Who are our friends and who our enemies. 
We all have enemies, and ail need friends. 
Even you, fair Preclosa, here at court 
Have foes, who seek to wrong you. 

Prec. it to this 

I owe the honour of the present visit. 
Yon might have spared the coming. Having 

spoken. 
Once more I beg yon, leave me to myself. 
Lara. I thought it but a friendly part to tell 
yon 
What strange reports are current here in town. 
For my own self, I do not credit them ; 
But there are many who, not knowing you. 
Will lend a readier ear. 

Prec. There was no need 

That yon should take upon yourself the duty 
Of telling me these tales. 

Lara. Malicious tongues 

Are ever busy with your name. 

Prec. Alas 

I have no protectors. I am a poor girl, 
Exposed to insults and unfeeling jests. 
They wound me, yet I cannot shield myself. 
I give no cause for these reports. I live 
Retired ; am visited by none. 

Lara. By none ? 

Ob, then, indeed, you are much wronged ! 
Prec How mean you ? 

Lara. Xay, nay ; I will not wound your gentle 
soul 
By the report of idle tales. 

Prec Speak out! 

What are these Idle tales ? You need not spare 
me. 
Lara. 1 will deal frankly with yon. Pardon 
me; 
Tills window, as I think, looks towards the 

street, 
And this into the Prado— does it not? 
In yon high house, beyond the garden wall,— 
You see the roof there Just above the trees,— 
There lives a friend, who told me yesterday, 
That on a certain night,— be not offended 



If I too plainly speak,— he saw a man 

Climb to your chamber window. Yon are 

silent ! 
I wonld not blame yon, being young and 

fair 

(Be tries to embrace her. She starts back., and 
drates a dagger from her bosom.) 

J^ee. Beware I beware! i am a Gipsy girl I 
i^yioo^J^parhand upon me. One step nearer, 



Lara. Pray yon, pttt ap that dagger. 

Fear not. 

Prec I do not fear. I have a heart 
In whose strength I can trust. 

Lara. Listen to me. 

I come here as your friend,— I am yonr friend,— 
And by a single word can put a stop 
To all those idle tales, and make yonr name 
Spotless as lilies are. Here on my knees. 
Fair Preclosa! on my knees I swear. 
I love 3'ou even to madness, and that love 
Has driven me to break the rules of cnstom. 
And force myself unasked mto yonr presence. 



VICTORIAN enters behind. 



Prec. 



Ri5e, Connt of Lara! That is not the 
place. 
For such as yon are. It becomes yon not 
To kneel before me. I am strangely moved 
To see one of yonr rank thus low and hnmbled; 
For your sake I will pnt aside all anger. 
All nnktnd feeling, all dislike, and speak 
In gentleness, as most becomes a woman. 
And as my heart now prompts me, I no more 
Will hate you, far all hate Is palnfnl to mo. 
But if, without offending moaesty 
And that reserve which is a woman's glory, 
I may speak freely, 1 will teach my heart 
To love you. 
Lara. O sweet angel ! 
Prec Ay, In troth. 

Far better than you love yourself or me. 
LcaxL Give me some sign of this, the aligbtest 
token. 
Let me but kiss yonr hand ! 

Prec Nay, come no nearer. 

The words I utter are its sign and token. 
Misunderstand me not ! Be not deceived I 
The love wherewith I love yon is not snch 
As von wonld offer me. For yon come here. 
To take from me the only thing I have. 
My honour. Yon are wealthy, you liave friends 
And kindred, and a thousand pleasant hopes 
That fill your heart with happiness; but 1 
Am poor, and friendless, having bat one trea- 
sure. 
And you would take that from me, and for 

what? 
To flatter your own vanity, and make me 
What yon would meet despise. O, Sir, sncb 

love. 
That seeks to harm me. cannot be tme tove. 
Indeed it cannot. But my love for yon 
Is of a different kind. It seeks yonr good. 
It is a holier feeling. It rebukes 
Your earthly passion, your unchaste desires, 
And bids 3'on look into your heart, and see 
How you do wrong that better natnre in you. 
And grieve yonr soul with sin. 

Lara. • I swear to yon, 

I wonld not harm yon, I would only love yon. 
I would not take your honour, bnt restore It, 
And in return I ask but some slight mark 
Of your affection. If indeed yon love me. 
As you confess yon do, oh, let me thus 

With this embrace 

Vtct. (rushing forward.) Held! hold! TUsIs 
too much. 
What means this outrage? 

Lara. First, what right have yott 

To question thus a nobleman of Spain? 

net. I, too, am nob|e, and yon are no morel 
Outof my sight! 
Lara. Are yon the master here f 

Vtct. Ay, here and elsewhere, when the wrony 
of others 
Give me the right I 
Ptec Uo Lara) Go ! I beseech yon, gol 
Vtct. 1 shall have bnshiess with yon, Conit. 
anon! ^ 

Lara. Xotx cauuot come too soon I LExU 
Prec. NVt»»ABA\ 

Oh, ^e lkKv« \M«ii^M^U«.i^\ 
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Vfef. H*I hal betrared! 

*T1« I hare be«n betnjed. not we ! not we ! 

Prtc. Doit thou imagine— 

Yict. I imagine nothing; 

I nee liow 'tis thou whUest the time awaj 
When I am gone! 

Prtc Oh, speak not in that tone ! 

It wounds me deeply. 

Y^, Twas not meant to flatter. 

Fric Too well thon knowest the presence of 
that man 
Is hateful to me 1 

Fief. Tet I saw thee stand 

And listen to him, when he told his love. 

Prtc. I did not heed his words. 

FirC Indeed thoa didst, 

And answeredst them with love. 

Prtc Hadst thou heard all— > 

FtM. I heard enongh. 

Prtc Be not so angry with me. 

Ftrr. 1 am not angry ; I am very calm. 

Free If thou wilt let me speak 

Yici. Nay, say no more. 

I know too mnch already. Thou art false I 
I do not like these Gipsy marriages ! 
Where is the ring I gave thee ? 

Prtc In my casket. 

YidL There let it rest I I would not have thee 
wear it I 
I thought thee spotless, and thou art pcUnted ! 

Prtc I can the Heavens to witness-^ 

FicT. Nay, nay, nay. 

Take not the name <rf Heaven upon thy lips ! 
They are forsworn ! 

Prtc Victorian! dear Victorian I 

Ykt, I gave up all for thee ; myself, my fame, 
My hopes of fortune, ay, my very sonl ! 
And thou has been my ruin ! Now, go on I 
Laagh at my folly with thy paramour, 
AaoT sitting <n> the Count of Lara's knee. 
Hay what a poor, fond fool Victorian was! 
{fit comU har from him and rushes out. Scene 

clo$e$,y 

Pree. And this from thee ! 

8C£NE Y.-The COUNT OF LARA'S Booms, 
Enter the COUNT. 

Lara. There's nothing in this world so sweet 
as love, 
And next to love the sweetest thing Is hate I 
Tve learned to hate, and therefore am re- 
venged. 
A siUy girl to jtlay the prude with me ! 



The 



ire that i have kindled- 

Enter FRANCISCO. 



Well, Francisco, 
What tidhigs from Don Juan ? 

Fran. Good, my lord ; 

He will be present. 

Lara. And the Duko of Lermos ? 

Fran. Was not at home. 

Lmu. How with the rest ? 

Fran. I've found 

The men you wanted. They will all be there. 
And at the given signal ¥rill raise a whirlwind 
Of such discordant noises, that the dance 
Must cease for lack of mnsic. 

Lara. Bravely done. 

Ah ! little dost thou dream, sweet Predosa, 
What lies in wait for thee. Sleep shall not clone 
Thine eyes this night! Give me my cloak and 
sword. ZExeunt. 

SCENE VT.— ^ rrtirfd spot beyond the eity gates. 
Enter VICTORIAN a»<f HYPOLITO. 

Vtct. O shame! O shame! Why do I walk 
Abroisd 
Bjr daylight, when the very flnnsliinc mocks me. 
And YOlcea, Bnd familiar aitthta giid sounds 
Cry, **Hide tbyaoUr wftflt A tllifl iwtitlon 



Doth shut out from the curious world the know- 
ledge 
Of evil deeds that have been done in darkness! 
Disgrace has many tongues. My fears are 

windows 
ThBough whk:!i all eyes seem gazing. Every 

face 
Expresses ttome nnspiclon of my shame, 
And in deriHion seems to smile at mc! 

Jlyp. Did I not caution thee? Did I notteD 
thee 
I was but half persuaded of her virtue? 

Vict. And j'et, Ilypolito, we may be wrong. 
We may be over-hasty in condemning ! 
The Count of Lara is a cursed villain. 

Nyp. And therefore is she cursed, loving hfm. 

Vtct. She does not love him! 'Tls for gold! for 

„ gold! 

Hyp. Ay, but remember, in the public streets 
Ho shows a golden ring the (iripsy gave him, 
A serpent with a rubj* In Its month. 

Vict. She had that ring from me! God! she 
is false ! 
But I will bo revenged ! The hour is passed. 
Where stays the coward ? 

Jlyp. Nay, he is no coward : 

A villain, if thou wilt, but not a coward. 
I've seen him play with swords; it is his pas- 
time. 
And therefore be not ovcr-confldent ; 
He'll task thy skill anon. Look, here he comes. 

Enter LARA, foUotred by FRANCISCO. 

Lara. Good evening, gentlemen. 

Hyp. Good evening, Count. 

Lara. I trust I have not kept you long in 
waiting. 

Ftcf. Not long, and yet too long. Are yon 
prepared ? 

Lara. lam. 

Hyp. It griovcs me mnch to see this 

quarrel 
Between you, gentlemen. Is there no way 
Left open to accord this difference. 
But you must make one with your swords ? 

Viet. No! none! 

I do entreat thee, dear HypoUto, 
Stand not between me and my foe. Too long 
Our tongues have spoken. Let these tongues of 

steel 
End our debate. Upon your guard, Sir Count ! 
iT/iey nahi.). VICTORIAN disarms the COUNT. 
Your fife is mine ; and what shall now withhold 

me 
From sending your vile soul to Its account ? 

Lara. Strike! strike! 

yict. You arc disarmed. I will not kill you. 
I will not murder you. Take up your sword. 

FRANCISCO hands the COUNT his sword, and 
HYPOLITO interposes. 

Hyp. Enongh! Let it end here! The Coimt 
of Lara 
Has shown himself a brave man, and Victorian 
A generous one, as ever. Now be friends. 
Put up your swords ; for, to speak frankly to you, 
Your cause of quarrel is too slight a thing 
To move you to extremes. 

Lara. I am content. 

I sought no quarrel. A few hasty words. 
Spoken in the heat of blood, have led to this. 

Viet. Nay, something more than that. 

Lara. I understand you. 

Tliereln I did not mean to cross your patlu 
To me the door stood open, as to others. 
But, had I known the glii belonged to you. 
Never would I have sought to win her from von. 
The truth stands now revealed. She has been 
false 

To Y>otYi ol n«i. ^ ^». ^.x 

Fict. X.v,\a\'^^«A\v«s».\\>e&\ 
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And told mc how to vrln her, telling me 
The hours when she was oftcnest left alone. 

Vict. Sav, can yon prove this to me? Oh, 
pluck out 
T)iese awful doubts, that goad mc into madness! 
Let me know all! all! all! 

Lara. ■ You shall know all. 

Here Is my pagre, who was the messenger 
Between us. Question him. Was it not so, 
Francisco ' 

Fran. Ay, my lord. 

Lara. If further proof 

Is needful, I have here a ring she gave me. 
t, Vict. Pray let me see that ring I It is the 

same ' 
(nrows it upon the ground^ and tramples upon it.) 
Thus may she perish who once wore that ring! 
Thus do 1 spurn Iicr from me ; do thus trampic 
Her memory in the dust ! O Count of Lara, 
We both have been abused, been much abused ! 
I thank you for your courtesy and frankness. 
Though, like the surgeon's hand, yours gave me 

pain, 
Tet It has cured my blindness, and I thank you. 
I now can see the fully 1 have done, 
Though 'tia, alas I too late. 8o fare j'ou well ! 
To-niglit I leave this hateful town for ever. 
Begard me as your fiiend. Once more, fare- 
weU! 

Hyp. Farewell, Kir Count. 

lExeu',t VICTORIAN and HYPOLTTO. 

Lara. Farewell! farewell! 

Thus have I cleared the field of my worst foe! 
I have none else to fear ? the light is done, 
The citadel is stormed, the victory won ! 

iExit with FRANCISCO. 

SCENE VII.— i4 lane in tlie. mhurb*. Night. Enter 
CliUZADO and llAUTOLOMB. 

Cruz. And so. Bartolomd, the expedition failed. 
But where was thou for tliu most part? 

Bart. In the Gaadaraniu mountains, near San 
Ildefonsa 

Cruz. And thou brlngest nothing back with 
thee? 
Didst thou rob no one ? 

Bart. Tliere was no one to rob, save a party of 
students from Segovia, who looked as if tliey 
would rob us ; and a juily little friar, who had 
nothing in his pockets but a missal and a loaf of 
bread. 

Cruz. Pray, then, what brings theo back to 
M«drld? 

Bart. First tell mc what keeps thee here? 

Vruz. Preciosa. 

Bart. And slie brings me back. Has thou for- 
gotten thy promise? 

Cruz. The two years arc not passed yet. Wait 
patiently. The girl shall Iw? thine. 

Bart. *I hear slic has a Busnii lover 

Cruz. Tlint is notliin^. 

■Burt. 1 do not like ii. I hate him,— the son of 
a llusnu harlot. He goos ui and out, and sneaks 
with iicr alono, and I must stMud aside, and wait 
his ploasare. 

Cruz. Be patient, I say. Thou shalt have thy 
revenge. Wlicn the tunc oomcs, tliou shaft 
wajvlny iiim. 

/inrt. Meanwhile, show me her house. 

Vruz. ('i>mo this way. iiut thou wilt not find 
hiT. She dances at the play to-night. 

Bart. No mutter. Sliow mo the house. 

{Exeunt. 

SCENE \IU.—The Theatre. The orchestra platis 
the cachucha. Souud of castanets Itchiutf (he 
xcene.<t. The curtain rmes, and di.^(Overif I*UE- 
CIO.SA intheattUude of comiuencinifthe dance. 
The cachucha. Tumult; nissejt ; cne.^ o/ "'■ Brava .'" 
and "Afuerar S/ie /afters and pa Mtejt. Tlie 
fnustc stops. General confunon, PRECIOSA 



SCENE IX.— COUNT OF LARA'S Chambers, 
LARA and hit Frie^ndt at svpper 

Lara. So, Caballeros, once more many 
thanks! 
You have stood by me bravely in this matter. 
Pray All your glasses. 

Don Juan. Did you mark, Don Lnis, 
How pale she looked, when first the noise 

began. 
And then stoAd stilL with her large eyes 

dilated! 
Her nostrils spread ! her lips apart ! her bosom 
Tumultnons as the sea! 
Bon Luis. 1 pitied her, 

Lara. Her pride Is humbled; and tliis very 
night 
I mean to visit her. 
Bon J. Will yon serenade her? 

Lara. No music! nomoremnsic! 
Bon L. Why not music? 

It softens many hearts. 

LafXL Not in the humour 

She now Is in. Music wodid madden her. 
Bon J. Try golden cymbals. 
Bon L. Yes, try Don Dincro ; 

A mighty wooer is your Don Dincro. 
Lara. To tell the truth, then, 1 have bribed 
her maid. 
But, Caballeros, yon dislike this wine. 
A bumper and away ! lOr the night wean. 
A health to Preciosa! 

(They rise and drtnk.) 
All. Preciosa! 

Lara, (holding up hu glass.) Thou bright 

and flaming minister of Love I 
Thou wonderful magician ! who hast stolen 
My secret from me, and *mld sighs of passion 
C!anght from my lips, with rod and ffery tongue 
Her precions name ! Oh, never more honce- 

forth 
Shall mortal lips press thine: and never more 
A mortal name be whispered in thine ear. 
Clo ! keep my secret! 

(Brinks and dashes the goblet down. Scene closes.) 
Bon J. lie ! missa est! 



SCENE X.— Street and garden wall. Ntght. 
Enter CBU2LU)0 and BARTOLOME. 

Cruz. This is the garden wall, and above It, 
yonder, is her house. Tho window in which 
thou seest the light is her window. But we will 
not go in now. 

Bart. Why not? 

Cruz. Because she is not at home. 

Bart. No matter ; wo cafi waft. Bat how Is 
this ? The gate is bolted. {Sound of guUars and 
voices in a neighbouring streO.) Hark! Them 
comes her lover with hlh infernal seronatk! 
Hark » 

SOXG. 

Good night ! Good nigbt, beloved ! 

I coino to watch o'er tliee ! 
To be near thue.— to be near thee. 

Alone Is peace for me^ 

Thine ryes are stars of morninc, 
Thy lips ore crimson flowers ! 
Goodnight! Good night, beloved, 
While I connt the weary hours. 

Cruz. Tliey are not coming this woy. 
Bart. Walt, tlicy l)egiu again. 

SONG (coming nearer). 

Ah ! thou moon that shinest 

Argent -clear above! 
All night long enlighten 
My sweet lady-love 
Moon that ahUMMt, 
MWA^Ut Ions enlifliteih 
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Bart. Woe be to blm, if he coraes this way ! 
Crui. Be qaietf they are passing dowu the 
street. 

SONG (dtjifig away). 

The nans In the cloister 

8aiig to eocli otlier ; 
For so many sisters 

Is there not one brother? 
Av. for the partricigc, nuithor! 

'nic cat has mn uway with the partridge! 
Pass! pass! pass! 

Bart. Follow that! follow that! Come with 
inc. 
Passl pass! 

Kxetmt. On i1t£ oppoiUe side enter the COUNT 
F LAKA and Oentlemen, toUh FRANCISCO. 

Lara. The gate is fast. Over the wall, Fran- 
cisco, 
And draw the t>oIt. There, so, and so, and over. 
Now, gentlemen come in, and lielii mo scale 
You balcony, lion- now ? Her light still burns. 
More wariij'. 31uke fast the gate, Francisco. 

{Exeunt. i£tf-tfnter CUUZADO and BAKTO LOME. 

Bart. They went in at the gate. Hark ! I hear 
them In the garden. (Tries the gate.) Rulted 
again! Vive Cristo! Fdilow mu over the wall 

(77i ey climb the tcaU.) 

SCENE XL— PRECIOSA'S bed-c7utmber. Afid- 
n^fiU. She M deeping in an arm-chair, in an 
mndreu. DOLORES watchtng her. 

DoL She sleeps at last. 

(Opens the window, and listens.) 

All is silent in tlic street. 

And In the garden. Hark ! 
Prec (tn her sleep.) I must go hence ! 

Give me my cloak ! 
BoL He comes 1 I hear his footsteps 

Free. Go tell them that I cannot dance to- 
night; 

I am too III! Look at me ! Sec the fever 

That barns upon my cheek! I must go hence, 

I am too weak to donee. 

(Signal from the garden.) 

Bol. (from, the window.) Who's there ? 
Voice (frojn beloic.) A friend. 

Bol. I will undo the door. Wait till I come. 
Free. I must go hence. I pray you do not 
harm me ! 
Khamc ! shame ! to treat a feol)lc woman thns ! 
Be yon but kind, 1 will do all things for yon. 
I am ready now,— give me my castanets. 
Where is Vlcterian ? Oh, those hateful lamps ! 
They glare upon me like an evil eye. 
I cannot stay. Hark ! how they mock at me ! 
They hiss at me like serpents! Save mc! save 
me! 

(She wakes.) 
How late it is, Dolores ? 
BoL It is midnlffht. 

Free. Wo must be patient. Smooth this pillow 
for me. 

(She sleeps again. Noise from the garden, 
and voices.) 
Voice. Mnera! 

Another voice. O villains! villains! 
litn-a. So I have at you I 

Voice. Take that! 

Lara. Oh, I am wounded ! 

Bol. (shutting the window.) Jcsu Maria ! 
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ACT ni. 



SCENE L— il cross-road through a wood. In the 
tutck-ijrouttdailixtaht nlUuie nure. VICTORIAN 
and IIYPOLITO, liWOLlSiJ plays and nmjs. 

tiONO. 

All. Love ! 
Perjured, false, truuclierous Luvei 

Euonir 
Of all that lUHnldnd may not rue! 

Most untrue 
To him wlio keeps most faith with thee. 

Woe is me! 
Tlic falcon has tlie eyes of the dove. 

Ah, Love ! 
Perjured, false, treacherous Lovel 

Ftrt. Yes, I^iove is ever busy with his shuttle, 
Is ever weaving into life's dull warp 
Bright, gorgeous flowers nnd scenes Arcadian ; 
Hanging our gloomy prison-housi^about 
With tapestries, that make its wails dilate 
In never-ending vistas of delight. 

Hyp. Thinking to walk in those Arcadian 

fsstnres, 
run thy noble head against the wulL 

BONO (continued). 

Tliy deceits 
Give us clearlv to comprehend, 

Willi her tend 
All thy pleasures, nil thy sweets ! 

Tlicy are chcais. 
Thorns below and flowers above. 

Ah. Lovel 
Perjured, false, treacherous Love ! 

Vict. A very pretty song. I thank thee for it. 
Hyp. It suits tliy case. 

Vict. Indeed, I think it does 

What wise man wrote itV 
Hvp. Lopez Muldonado. 

Vict. In truth, a pretty s(»nff. 
Hyp. With much truth in it, 

I hope thou wilt profit by it ; and in earnest 
Try to forget this lady of thy love. 

Vtct, 1 will forget her ! AU dear recollections 
Pressed in my heart, like flowers withhi a I)ook, 
Shall be torn out, and scattered to the winds! 
I will forget her! But perhaps hereafter. 
When she shall learn how heartless is the 

world, 
A voice within her will repeat my name. 
And she will say, " He was indeed my friend!" 
Oh, would I were a soldier, not a scholar, 
That the loud march, the deafening beat of 

drums. 
The shattering blast of the brass-throated trum- 

i>et 
Tlie din of arms, the onslaught and the storm. 
And a swift death, might make me deaf for 

ever 
To the iipbraidings of this foolish heart! 
Hyp. Then let that foolish neart upbraid no 
more! 
To conquer love, one need but will to conquer. 

Viet. Yet, good HypoUto it is in vain 
I throw into Oblivion's sea the sword 
That pierces me : for, like Excaltbar, 
With gemmed and flashing liilt, it will not 

sink. 
There rises from below a hand that grasps it. 
And waves it in the air; and wailing voices 
Are heard along the shore. 

Hyp. And yet at last 

Down sank Excalihnr to rise no more. 
This is m)t well. In truth, it vexes me. 
Instead of whistling to the steeds of Time, 
To make them jog on merrily with life's bur- 
den, 
Like a deai\ ^e\ft\v\ \>^^litk.\v««v^^«^\. wv>Xift.:5R^«»S" 
Thou art too vovvvmj, Xoti \>i\\. qVYvjaVj \sr»\\xx., 
, To talk, ol OL^mg. 
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Viet. Yet I fain wouid die! 

To go through life, unioviii? and unloved ; 

To feel that thirst and hunger of the soul 

We cannot still ; that longing, that wild im- 
pulse. 

And struggle after something we have not, 

And cannot have : the effort to be strong; 

And. like the Spartan boy, to smile, and smile. 

While secret wounds do bleed beneath our 
cloaks : 

All this the dead feel not,— the dead alone! 

Would I were with them I 
J/(fp. We shall all be soon. 

Vtct. It cannot be too soon ; for I am weary 

Of the bewildering masquerade of Life, 

Where strangers walk as friends, and friends as 
strangers ; 

Where whispers overheard betray false hearts ; 

And through the mazes of the crowd we chase 

Some form of loveliness, that smiles, and beck- 
ons, 

And cheats us with fair words, only to leave us^ 

A mockery and a Jest; maddened,— confused,— 

Not knowing friend from foe. 
Hyp. Why seek to know ? 

Enjoy the merry shrove-tide of thy youth I 

Take each fair mask for what it gives itself, 

Nor strive to look beneath it. 

Vict. I confess. 

That were the wiser part. But Hope no longer 

Comforts my soul. I am a wretched man. 

Much like a poor and shipwrecked mariner 

Who, struggling 1o climb up into the boat. 

Has both ills bruised and bleeding hands cut 
off. 

And sinks again into the weltering sea. 

Helpless and hopeless! 
Jii/p. Vet thou Shalt not perish. 

The strength of thine own arm is thy salva- 
tion. 

Above thy head, through rifted clouds, there 
shines 

A glorious star. Be patient. Tmst thy star! 

(Sound of a village bell in the distance.) 
Virt. Ave Maria! I hear the sacristan 

Blnging the chimes from yonder village belfry! 

A solemn sound, that echoes far and wide 

Over the red roofs of the cottages, 

And bids the labouring hind a-Held, the shep- 
herd 

Guarding his flock, the lonely mnleteer. 

And all the crowd In village streets, stand still, 

And breathe a prayer unto the blessed Virgin I 
Hpp. Amen! amen! Not half a league from 
hence 

The village lies. 

Vict. Tins path will lead us to It, 

Over the wheat-flelds, where the shadows sail 

Across the running sea, now green, now bine. 

And, like an idle mariner on the main. 

Whistles the qnaiJ. Come, let us hasten on. 

{Exeunt. 

8CEXE U.— Public square in the village ofOuada- 
rama. The Ave Maria still tolling. A 'crmrd of 
Villagers^ with their hats tn their handSy as if in 
prayer. In front a group of Gipsies. The bell 
rings a memer peal. A Gipsv dance. Enter 
FJ&CKO, followed by PEDR0CRE8P0. 

Pancho. Make room, ye vagabonds and Gipsy 
thieves ! 
Make room for the Alcalde and for me ! 
Pedro C. Keep silence all! 1 have an edict 
hero 
From our most gracious lord the King of Spain, 
Jerusalem, and the Canary Islands, 
Which I shall publish in the market-place. 
Open your ears and listen ! 

JS^nferthe PADRE CVKA at the door of his cot- 
tage. 

Good day! and, pray you, hear this edict read. 



\ 



Padre C. Good day, and God bo rith yoa! 

Prav what is It 'f 
Pedro P. An act of banishment against the 
Gipsies! 
(Agitatum and murmurs tn the crowd.) 
Pancho. Silence! 

Pedro P. (reads.) ** 1 hereby order and com- 
mand. 
That the Egyptian and Chaldean strangers. 
Known by the name of Gipsies, shall henceforth 
Be banished from the realm, as vagabonds 
And beggars, and if. after seventy days. 
Any be found within our kingdom's bounds, 
Tliey shall receive a hundred lashes each ; 
The second time shall have their ears cut off : 
Tlie third, be slaves for life to him who takes 

them, 
Or burnt as heretics. Signed I. the King." 
Vile miscreants and creatures nnbaptizcd ! 
You hear the law ! Obej' and disappear ; 
Pancho. And if in seventy days you art not 

Dead or alive I make yoa all my slaves. 

{The Gipsies go out in confusion, shoving signs of 
fear and discontent. VX^CHO follows.) 

Padre C. A. righteous law! A very righteous 
law! 
Pray you sit down. 

Pedro P. I thank you heartily. 

{They seat themselves on a bench at the PADRE 

CUBA'S door. Sound of guitars heard at a 

distance, approaching during the dudogue which 

follows.) 
A very righteous Judgment, as you say. 
Now tell me. Padre Cum,— you know all 

things,- 
How came these Gipsies into Spuln? 

Padre C. Why. look you ; 

Tlicy came with Hercules from Palestine, 
And hence are thieves and vagrants. Sir Alcalde, 
As the Simonlacs from Simon Magus. 
And, look yon, as Fray Jayme Bleda Bars, 
There are a hundred marks to prove a Sloor 
Is not a Christian, so 'tis with the Gipsies. 
THiey never marry, never go to mass. 
Never baptize their children, nor keep Lent, 
Nor see the inside of a church,— nor— nor— 

Pedro P. Good reasons— good, substantial rea- 
sons all ! 
No matter for the other ninety-five. 
They should be burnt, I see it jdain enoagh,— 
They sliould bo burnt. 

Enter VICTORU.N and HYPOLITO, playing. 

Padre C. And pray, whom* have we here? 

Pedro P. More vagrants I By .Saint Lazarus, 

more vagrants ! 
Hyp. Good evening, gentlemen! IsthlsCSunda- 

rama? 
Padre C. Yes, Guadarama,and good evening to 

vou. 
Hyp. We seek the Padre iJnra of the village : 
And, Judging from your dress and ruwrcud 

mien. 
Y'ou must be he. 
Padre C. I am. Pray, what's your pleasure? 
Hyp. We are poor students, travelling in vaca- 
tion. 
Y'ou know this mark? 

{.Touching the wooden spoon in his hat-hand ) 
PcMfr'c C. (joyfully.) Ay, know it, and liave 

worn it. 
Pedro P. (aside.) Soup-eaters ! by the mass! 
The worst of vagrants ! 
And there's no law against them. Sir, your ser- 
vant. {Exit 
Padre C. Your servant, Pedro Crespo. 
Hyp. Padre Cura, 
From the flrst moment I beheld your face, 
I RaVAw\lVv\vv.vax9eU, ** This Is tlte man !" 
T\\CTe \a ft, ceT\ft\w «»\!(i«\\v\Tv%\xv.'5Q^T UkAs. 
X ceilaVa «c\\Q\a,t-^\!lLa ft.VL<^ %V&AX<QiQ& tmust^iGb^— 
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Yoii nndcirstand,— which cannot be mistaken , 
Which marlcs you as a very learned mun,— 
in line, as one of us. 

yict. (euide.) WImt linpudonco I 

JHyp. As wo approached, I said to my com- 
panion, 
•' That is the Padre Cura ; inarlc my words !" 
Mcniilng your ( Jracc. " The otlier iimii," said I, 
*• Who sits so awlcwardly upon the bench. 
Mnnt l>e the sacristaiL" 

Padre C. Ah ! said yon so ? 

Whr, that was Pedro Crespo. tlic alcalde! 

If^p. Indeed ! you much astonish mo ! His air 
Was not so fall of dlprnity nud grace 
As on alcalde's should be. 

Padre C. Tlmt is tnic. 

lie is out of humour with i;omc vn^rant Gipsies, 
Who hare their camp here in thenei>;Iibourhood. 
There is nothing so nndigniticd as anger. 

Hffp. Tho Padre Cura will excuse our bold- 
ness. 
If. from his well-known hospitality 
We crave a lodging for the night. 

Padre C. I pray you I 

You do me honour! I am but too hap|)y 
To have such guests beneatli my humble roof 
It is net often that I have occnsion 
To apeak with scholars : and EmoUtt mores. 
Nee sinU esse/eros, Cicero says. 

Hyp. Tls Ovid, is it not ? 

Padre C. ■ No, Cicero. 

Bfp. Your Grace is right. You are the better 
scholar. 
Now what a dunce 1 was to tliink it Ovid ! 
Bnt hang me if it is not ! {Axide.) 

Padre C. Pass tills way. 

He was a very great man, wus^Cico.ro ! 
Fray you, go in, go in I no ceremony. {Exeunt. 

SCEXE lir.— il Room in the PADRE CURA'S 
/toiue. Enter the PADRE and HYPOLITO. 

Padre C. So then, Scnor, you come Irom 
AlcalH. 
I am glad to heor it. It was there I studied. 

Hyp. And left behind an honoured name, no 
doubt. 
How may I call your Grace ? 

Padre C. Geronimo 

De Htautiliana, at your Honour's service. 

Hffp. Descended from the Marquis Santillana ? 
From the distUoguislied poet ? 

Padre C. From the Marquis, 

Xot from the poet. 

I/VP' Why. tliey were the same. 

Let me embrace you ! Oh, some lucky star 
Has brought me hitlier I Yet once more !— once 

more! 
Your name is ever green in Alcalh ; 
And our professor^ wlien we arc unruly. 
Will shake his Iionry bead, and say. "'Alas! 
It was not so. in Santillana s ilmc !" 

Padre C. 1 did not think my name rcmembejed 
tliere. 

Hyp. More than remembered; it is idolised. 

Padre C. Of what professor speak you V 

Jfyp. Thnoneda. 

Padre C. 1 don't remember any Timoneda. 

Hyp. A grave and sombre man, whoso beetling 
brow 
Overhangs the rushing current of his speech, 
As rock's o'er rivers hang. Have you forgotten ? 

Padre C. Indeed, I have. Oh, those were 
pleasant days,— 
Those college days ! 1 ne'er shall see the like ! 
I had not buried then so many hopes ! 
I had not buried then so many friends! 
I've turned ray back on what was then l>efore 

me; 
And the bright faces of my young companions 
Are wrinkled like iny own, or are no more, 
Dqyou remember Cueva ? 

^fp. Cueva? Cueva? 



Padre C. Fool that I am ! He was before yotir 
time. 
You'ru a mere l>oy, and I am an old man 
Hyp. I sliouid not like to try my strength with 

you. 
Padre C. Well, well. But I forget ; you mast 
be hutigrv. 
^lartiua! oh! Martina! 'Tls my niece. 

Enter MARTINA. 

Hyp. You may be proud of such a niece as 
ttiat. 
I wish I hud a niece. EinolUt mores. {Aside.) 
He was a very great man, was Cicero I 
Your servant, fair Martina. 

Mart. Servant, sir. 

2\idre C. Tills gentleman Is hungry. See thou 
to it. 
Let us have supper. 

Afart. 'Twill be ready soon. 

Padre C. And bring a bottle of my Val-dc- 
Pouas 
Out of the cellar. Stay ; I'll go myself. 
Pray ytm, Seiior, excuse me. {Exit. 

Ifyp. Hist! Martina! 

One word with you. Bless me I what handsome 

eyes! 
To-doy there have been Gipsies in the village. 
Is it not so ? 

Afart. There have been Gipsies here. 

JIpi*. Yes, and they told your fortune. 

Mart, {emlxirrassed.) Told mv fortune ? 

Jlyp. Yes, yes ; I know they did. Give me 
your liaiid. 
I'll tell you what tiiey said. Tliey said,— tliey 

said. 
Tlie shepherd boy that loved you was a clown. 
And him you should not marry. Was it not? 

Mart, (surprised.) How know you that 'i 

Hyp. Oh, I know more than that 

What a soft, little hand ! And then they said, 
A cavalier from court, handsome, and tali. 
And rich, should come one day to marry you, 
And you should be a lady. Was it not V 
He has arrived, the handsome cavalier. 

{Tries to kiss her. She runs off. Enter VICTORIAN 
with a letter.) 

Vict. The muleteer has come. 

I/yp. So soon ? 

Vict. I found him 

Sitting at supper by the tavern door. 

And, from a pitcher that he held aloft 
His whole arm^s lengtli, drinking the blood-red 
wine. 



ffyp. What news from Court? 
Vtct. lie brought this iett 



(Reads.) 



letter only. 
O cursed perfidy ! Why did 1 let 
That lying tongue deceive me ? Preclosa, 
Sweet Preclosa! how art thou avenged! 

Hyp. What news is this that makes thy cheek 
turn pale. 
And thy hand tremble ? 

Vict. Oh, most infamous! 

The Count of Lara is a damned villain ! 

ffyp. That is no news, forsooth. 

Vtct. He strove In vain 

To steal from me the Jewel of my soul, 
The love of Preclosa. Not succeeding. 
He swore to be revenged ; and set on foot 
A plot to ruin her, which has succeeded. 
She has been hissed ond hooted from the stage, 
Her reputation stained by slanderous lies 
Too foul to speak of ; and, once more a beggar, 
She roams a wanderer over God's green earth, 
Housing with Gipsies ! 

Hyp. To renew again 

The' Age of Gold, and make the sliepherd swains 
Desperate with love, like Caspar Gil's Diana. 

Redit et Virgo .' 

Vict. Dear IlypoUto, 

How have I wronged that meek, confldiog 
heart ! 
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I will go seek for hor; and with my tears 
Wash out the wrong I've (l.)n<' I'.or! 

I flip. Oh, beware! 

Actnot that folly o'er ajyahi. 

Vict. Ay, f..lly 



Delusion, niadne-s. call Jt what thou wilt, 
I will confess mv w.akness— 1 still love her! 
Still fondly love li.rl 

Enter ilie I'ADKI-: CUUA. 
Hup. Tell ns Padro Cura, 

Who arc these Olpsies in the ncighlmurhood? 
]'(utre C. lieltran Cruzado and Ills crew. 
Vict. Kind Ileaveu, 

I th;ink thee ! She Is found \ Is found again! 
Jlyp. And have they with them a pale, beauti- 
ful girl. 
Called Preciosa? 

Padre C. Ay, a pretty girl. 
Tljo gentleman seems moved. 

llijp. Yes, moved with hunger: 

lie IS half famished with this long day's 
journey. 
Padre C. Then, pray you, come this way. The 
supper waits. 

[Exeunt . 

SCENE IV.— ^ post-houae. on the road to Segovia, 
not far from the village of Uuadarania. Enter 
('HlSPA, cracking a whip and singing the 
cachura. 

Chispa. TIalloo! Don Fulano! Let us have 
horses, and q.uickly, Alas, poor Chispa! what a 
dog's life dost thou lead ! I thought when I left 
my old master, Victorian, the student, to serve 
my new mast<'r Don Carlos, the gentleman, that 
I, too should lend the life of a gentleman; 
should go to bed early, and get up late. For 
when the abbot nlays cards, what can you expect 
of the friars? But. in running away from the 
thunder, I have run Into the lightning. Here 1 
am in hot cliase after my master and his Gipsy 

(flrl. And a good beginning of the week it is, as 
le said who was hanged on Monday morning. 



Enter DON CAKLOS. 



DonC. 
Chispa. 



IIo! 



Are not the horacs reatly yet ? 
1 should think not, for the hostler 
seems to be asleep, 
within thorr! Horses! horses! horses 1 
(lie knockit at the ante icith hia irhip, and 
enter MOSiiUlTO, putting on hisja£let.) 
J/osq. I'ruy. have a little patience. I am hot a 

musket. 
(Viiapa. Hortlth and i>istareensl I'm glad to 
see you come on dancing. Padre I Pray, what's 
the nows? 

Mosq. You cannot have fresh horses ; because 
th(»re .ire none. 

Chmim. Cachlporra! Throw that bone to 
another dog. Do I like your aunt? 
Mo.^q. No ; sljc has a beard. 
Chi.spa. (Jo to! goto! 
Mosq. Are you from Madrid? 
Chispa. Y'es ; and going to Estramadura. Get 
us horses. 
Mo-tq. What's the. news at Court ? 
Chiapa. Why, tlie latest new is, that lamgoing 
to s(!t up a couch, and I have already bought the 
whip. 

(Strike.f him round tlie legs.) 
Mosq. Oh! oh! you hurt me! 
Don C. Enough of this folly. Let us have 
horses. CGtces money to MOSQUITO.) It is al- 
most dark ; and we arc in haste. But tell me, has 
a band of Gipsies passed this wav of late? 

ifo,iq. Yes; and they arc still in tlie neigh- 
bourhood. 
Don C. And where? 

3foxq. Across the fields yonder, in the woods 
near Guadarama. [Exit. 

Don C. Now tlUs is lucky. We will visit the 
Gipsy camp. 



Chispa. Are you not afraid of the eril eye ? 
Have you a stag's horn with you ? 

Don C. Fear not. Wo will pass the night at 
the village. 

Chispa. And sleep like the .Sqnures of Ucniau 
Da/a, nine under one l)lanket. 

Don C. I hope we may find the Preclosa among 
them. 

Chispa. Among the Squires ? 

Don C No; among the Gipsies, blockhead! 

Chtspa. I hope we may: for we are gtvliig oar- 
selves trouble enough on her acconnt. Don't 
you think so? However. Mier<» l« no catchm'.; 
trout without wetthig one's troiuers. Yonder 
come the horses. 

i£lrrariif. 

SCENE y.-The Gipsy camp tn the forest. Night. 
Gipstta working at a Forge, Others ptoffing at 
Cards by the /ire- light. 

Gipsies (at tlie forge sing.) 

On the top of a monutahi I stand. 
With a crown of red-gold in my hand. 
Wild Moors come troojiing over the lea. 
Oh. how from their fury shall I flee, (lee, flee? 
Oh, how from their fury shall I flee? 

First Gipsy (playing). Down with yonr John- 
Dorados, my pigeon. Down with your Julm- 
Dorados, and let us make an end. 

Gipsies (at the forge sing ) 

Loud sang the Spanish cavalier, 

And thus his ditty ran ; 
God send the Gipsy lassie here, 

And not the Gipsy man. 

First Gipsy (playing). There you ore in your 
morocco. 

Second Gipsy. One more game. The Alcalde's 
dove against the Padre Cura's new moon. 

Fir»t Gipsy. Have at you, Chirelln. 

Gipsies (at the forge sing.) 

At midnight, when the moon began 

To show her silver flame, 
Tliere came to him no Gipsy man. 

The Gipsy lassie came. 

Enter BELTRAN CKUZADO. 

Cruz. Come hither, Mnrcigalloros and Kas- 
tillcros: leave work, leave plaj: listen toymir 
orders for the night. (Speaking to the right.) 
You wHl get you to the village, mark yon, by the 
stone cross. 

Gipsies. Ay! 

Cruz, (to the l^.) And yen, by the pole with 
the hermit's head upon it. 

Gipsies. Ay! 

Cruz. As soon as you s jc ihe planets are ont, 
in with you, and be busy with the ten command- 
ments, under the sly, and Saint Martin nsleen. 
D'ye hear? 

Gipsies. Ay! 

Cruz. Keep your lanterns open, and, if you see 
a goblin or a papagayo, take to your trampen. 
'* Vineyards and Dancing John '^ Is the word. 
Am I comprehended? 

Gipsies. Av! ay I 

Cn/r.«^ way, then! 

iExeunt severally. CRUZADO tcaUs up the^ 
and disappears among the trees. Enter PR] 
CI08A. 

Prcc. How strangely gleams through the gi- 
gantic trees 
Tlie red light of the forge! Wild, beckoning 

shadows 
Stalk through the forest, ever and anon 
Rising Mild bending with the flickering flame. 
Then flitting into darkness ! .So within roe 
Strange liopes and fears do beckon to each 

other. 
My brightest hoi)es giving dark fears a being. 
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At tlie liffht doea the shadow. Woe Is me ! 
How BtHi It Is about me, and how lonely 1 
BARTOLOME rushes in. 

Bart. Ho! Precioaa! 

Ptee. OBartolom^; 

Tbouheie? 

Bart. Lo! I am hero. 

Pree. Whence comest thon ? 

Bart. From the rough ridges of the wild 
Sierra, 
From cayems in the rocks, from huuprcr, thlrRt, 
And r^Ter! Like a wild wolf to the shecpfold 
Come I for thee, my lamb. 

Prec Oh. touch me n*t I 

The Couit of Lara's blood is on thy hands ! 
The Count of Lara's ennie Is on thy soul ! 
I>o not come near me ! Pra v, begone from here ! 
Hmni art in dancer! They have set a price 
Upon thy head f 

Bart. Ay, and I've wandered long 

Among the moontains ; and for many days 
Have Men no hmnan face, save the rough swine- 
herd's; 
The wind and rain have been my sole com- 
panions. 
I shouted to them from the rocks my name, 
And the loud echo sent it back to me. 
Till I grew mad. 1 could not stay from thee, 
And I am here ! Betray me, if thou wilt. 

Prec Betray thee? I betray thee ? 

Beu^. Preciosa I 

I come for thee I for thee I thus bravo death! 
Fly with me o'er the borders of this realm : 
Fly with me ! 

Pree. Speak of that no more. I cannot. 

I am thine no longer. 

Bart. Oh, recall the time 

When we were children ; how we played to- 
gether. 
How we grew up together ; how we pliffhtcd 
Our hearts unto each other, even in childhuod! 
Fulfil thy promise, for the lionr has come. 
I am hunted from the kiiij^doni. like a wolf! 
Fulfil thy promise. 

Pree. 'Twas my father's promise, 

Not mine. I never gave my heart to thee, 
Nor promised thee my hnn<l ! 

B€Wt. False tongue ol w(Muan ! 

And heart more false I 

Pree. Nay, listen unto me. 

1 will speak frankly. I have never loved thee ; 
I cannot love thee. Tliis is not my fault. 
It is my destinv. Thou art n man 
Bestless and violent. Wbat wouldst thou with 

me, 
A feeble girl, who have not long to live. 
Whose heart Is broken ? Seek another wife, 
Better than I, and fairer: inid let not 
Thj rash and headlong moods estrange her from 

thee, 
Thon art unhappy in this hopeless passion. 
I never sought thy love; nev«?r did anglit 
To make thee love lue. Yet I pity tbee, 
And most of all 1 pity thy wild heart. 
That hurries thee to crimes and deeds of blood. 
Beware, beware of that. 

Bart. For thy dear sake, 

I will be crentle. Thou shalt teacli me patience. 

Pree. Then take this farewell, and depart iji 
j>eace. 
Thon must not linger here. 

Bart. Come, come with me. 

Prec. Ilark! I hear footsteps. 

Bart. I entreat thee, come ! 

Prec. Away I It is in vain. 

Beai. Wilt thou not come ? 

Prec. Never! 

Bart. Then woe, eternal woe. upon thee ! 
Thou Shalt not be another's. Tlion shalt die I 

lExit. 

Pree. All holy angels, keep me in this hour ! 
Spirit of her who bore me, look upon me ! 
Mother of God, the glorified, protect me ! 



Christ and the saints, be merciful nnto me! 
Yet why should I fear death? What Is it to 

die? 
To leave all disapiiolntment, care, and sorrow. 
To leave all falsehood, treachery, and unUnd- 

ness. 
All ignominy, suffering, and de^ipalr. 
And bo at rest for ever I Oh, duJl heart. 
Be of good cheer! When thon shalt cease to 

beat^ 
Then shalt thou cease to suffer and complain! 

Enter VICTORIAN and HYPOLITO behind. 

Vtct. 'Tis she! liehold, how beautiful ahe 
.stands 
Under the tent-llko trees ! 

ffyp. A woodland nymph ! 

Viet. I pray thee, stand aside. Leave me. 

Hyp. Be wary ; 

Do not betray thyself too soon. 

Vict, (disguising hinrcice.) Hist! (iinsy! 

Prec. (aside with emotion.) That voice! That 
voire from heaven ! Oh, speuk again ! 
WhoisitcaUs? 

Vict. A friend. 

Prec. {aside.) 'Tis he! 'Tis he! 

I thank thee. Heaven, that thou hast heard my 

prayer, 
And sent me thi.s protector! Now be strong. 
Be strong, my heart ! I must dissemble here.— 
False friend or true? 

Vict. A true friend to the tnie ! 

Fear not ; come hither. So ; can yon tell for- 
tunes V 

Pree. Not in the dark. Come nearer to the 
nre. 
Give mc your hand. It is not crossed, I see. 

Vict, {putting a piece of gold into her hand.) 
There is the cross. 

Prec. Is'tsUver? 

Vtct. No, 'tis gold. 

Prec There's a fair lady at the Court, who 
loves you. 
And for yourself alone. 

Vict. Fie r the old story! 

Tell me a better fortune for my money ; 
Not this old woman's tale ! 

Prec. You ore passionate ; 

And this same passionate humour in your blood 
Has marred your fortune. Yes ; I see it now ; 
The line of life is crossed by many marks. • 
Shame ! shame ! Oil, you have wronged the 

maid who loved you! 
How could you do it ? 

Vict. I never loved a maid ; 

For she I loved was then a maid no more. 

Prec. How know you that ? 

Vict. A little bird in the air 

Whispered the secret. 

Prec. There, take back your gold! 

Your hand is cold, like a deceiver's Jiand ! 
There is no blessing in its charity! 
Make her your wife, for yon have been abused ; 
And you shall mend your fortunes, mending 
hers. 

Vict, {aside.) How like an angel's is the tongue 
of woman, 

When pleading in another's cause her own ! 

This Is a pretty ring upon vonr finger. 

Pray, give it me. {Tri&f to fate the rinn.) 

Prec. No : never from my liai.d 

Shall that be taken! 

Vict. WJiy, 'tis but a ring, 

ril give it back to yon ; or, if I keep it, 
Will give you gold to buy you twenty such. 

Prec. Why would you have this ring? 

Vui. A traveller's fancv, 

A whim, and nothing more. I would fain keep 

1 V 

As a memento of the Gipsy camp 
In Guadarama, and the fortune-teller 
Who sent me back to wed a widowed maid. 
Prar. let mo have the ring. 
prec. No, never I never! 



!» LONOFELWWS POETICAL WOBKS. 

I will not put with it, even when I die; OHipa. Ay, roblwil ind mordartd j 4iid (OM 

Bat Mil mj nnne lolil mr pslo flnrert thus. Mcnlng la yoo, 

01 ntwluved friend. wboiiuo more. TicL Spak: whiibrlnnUwchcRl 

ya. Hnnr aud! aatpaueTBXCIOBMraooaatwttnmCmut: 

ftic Tes: dMaiome: snd worse than da»d. goodnewil Saltnn Omudb 

He l> Mtraneed t And yet 1 keep Ihls ring. The Count ol tlie Cilti ii not yoor lulw, 

I wUI rise nllh It Irom my enve hereif ter. Bnt your true lUher hu retarred to Spim 

To prove lo him Ihit 1 nss never [alae. Udeo witb wultb. YaunnnoiDonaaimr. 

net. (oiufe.) Be itlll.my BirelllDg heart I one Vicl. auxngeuaHoorlsliUle! 

motnenl, itllU Chtiaa. AndwehniaU 

Why. 'til tho folly ot a love->lck glrL Been arinkJng il the taTern lo yonr heaUti. 

And that yon >lale II, ' .Fict. Where la tbessatleman? 

Aw. Oh. yon will not dan Vaopa. As the old tong uya, 

To^n«er incb s fiendish lie 1 ^^^ ^^^^ His body is In Sogoila. 

Vun. 1 praylhee-donothldeinel Heaven gives to those it loree. KowartUion 

Free IshouldhaveMrlihedhereamoneltieM rich, 

Gipsies. A> Ihon •Till ever beautllol and good; 

Vict. FcprjrtTeme, sweet, (or what I made tbee And 1 am now liic beggar. 



"hul^'sied- 



Fia. 1 hive heard all. And yet speak on, Hsp. 

tmxk m 1 The siodcnt's wanderlnf llle ! Sweet aertOI 

For erery JneVift/nl^^iw^t'lnunlalFoii, Aud'aTlbVl makes ncacton Mantitaf'. 

Calls DP The baiied past to plead (ur me. ^ yoa> ye cloistered sliadei of Alcall, 

Hpeak. my beloved, speak Inlo iny heart, To yon, yo radbint Tlslona ofromsneo, 

WhateTorflUs and sifltates thine ovin. Written In booki. bnt bcra snrpaued by (rntli, 

Have wInkpTn!."* the na'luralcou"e'o1?hlnB». Slasi.ulli«gitiliMa„imliamulcaa4htUMfa 
Have been snrpaued here by my friend, the stn- fP^ "»"- *«* *"' "^ "** 

/^p. Not to-night : "•J'.ll'e bnsik ol dy. and wo must away. 

And send me back to marry milds lorlom. "^ Walt not to And Ihy sUpjHn, 
My wedding-day would last from now lo Christ- But come with Ihy naCodlect , 
ampa^ha). What hoi the"—— '■-■ !-h -.— ™-.°J?" .. ™°? ° ewygnia, 
])«1tma Cruinrlol lliilb 






robbed r 



tAavfapiiRdtatttfrBi SAl^frd trppean on trie rorts al 

Whal nnwr Ifant. Ave Klarla, gratia plena, i 
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M<mt. Is this the road to Segovia ? 

Shep^ It is, Toar reverence. 

M«mt. How far is it? 

M^. IdonotlEROw. 

Momk. What is that yonder in the valley ? 

8hq». Sanlldefonso. 

Matk. A long way to breakfast. 

8kq». Ay, marry. 

Jiomk. Are there robbers in these mountains ? 

JSkep. Tea, and worse than that. 

MSmJt. What? 

Shoo. Wolves. 

Momt. Santa Marin ! Come with me to San 
IldefimBO, and thou shaltbe well rewarded. 

;Slli^. What wilt then give rac ? 

Mimk. An Agnus Dei and my benediction. 
iThe^ ducqppear. A mounted Contrabandista 

pat$eij wrappped in hi$ cloaks with a gun at his 

ioddMow. Me goe$ down the pau singing.) 

SOXG. 

Worn with speed is my good steed, 

And I march me hurried, worried ; 

Onward, eaballito raio. 

With the white star in thy forehead ! 

Onward, for here comes tnc Ronda, 

And 1 hear their rifles cracK ! 

Ay, JaWo ! Ay, ay, Jal6o I 

Ay, jal^o! They cross our track. 

tStmg dies away. Enter PRECIOSA. on horseback. 
attended hy VICTORIAN. HYPOLITO, DON 
CARLOS, and CHIFSA, on foot, and armed.) 

Viet. This is the highest point. Here let us 
rest. 
See, Preciosa, see how all abont us 
Kneeling, like hooded friars, the misty mountains 
Receive the benediction of the sun ! 
O glorious tight ! 

Pree. Most beautiful, indeed ! 

Hyp. Most wonderful ! 

VicL And In the vale below. 

Where yonder steeples flash like lifted halberds, 
Ban Ikiefonso. from its noisy belfries. 
Sends np a salutation to the mom. 
As if an army smote their brazen shields. 
And shouted victory ! 

Free And which way lies 

Segovia? 

Viet. At a great distance yonder. 
Doitt shou not see it ? 

Pree. No. I do not see it. 

Vtct. The merest flaw that denotes the hori- 
zon's edge. 
There, yonder! 

Bypy Tls a notable old town. 

Boasting an ancient Roman aqueduct. 



And an Alcilzar, boilded by the Moors, 
Wherein, you may remember, poor Gil Bias 
Was fed on Pan del Key. Oh, many a time 
Out of its grated windows have I looked 
Hundreds of feet plumb down to the Eresma, 
That, like a serpent through the valley creeping, 
GUdes at its foot. 

Pree. Oh, yes! I see it now, 

Yet rather with my heart than with mine eyes. 
So faint it is. And all my thoughts sail thither. 
Freighted with prayers and hopes, and forward 

urged 
Against all stress of accident, as. in 
The Eastern Tale, against the wind and tide. 
Great ships were drawn to the Magnetic Moun- 
tains, 
And there were wrecked and perished in the sea! 

(She weeps) 
Vict. O gentle spirit! Thou didst bear un- 
moved 
Blasts of adversity and frosts of fate ! 
But the flrst ray of sunshine that falls on thee 
Melts thee to tears ! Oh, let thy weary heart 
Lean upon mine ! and it shall faint no more, 
Nor thirst, nor hunger -, but be comforted 
And flUed with my affection. 

Free. Stay no longer! 

My father waits. Methinks I see him there. 
Now looking from the window, and now watching 
Each sound of wheels or foot-fail in the street, 
And saying, "Hark! she comes!" O father! 
father ! 

(77tey descend the pass. CHISPA remains behind.) 

Chispa. I have a father, too, but he is a dead 
one. Alas and alack-a-day! Poor was I bom, 
and poor do I remain. I neither win nor lose. 
Thus do I wag through the world, half the time 
on foot, and the other half walking; and always 
as merry as a thunder-storm in the night. And 
so we plough along, as the fly said to the ox. 
Who knows what may hajmen ? Patience, and 
shuffle the cards I I am not yet so bald, that yon 
can see my brains ; and pernaps, after all, I shall 
some day go to Rome, and come back SaUit Peter. 
Bcnedlcite! lExU. 

(A pause. Then enter BARTOLOME wildly, as if 
xn pursuit, with a carbine in his hand.) 

Bart. They passed this way 1 I hear their 
horses' hoofs! 
Yonder I see them ! Come, sweet caramiUo, 
This serenade shall be the Gipsy's last ! 

(Fires down the pass.) 
TIa ! ha ! Well whistled, my sweet caramillol 
Well whistled!— I have missed her!— O my God! 
(The shot is returned. BARTOLOME falls.) 
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Gome i gra van cantando lor lai 
Facendo in aer di sd longa riga. 

— Dantb. 



PROMETHEUS, 

OR THE poet's FORETnOUGHT. 

Of Prometlietts, how undaunted 

On OlympuB' shining Imstloiu 
His aadacioui) foot he planted, 
Mvths nre tohl and songs are chaanted. 

Full of promptings and suggestions. 

Beautiful is tlie tradition , • 

Of that flight through heavenly portals, 

Slic oldjclassic superstition 
r th« theft and the transmission 
Of the Are of the Immortals I 

First the deed of noble dnrtng. 

Born of heavenward asvtratlon. 
Then the fire with mortBis sharing, 
Then the vhltnre,->thu despairing 

Cry of pain on crags Ctuicastan. 

All is but a symbol painted 

Of the Poet, Prophet, Seer; 
Only those are crowned and minted 
Who with grtef have been acqnainted, 

Making nut ions nobler, freer. 

In their feverish exultations, 
In their triumph and tlieir yearning. 

In their passionate pulsations. 

In their words among the nations, 
The Promethean fire is bnrning. 

Shall it, then, be unavailing. 

An this toil for human cnTtnrc? 
Through the cloud- rack, dark and trailing, 
Must they sec above them salUpg 

O'er life's barren crags the vulture ? 

Such a fate as this was Dante's, 

By defeat and exile maddened ; 
Thus were Milton and Cervantes*, 
liaturc's priests and Corybantcs, 

By affliction touched and saddened. 

But the glories so transcendent 

That around their memories cluster, 
And, on all their steps attendant. 
Make their darkened lives resplendent 
With such gleams of inward lustre ! 

All the melodies mysterious, 

Through the dreary darkness chauntcd; 
Thoughts in attitudes imperious. 
Voices soft, and deep, and serlons. 

Words that whispered, songs that haunted! 

All the soul In rapt suspension, 

All the quivering, palpitating 
Chords of life In utmost tension, 
With the ferv«)ur of invention. 

With the rapture of creating { 



Ah, Prometheus ; heaven-scaling! 

In such hours of exultation 
Even the faintest heart unqualUng, 
Might behold the vulture sailhig 

Hound the cloudy crags Caucasian ! 

Tliough to all there is not given 
Strength for such subllmo eudeavoox; 

Thus to scale the walls of heaven. 

And to leaven with fiery leaven 
All the hearts of men for ever ; 

Yet all bards, whose hearts nubUghted 

Hononr and believe the presage. 
Hold aloft their torches lighted. 
Gleaming through tho realms benighted, 
As they onward bear the message ! 

THE LADDER 6F"sT. AUGUSTDfE. 

Saint AnaosTiKE! well hast thou said. 
That of our vices we can frame 

A ladder, if we will but tread 
Beneath our feet each. deed of shame t 

All common things each day's cventa. 
That with the hour begin and end, 

Onr ]ileasure8 and our duscontents, 
Are rounds by which we may ascend. 

The low desire, the base design 
Thrt makes another's virtues less 

Tlie revel of the ruddy wine, 
And all occasions of excess ; 

The longing for Ignoble things : 
The strife for triumph mure than truth; 

The hardening of the heart, that brings 
Irreverence for the dreams of youth; 

All thoughts of 111, all evil deeds. 
That have tlieir root in thoughts of ill; 

Whatever hinders or impedes 
Tlic action of the nobler will;— 

All these must first be trampled down 
Beneath our feet, if we would guiu 

In the bright fields of fair renown 
The right of eminence domain. 

We have not wings, we cannot soar : 
But we have feet to scale and climb 

Byslow degrees, by more and more, 
The cloudy summits of our time. 

The mighty pyramids of stone 
That wedge-like cleave the desert airs. 

When nearer seen, and bettor known. 
Are but gigantic flights of stairs. 

Tlie distant mountains, that uprcar 
Their solid buHtions to tlio skies. 

Are crossed by pathways, that appear 
As wo to higher levels rise. 
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The heiffhts by sro:\t mon feachotl nnd kept 
Were not attuliicil by KHildeii rlifrlit, 

Bat tlie^', whilu their cunipniikM)> ^^.'|>t, 
Were toiling upwards in tiiu niflit. 

Stuni1inK<»n what too lonjr y\o l-'rc. 

Witt) Kliouldcrs Ikmii u\h\ downcast eyes 
We may discern— uns«*t n l)efore— 

A path tu liiglier destinies. 

Nor deem the irrevoetthlc I*a8t, 

A** wholly wasted, wliolly vain, 
If. ri^inK on its wreeks, at last 

Tu something nobkr we attain. 

THE PHANTOM SHIP. 

In Mather's MaKualia Christi, 

Of the old Colonial time, 
May be round in prose the legend 

Ihat is hero set down In rhyiuo. 

A ship .'«Hiled from New Haven, 

And the keen and frosty airs. 
That filled her sails at |>artlug. 

Were heavy with good men's prayers. 

»' O Lord ! !f it he thy pleasare "— 

Tlius prayed the old divine— 
*'To bury our friends in the ocean. 

Take tbenif for they are thine I' 

But Master Laniberton muttered. 

And under hi.<t brcnth xaid he, 
** 1 his ship is so crank and walty 

I fear our grave she will be." 

And the nh\\w that came from England, 
When the winter months were gone, 

Brought no tidings of the vessel 
Kor of Master Laniberton. 

Tills put the people to praying 
Tliat the Lord would let them hear, 

What la HU greater wisdom 
He bad done with friends so dear. 

And nt last their ])rayers were answered :— 

It WAS In the niontli of June, 
An hour before the sunset 

Of a windy afternoon, 

'^lien Bteadlly steering landward, 

A slilp was seen below, 
And they knew It was Lamborton, Master, 

Who sailed so long ago. 

On she came, with a Hond of canvas, 
Rieht agahist the wind tliat blew. 

Until tlio eye could distinguish 
The faces of the crew. 

Tlien fell her straining topmasts. 

Hanging tangled In the shnnids. 
And her sails were looseneii and lifted, 

And blown away like clouds. 

And the masts with ail their rigging. 

Fell slowly, one by one. 
And the hulk dilated and vanished. 

As a sea-mist In the sun 1 

And the peojde who saw this marvel 

Each said nnto his friend. 
Unit this was the mould of their vessel. 

And thus her tragic end. 

And the pastor of the village 

Gave thanks to Ood in prayer, 
That, to quiet their troubled spirits, 

He had sent this ijliip of Air. 

THE WARDEN OF THE CINQUE PORTS. 
A MIST WAS driving down the British Channel, 

The day was just begun, 
And through the whidow-panes, on floor and 
paneL 

Streamed the red autumn sun. 



It glanced on flowing flag and ripjiUug pennoo. 

And the wlilte sttils of slUps ; 
.Vnd from tlio frowning rampart, the block 

r.iliUDll 

Il;iil«'d It with feverihii lijis. 

.S.uiUwiih and llutiuu-y, llattingb, Ilythe, uud 
Dover 

Were all ulert that day. 
To see the Fnncli war-steamers speedUig over, 

Wlien tlu- fog cleared away. 

Siill(>n and silent, and 'ike couchant lions, 
Their eannon, tlirou^h tlie niulit, 

IloUliiig their breatli, iiad watched, in grim de- 
fiance. 
The sea- coast opposite. 

And now they roared at drum-beat from their 
statittns 

On every citadel: 
Each answering each, with morning salutations, 

Tliat all was well. 

And down the coast, all taking u]i the burden, 

iteplied the distant forts, 
As If to summon from his sleep the Warden 

And Lord of the Ciiniue Ports. 

Him shall no sunshine from the fields of azure. 

No drum-beat from tiie wall, 
No morning gun from the black forts embra- 
sure, 

.V waken with Its call ! 

No more, surveying with au eye Impartial 

The long line ot the coat>t. 
Shall the gaunt 1\icnni of the old Field Marshal 

Jtc seen u])on liis ))o.-t ! 

For in the nlt'lit, unseen, a single warrior, 

In sombre harness mulled. 
Dreaded of man. and suvnamcd llic Destroyer, 

The rampart wall has sealed. 

He passed Into the chamlior of the sleeper, 

The dark and silent room. 
And as he enteietl, darker grew, and deeper, 

Tiie silence and the gloom. 

He did not pause to parley or dissemble, 

But smote the warden hoar. 
Ah! what a blow! that made all England 
tremltle 

And groan from shore to shore. 

Meanwhile, without, the surly cannon waited, 

Tlie sun rose bright o'erhead : 
Nothinir in Natun»s aspect intimated 

Tliat a great man was dead. 



HAUNTED HOUSES. 

All houses wherein men have lived and died 
Arc haunted houses. Through tlie open doors 

The harmless idiantoms on their errands glide. 
With feet that moke no sound ui>on the floors. 

We meet them at the door-way, on tlie stilr. 
Along the passages they ccmie and go. 

Impalpable impressl(ms on the air, 
A sense of something moving to and fro. 

There are more guests at taUc, than the hosts 

Invited ; the illuminated hall 
Is thronged with quiet, inoffensive ghosts. 

As silent as tlie pictures on the wall. 

Tlie stranger at my fireside cannot sec . 

The forms I sec, nor hear the sounds 1 hear ; 
He but perceives what Is : while nnto me 

All that Inis been Is visible and clear. 

We have no title-deeds to house or lands; 

Owners and occupants of earlier dat^s 
From graves forgotten stretch their dosty 
hands. 

And hold U\ mQiTtmfi.VELtl\Si\3&ribe 1^«t^»^KV. 



Mf 
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The flpfrf t-world aroand this world of sense 
Fkwts like an atmoiiphere. and ererjwiMre 

Wafts thruagh these eartblj mists aud rapuars 
dense 
A vital breath of more ethereal air. 

Oar little lives are kept in cqaipoisc 
By opposite attractiims and desires; 

The ^trufrgle of the Instinct ttiat enjojs. 
And the more noble instinct tliat asi^rea. 

Those i)ortnrbatioM», this pen ctiial jar 
^)f cmthly wnntH niul tt^piratioms liiffh. 

(.'•Muc frum'tiif iniiiicnce of an unseen star. 
An undiscovered planet in our sky. 

And as tlic moon from some dark jQite of cloud 
Throws o'er the •-ea a floating bridge of licht. 

Across wliose trembling planks oar fancies 
crowd 
Into the realm of mystery and night, — 

So from the world of spirits there descends 
A bridge of light, connecting it with this. 

O'er whose unsteady floor, that sways and 
bends. 
Wander our thoughts above the dark abyss. 



IX TlIE CIU'RCIIYABD AT CAMBRIDGE. 

Is the village chnrchvard she lies. 
Dust is in her bountiful Cjres, 

So more siie breathe-', nor feels, nor stirs; 
At her feet and at her head 
Uet a slave to attend the dead. 

But their dust is white as hers. 

Was she a lady of high degree, 
80 much in love with vanity 

And foolish pomp of this world of oars? 
Or was It Chrlsthin charity. 
And lowliness and hnmilitv. 

The richest and rarest of all dowers ? 

Who shall tell us ? No one speaks ; 
No colour sh<x>ts into those cheeks, 

Either of anger or of pride, - 
At the rode question we have asked ; 
Nor will the mystery be unmasked 

By those who are sleeping at her side 

Hereafter?— And do yon think to look 
On the terrible pages of that Book 

To And her failings, faults, and errors ? 
Ah, yon will then have other cares. 
In yonr own short-comings and despairs, 

Inyoar own secret sins and terrors! 



THE EMPEROR'S BIRD'S NEST. 

OxcE the Emperor Charles of Spain. 

With his swarthy, grave commanders, 
1 forget in what campaign. 
Long besieged. In mnd and rain. 

Some old frontier town of Flanders. 

ITp and down the dreary camp. 

In great boots of Kimnisb leather, 
Strldmg with a measured tramp, 
Tliesc Hidalgos, dull and damp. 

Cursed the Frenchmen, cursed the weathen 

Thus as to and fro they went. 
Over upland and through hollow, 

(Jiving their impatience vent. 

Perched upon the Emperor's tent. 
In her nest they spied a swallow. 

Yes, It was a swallow's nest. 

Built of clay and hair of horses. 
Mane, or tall, or dragoon's csest. 
Found on hedge-rows cast and west. 

Alter tUrnuBh of tlie Xorcea. 



TbM an old ilidaiffo nkL 
As he twirled his gray naoastachio, 

'■' Sure this swallow orerhea*! 

Tliinks the Emperor's tent a shed. 
And the Emperor but a Macho V* 

Hearing his Imperial name 
Coupled with those words of maiffi^^ 

Half in anger, half in shame. 

Forth the great campaigner came 
8iowly f r«Mn his canvas palace. 

** Let no hand the bird moHest.'* 
.^aid he solemnly. **nar hurt her!** 

Adding then, by way of jest, 

**<iolondrina is my guest. 
"TH the wife of some deserter!** 

Swift as bowstrings speeds a shaft, 
Tliroagh the camp was spread the rumour. 

And the soldiers, as they qoaffed 

Flemish beer at dinner, langhed 
At the Emperor's pleasant hmnonx; 

So unharmed and nnaftaid 

Sat the swallow still and t»oodcd. 
Till the constant cannraiade 
Through the walls a brea<di had made. 
And the siege was thus condaded. 

Then the army, elsewhere bent. 

Struck its tents as If disbandin|r« 
Only not tho Emperor's tent. 
For he ordered, ere he went, 

Very curtly, *• Leave it standing!** 

So It stood there all alone. 

Loosely flaraing, torn and tattered. 
Till the brood was fledged and flown. 
Singing o er those walls of stone 

Which the cannon-shot had shattered. 

THE TWO ANGELS. 
Two angels, one of Life and one of Death, 

Pas.Hed o'er our village as the morning broke; 
The dawn was on their teces and beneath. 
The sombre houses hearsed with jdnmes <A 
smoke. 

Their attitude and aspect were the same. 
Alike their features and their robes of white : 

But one was crowned with anuuanth, as with 
flame. 
And one with asphodels, like flakes of light 

I saw them pause on their celestial way ; 

Then said I, with cteep fear and doabt op- 
presed, 
" Beat not so load, my heart, lest tboa betray 

Tlie phice where thy beloved arc at rest!** 

And he who wore the crown of asphodels, 
I)escending, at my door began to knock, 

.\nd my soul sank within me, as in wells 
The waters sink before an earthquake's shock. 

I recognised the nameless agonj. 
The terror and the tremor and the pain. 

That oft before liad filled cm: haunted me. 
And now returned with threefold strength 
again. " 

The door I opened to ray heavenly gaest. 
And listened, for I thought 1 heard God's 
voice ; 

And, knowing whatsoe'er He sent was best. 
Dared neither to lament nor to rejoice. 

Tlicn with a smile, that filled the house with 
light, 

" My errand U not Death, but Life," he said ; 
And ere 1 answeretl. passing out of sight. 

On his celestial embassy he sped. 

'TH-as at th V dnor. O friend ! and not at mine. 
The angel with the amaranthine wreath. 

Pausing, descended, and with voice divine 
^^lilspvred a word that liad a sonnd Uko Death. 
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Then fell upon the honso a sndden gloom, i 

A shadow on those features fair and th^n ; 

And softly, from that hushed and darkened 
room, 
Two angels issued, where but one went in. 

All is of God ! If lie but wave His hnnii, 
The mists collect, the rain fails thicli and loud, 

Till, with a smile of light on sea and land. 
Lo ! He looks back from the departing cloud. 

Angels of Life and Death alike are His; 

Withont His leave they pass no threshold 
o'er; 
Who, then, would wish or dare, believing this, 

Against His messengers to shut the door ? 



DAYLIGHT AND MOONLIGHT. 

Ix broad daylight, and at noon. 
Yesterday I saw the moon 
Hailing high, but faint and white, 
As a school-boy's paper kite. 

In broad daylight, yesterday, 
I read a Poet's mystic lay : 
And it seemed to me at most 
As a phanton, or a gtiost. 

But at length the feverish day 
Like a passion died away. 
And the night, serene and still. 
Fell on the village, vale, and hill, 

Then the moon In all her pride, 
Like a spirit glorified. 
Filled and overflowed the night 
With revelations of her light. 

And the Poet's song again 
Passed like music through my brain ; 
Night inten)reted to me 
All its grace and mystery. 



THE JEWISH CEMETERY AT NEWPORT. 

How strange it seems ! These Hebrews in their 
graves. 

Close by tiie street of this fair scapart town, 
Silent beside the never-silent waves. 

At rest in all this moving up and down ! 

The trees are white with dust, that oer their 
sleep 
Wave their broad cnrtains In the sontli-wind's 
breath. 
While underneath .«»nch lenfy tents they keep 
The long, mysterious Exodus of Dealli. 

And these sepulcbml stones, so old and brown, 
That pave with level flags their burial place, 

Seem like the tablets of tlie Law, thrown down 
And broken by Moses at the mountahi's base. 

Tlie very names recorded here are strange. 
Of foreign accent, and of different climes ; 

Ah'aresand Rivera intercbange 
With Abraham and Jacob of old times. 

" Blessed be God! for He created Denth!" 
The mourners said, " and Death is rest and 
peace ;" 
Then added. In the certainty of faith, 
*'And giveth Life that never more shall 
cease." 

Closed are the portals of their Svnagognc, 
No Psalms of David now the silence break. 

No Rabbi reads the nncicnt Decalogue, 
In the grand dialect the Prophets spoke. 

Gone are the living, but the dead remain. 
And not neglected ; for a hand unseen, 

Scattering its bounty like a summer rain. 
Still keeps their graves and their remembrance 
greeu. 



How came they here ? What burst of Christian 
hate. 

What persecution, merciless and blind. 
Drove o er the sea— tiiat desert desolate— 

These Ishmacls and Ilagars of mankind? 

Thev lived in narrow streets and lanes obscure, 
Ghetto and Judenstrass, in mirk and mire; 

Tauglit in the sciiool of iMtience to endure 
The life of anguish and the death of fire. 

All their lives long, witli the unleavened bread 
And bitter herbs of exile and its fears. 

Tlie wasting famine of the heart thev fed. 
And slaked its thirst with ma rah of their tears. 

Anathema maranatha I was the crv 
That rang from town to town, from street to 
street ; 
At every gate the accursed Mordecal 
Was mocked and jeered, and spumed by 
Christian feet. 

Pride and hnmiilation hand In hand 

Walked with them through the world where'er 
they went ; 
Trampled and beaten were they as the sand, 

Anci yet unshaken as the continent. 

For in the background figures vague and vast 
Of patriarchs and of prophets rose sublime, 

And all the great traditions of the I'ast 
They saw reflected in the coming time. 

And thus forever with i-everted look 
The mvRtic volume of the world they read. 

8T>elling"it backward, like a Hebrew book, 
^11 life became a Legend of the Dead. 

Rut ah ! what once has been shall be no more * 
The groaning earth in travail and in pain 

Brings forth its races, but does not restoi*o 
And the dead nations never rise again. 



OLIVER IJASSELIN. 

IX the Valley of the Vire 

KtiU is seen an ancient mill. 
With its gables quaint and queer. 
And beneath the window-sill. 
On the stone, 
These words alone : 
•* Oliver BasseUn lived here." 

Far above it. on the steep. 

Ruined stands the old Chftteau 
Nothing but the donjon-keep 
Left for shelter or for show. 
Its vacant eyes 
Stare at the skies. 
Stare at the vallei' green and deep. 

Once a convent, old and brown, 

Looked, but ah«! It looks no more. 
From the neighbouring Idllside down 
On the rustling and the roar 
Of the stream 
Whose sunny gleam 
Cheers the little Norman town. 

In that darksome mill of stone, 
To the water's dash and din. 
Careless, humble, and unknown, 
Sang the poet Basselin, 
Hongs that fill 
That ancient mill 
With a splendour of its own. 

Never feeling of unrest 

Hroke the pleasant dream ho dreamed; 
Only made to be hia nest, 
All the lovely valley seemed : 
No desire 
Of soaring higher 
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Trne. his songs were not divine ; 

Were not songs of that high art, 
Wl»lch as winds do in the nine, 
Find an answer in each ueurt; 
But the mirth 
Of tliis green earth 
Laughed and revelled in his line 

From the alehouse and the inn, 
0|>ening on the narrow streut^ 
Came tlic loud, convivial din. 
Singing and applause of feet. 
The laughing lays 
That in those days 
Sang the poet Basseiin. 

In the castle, cased in steel. 

Knights, who fought in Aglncoort, 
Watclied and waited spur on heel ; 
But the poet sang for sport 
8ongs that rang 
Another clang. 
Songs that lowlier hearts could feeL 

In the convent, clad in gray, 

Sat the monks in lonely cells. 
Paced the cloisters, Icnelt to pray. 
And the poet heard their bells; 
But his rhymes 
Found other chymes, 
Nearer to the earth tiiau they. 

Gone are all the baroits bold. 

Gone are all the knights and squires, 
Gone the abbot stem and culd. 
And the brotherhood of friars ; 
Not a name 
Remains to fame. 
From those niouldcriug days of old ! 

But the poet's memory here 

Of the landscape makes a part; 
Like the river, swift and clear, 
Flows his song through many a heart ; 
Iliuvnting still 
That ancient mill. 
In the valley of the Vire. 



VICTOR GALBRAITH. 

Undek the walls of Monterey 

At diiybrcak tlie bugles began to play, 

Victor Galbraitb ! 
In the mist of the morning damp and gray. 
These were the words they seemed to say: 

" Come forth to thy death, 

Victor Galbraith !" 

Forth he came, with a martial tread; 
Firm was his step, erect his head ; 

Victor Galbraith, 
He who so well the bugle plaj-ed. 
Could not mistake the words it said : 

" Come forth to thy death, 

Victor Galbraith V^ 

He looked at the earth, he looked at the sky. 
He looked at the files of mnsketrv, 

Victor (Jaibraith! 
And he said, with a steady voice and eye, 
" Take good aim ; I am rea<iv to die 1" 

Thus challenges death 

Victor Galbraith. 

Twelve fiery tongues flashed straight and red, 
Six laden balls on their errand sped ; 

Victor (Jalbraith 
Falls to the ground, but he Is not dead; 
His name was not stnmi)ed on those balls 
lead. 

And they only scathe 

Victor Galbraith. 

Three balls are In his breast and brain. 
But he rises out of the tlnst again, 
Victor UttlbmHh I 
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The water he drinks hfts a bloody stain, 
" O Kill nie. and put me out of my painr* 

In his agony prayeth 

Victor Galbraith. 

Forth dart once more those tongtws of flame. 
And the bugler hath died the death of shame, 

Victor Galbraith ! 
His soul has gone back to wheuco It coiiio, 
And no one answers to the name, 

When the Sergeant saith 

»' Victor Galbraith!" 

Under the wall of Monterey 
By night a bugle is heard to play 

Victor Galbraith! 
Through the mist of the valley damp and gray 
The sentinels hear the sound, and Ba3*, 

" That is the wraith 

Of Victor Galbraith!'* 



MY LOST YOUTH. 

Often I think of the beautiful town 

That Is seated by the sea! 
Often in thought go up and down 
The pleasant streets of that dear old town. 
And my youth comes back to me. 
And a verse of a Lapland song 
Is haunting my memory still : 
'» A boy's win Is the wind's will. 
And the thoughts of youth are long, long 
thongths.'^ 

I can see the shadowy lines of Its trees. 

And catch, in sudden gleams, 
Tlie sheen of the far-surroutidiug ceas, 
And islands that were the Hosperides 
Of all my boyish dreams. 
And the burden of that old song 
It murmurs and listens still : 
*' A boy's win Is the wind's will, 
And the thoughts of youth are long, long 
thoughts." 

1 remember the black wharves and the slips. 

And the sea-tides tossing free; 
And Spanish sailors with bearded lips. 
And the beauty and mystery of the ships. 
And the magic of the sea. 
And the voice of that wayward song 
Is singing and saying stiu : 
" A boy s will Ls the whul's will. 
And the thoughts of youth are long, long 
thoughts. 

I remember the bulwarks by the shore. 

And the fort upon the hill ; 
The suu-riso gun. with its hollow roar. 
The drum-beat repeated o'er and o'er, 
And the bugle wild and shrill. 
And the music of that old song 
Throbs in the memory still: 
" A boy's will is the wind's will. 
And the thonghts of youth are l(Hig, long 
thoughts.'^ 

I remember the sea-fight far away. 

How It thundered o'er the tide! 
And the dead captains, as they lav 
In their graves, o'erlooking the tfanqnfl bay. 
Where they In battle died. 
And the sound of that mournful song 
Goes through mo with a tliriU: 
" A boy's will is the wind's will. 
And the thonghts of youth are long, long 
thoughts" 

I can see the breezv dome of groves, 

TIjo shadows of ueering's Woods; 
And the friendships old and the early loves 
Come back with a Sabbath sound, as of doves 

In »\tvlct uft\gVv\jov\Tlvocvds. 
And t\\ft verse ol lYiaX t^vieeX. oVd. wwvi 
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It flatten and marman stlU : 
*' A boy's wiU is the wind's will. 
And tbo thoughts of yoath are long, long 
thonghts. 

I remember the gleams and glooms that dart 

Across the schoolboy's hraiii : 
The song and the silence in the heart, 
That In part are propheclct^. <uid iti part 
Are longings wild and vain. 
And the voice of that fltful f^oiig 
Sings on, and is never Htill: 
"A boy's will is the winds will. 
And the thonghts of yonth are long, long 
thonghts.**^ 

There arc things of which I may not speak ; 

There are dreams that cannot die ; 
There are thonghts that make the strong heart 

weak. 
And bring a pallor Into the check, 
And a mist before the eye. 
And the words of that fatal song 
Come over me like a chill : 
"A boy's will is the wind s will. 
And the thooAhts of youth are long, long 
thoughts. "^ 

Strange to me now are the forms I meet 

When 1 visit the dear old town ; 
But the native air is pure and sweet, 
And the trees that o'er^hadow each well-known 
street. 
As they balance up and down. 
Are singing the beautiful song. 
Are signing and whispering still : 
" A boy^ will Is the wind's will. 
And the thoughts of youth are long, long 
thoughts.^ 

And DeerlAg's Woods are fresh and fair, 

AJid with Joy that is almost pain, 
My heart goes back to wander their. 
And among the dreams of the days that were 
I find mv lost youth again. 
And the strange and beautiful song. 
The groves arc repenting it still. 
** A boy's win Is the wi •ds will, 
And the thoughts uf a youth are long, long 
thoughts." 

THE BOPI-:WALK. 

Ix that building, long and low, 
With Its windows nil a-row. 

Like the port -holes of a hulk. 
Human spiders spin and spin, 
Backward down their thread so thin 

Drooping, each a hempen bulk. 

At the end, an open door; 
Squares of sunshine on the floor 

Light the long and dusty lane : 
And the whirring of a wheel. 
Dull and drowsy, makes nie feel 

All its s|H>kes are in my brain. 

As the spinners to the end 
Downward go and re-ascend. 

Oleam the long threads In the sun ; 
While within this brain of mine 
Col>w^ebs brighter and more fine 

By the busy wheel are spun. 

Two fair maidens In a swing. 
Like white doves upon the wing, 

First before my vision pass; 
Laughing, as their gentle hands 
CloHclv clasped the tv.istetl strands, 

At their shadow on the grass. 

Tlien a booth of mountebanK^s, 
With its smell of tan and planks, 

And a girl poised high in air 
On a cord, in spangled dress. 
With a faded loveliness. 

And a weary look of cafe. 



Then a homeitead among farms, 
And a woman with bare arms 

Drawing water from a well ; 
As the bucket mounts apace, 
With it mounts her own fair face. 

As at some magician's spell. 

Then an old isan in a tower. 
Kinging load the nocmtlde hour. 

While the rope coils round and round 
Like a serpent at his feet. 
And again. In swift retreat. 

Nearly lifts him from the ground. 

Then within a )irison-yard. 
Faces fixed, and stem, and hard, 

Laughter and Indecent mirth ; 
Ah ! It is the gallows-tree ; 
Breath of Christian charity. 

Blow, and sweep It from the earth! 

Then a schoolboy, with his kite 
(tIcamlRg in a sky of light. 

And an eager, upward look ; 
Steeds pursued through lane and field; 
Fowlers with their snares concealed ; 

And an angler by a brook. 

Ships rejoicing in the breeze. 
Wrecks that float o'er unknown seas, 

Anchors dragged through faithless sand ; 
Sea-fog drifting overhead. 
And, with lessening line and lead. 

Sailors feeling for the land 

All these scenes do I behold, 
These, and many left nntold. 

In that building long and low; 
While the wheel goes round and round. 
With a drowsy dreamy sound, 

All the spinners backward go. 



THE GOLDEN MILESTONE. 

Leafless are the trees; their purple branches 
Sprea.1 tlieinselves abroad, like reefs of coral, 

Rising silent 
In the Red Sea of the Winter sunset. 

From the hundred cliiraneys of the village, 
Like the Afreet in the .Vrabian story, 

.Smoky coiuuins 
Tower aloft into the air of amber. 

At the window winks the flickering flre-light; 
Here and there tlio lamps of evening glimmer, 

Social watch-flros 
Answering one another through the darkness. 

On the earth the lighted logs are glowing. 
And like Ariel in the cloven pine-tree. 

For its freedom 
Groans and sighs the air Imprisoned In them. 

By the flreslde there are old men seated, 
Seeing ruined cities in the ashes, 

Asking sadly 
Of the past what it can ne'er restore them. 

Bv the flreslde there are youthful dreamers. 
Building castles fair, >vlth stately stairways. 

Asking blindly 
Of the Future what it cannot give them. 

By the fireside tragedies are acted, 

In whose scenes appear two actors only. 

Wife and husband, 
And above them CJod the sole spectator. 

Bv the fireside there are peace and comfort. 
Wives and cliiidren, with fair thoughtful faces, 

Waiting, watching 
For a well-known footstep in the passage. 

Each man's chimney Is his Golden MUostone; 
Is the central point, from which he measures 

Every distance 
Through the gateways of the world atQuxulbAjESL. 
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In hi8 farthest wanderings still he sees It ; 
Hears the talking flame, the answering night- 
wind, 

As he heard them 
When he sat with those who were, bat are not 

Happy he who neither wealth nor fashion, 
Nor the inarch of the encroaching city. 

Drives an exile . 
From the hearth of his ancestral homestead. 

We may bnild more splendid habitations. 
Fill our rooms with paintings and wltn sculp- 
tures, 

But wo cannot 
Buy with gold the old associations ! 

CATAWBA WINE. 

This song of mine 

Is a song of the Vino, 
To be sung by the glowing embers 

Of wayside Inns, 

When the rain begins 
To darlcen the drear Novembers. 

It is not a song 

Of the Scnppcrnong, 
From warm Carolinian valleys, 

Nor the Isabel 

And the muscadel 
That bask in our garden alleys. 

Nor the red Mustang, 

Whose clusters hang 
O'er the waves of tlie Colorado, 

And the fiery flood 

Of whose purple blood 
Has a dash of Spanish bravado. 

For richest and best 

Is the wine of the West, 
That grows by the Beautiful River; 

Whose sweet perfume 

Fills all the room 
With a benison on the giver. 

And as hollow trees 

Arc the haunts of bees. 
For ever going and coming * 

So this crystal hive 

Is all alive 
With a swarming and bazzing and hamming. 

Very good in Its way 

Is the Verzenay, 
Or the Silier soft and creamy ; 

But Catawba wine 

Has a taste more divine, 
-More dulcet, delicious, and dreamy. 

There grows no vino 

By the haunted Rhine, 
By Danube or Guadalquivir, 

Nor on highland or cai)c. 

That bears such a grape. 
As grows by the Beautiful River. 

Drugged is their Juico 

For foreign nsc, 
When shipped o'er the reelhig Atlantic, 

To racK our brains. 

With the fever pains. 
That have driven the Old World frantic 

To the sewers and sinks 

With all such drinks. 
And after them tumble the mixer; 

For a poison malign. 

Is such Borgia wine. 
Or at best but a Devil's Elixir. 

While pure as a spring. 

Is the wine I sing. 
And to praise it, one needs but name it ; 

For Catawba wine 

Has need of no sign, 
No tavem-bnsli to proclaim it. 



And this Song of the Vine, 

This greeting of mine. 
The winds and the birds shall deliver 

To the Queen of the West, 

In her garlands dressed. 
On the banks of the Beautiiul River. 



SANA FILOMEKA. 

Whene'er a noble deed Is wronght 
Whene'er is spoken a noble thoaght. 

Our hearts, in glad sorprise, 

To higher levels rise. 

The tidal wave of deeper souls 
Into our Inmost being rolls, 

And lifts ns unawares 

Out of all meaner cares. 

Honour to those whose words or deeds 
Thus help us In our dally needs, 
And by their overflow 
Raise ns from what is low ! 

Thus thought I, as by night I read 
Of the great army or the dead. 
The trenches cold and damp. 
The starved and frozen camp,-~ 

The wounded from the battlc-plaJn, 
In dreary hospitals of pain. 

The cheerless corridors. 

The cold and stony floors. 

Lo ! In that bouse of misery, 

A lady with a lamp i see 

Pass til rough the glimmering gloom. 
And flit from room to room. 

And slow as in a dream of bliss, 
Tlio speechless suiTerer turns to kiss 
Iler shadow, as it falls 
Upon tlie darkening walls. 

As if a door In heaven shonid be 
Opened and then closed suddenly. 
The vision came and went, 
The light shone and was spent. 

On England's annals through the long 
Hereafter of her speech and song, 

That light its rays shall cast 

From portals of the past. 

A Lady with a lamp shall stand 
In the great history of the land, 

A noble type of good, 

Heroic womanhood. 

Nor even shall be wanting here 
The palm, the Illy, and the spear. 

The symbols that of yore 

Saint Filomena bore. 



THE DISCOVERER OF THE NORTH CAFE. 

A LEAF FROM KINO ALFRED'S OBOSIXJS. 

Otherb. the Old sea captain, 

Wlio dwelt in Helgoland, 
To King Alfred, the Lover of Truth 
Bronght a snow-white walrus-tooth. 

Which he hold In his brown right hand. 

His figure was tall and stately. 

Like a l>oys his eye appeared ; 
His hair was yellow as nay. 
But threads of silvery gray 

Gleamed in his tawny beard. 

Hearty and hale was Otherc, 
Ills check had the colour of oak ; 

With a kind of Langh in his speech, 

Like the sca-tlde on a beach. 
As unto the King he spoko. 
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And Allk«d, Khur of the Saxons, 

Hud a book npon his kneeSf 
And wrote down the wondroas tale 
Of him who was first to sail 
Into the Arctic i 



** So far I live to the northward, 

So man lires north of ino ; 
To the eaat are wild momitain-chalns, 
And beTOod them meres and plains ; 

To the westward all is sea. 

** So far I live to the northward. 
From the harbour of Skeringcs-hale, 

If yon oobr sailed by day, 

With a tmir wind all the way, 
M(»e than a month yon woold saiL 

** J own six handred reindeer. 

With sheep and swhie beside ; 
1 have trlbnte from the Finns, 
Whalebone and reindeer sUus, 
And ropes of walms-hide. 

** I plonghed the land with horses, 
But my heart was ill at ease, 

For the old seafaring men 

Came to me now and then. 
With their sagas of the seas ;— 

** Of Iceland and of Greenland, 

And the stormy Hebrides, 
And the nndisoorered deep;— 
I could not eat nor sleep 

For thlnldng of those seas. 

^ To the northward stretched the desert* 

How far I fain wonld know : 
So at last I sallied forth. 
And three days sailed due north. 

As far as the whale-ships go. 

**To the west of me was the ocean. 
To the right the desolate shore. 

But did not slacken sail 

For the walrus or the whalo, 
TUl after three days more. 

*^The days grew longer and longer, 

Till they became as one, 
And southward through the haze 
I saw the sullen blaze 

Of the red midnight sun. 

** And then uprose before me. 

Upon the water's edge. 
The huge and haggard shape 
Of that unknown North Capo, 

Whose form is like a wedge. 

**11ie sea was rough and stormv. 
The tempest howled and wailea, 

And the sea-fog, like a ghost. 

Haunted that dreary coast. 
But onward still X sailed. 

**Fonr days I steered to eastward, 

Four days without a night: 
Bound in a fiery ring 
Went the great^nn, O King, 

With red and lurid llght.'^ 

Here Alfred. King of the Saxons, 

Ceased writing for a while ; 
And raised his eyes from his book, 
With a strange and puzzled look. 

And an incrednlous smile. 

But Othere, the old sea-captain. 
He neither paused nor stirred, 

Tni the King listened, and then 

Once more took up his pen. 
And wrote down every word. 

** And now the land,'* said Othere, 
** Bent southward suddenly, 

And I followed the curving shore, 

And ever southward bore 
^Trto ft iMiBitlftN lea. 



" And there we hunted the walml. 

The narwhalo and the seal ; 
Ha! 'twas a noble gauiet 
And like tlie lightning's fiame 

Flew our harpoons uf stccL 

''There were six of us all together 

Komcmen of Helgoland ; 
In two days and no more 
We killed of them three score, 

And dragged them to the strand. 

Here Alfred the Truth-Teller 

Suddenly closed his book. 
And lifted his blue eyes. 
With doubt and strange surmise 

Depicted in their look. 

And Othere, the old sea-captain 
Stared at him wild and wcir'd, 
Then smiled, till his shhiing teeth 
Gleamed white from underneath 
Hi^ tawny, quivering beard. 

And to the King of the Saxons, 

In witness uf the truth. 
Raising his noble head, 
He stretched his brown hand, and sold, 

'' Behold this walrus-tooth I" 



DAYBREAK. 

A WIND came up out of the sen. 

And said, ''O mists, make room for me.** 

It hailed the ships, and cried, " Sail on. 
Ye mariners, the night is gone." 

And harried landward far away. 
Crying, *' Awake ! it is the day." 

It said unto the the forest, " Shout ! 
Hang all your leafy banners out !" 

It touched the wood-bird's folded wing. 
And said, " O bird, awake and sing." 

And o'er the farms, " O chanticleer. 
Your clarion blow ! the day is near.'* 

It whispered to the fields of corn, 

" Bow down, and hail the coming mom." 

It shouted through the belfry-tower, 
" Awake, O bell f proclaim the hour." 

It crossed the church-yard with a Agh, 
And said, '' ^ot yet! in quiet lie." 



THE FIFTIETH BIRTHDAY OF AOASSIZ. 
Mat 28, 1857. 

It was fifty years ago 
In the pleasant month of May. 

In the beautiful Fays de Vaud, 
A child in its cradle lay. 

And Nature, the old nurse, took 

The child upon her knee, 
Saying: '* Here's a story-book 

Thy Father has written for thee." 

"Come wander with me," she said, 

" Into regions yet nntrod ; 
And read what is still unread 

In the manuscripts of God." 

And he wandered away and away 
With Nature, the dear old nurse. 

Who sang to him night and day 
The rhymes of the universe. 

And whenever the way seemed long, 
Or his heart began to fail, ' 

She would sing a more wonderful sonft* 
Or tell a more manreUons tale. 
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So she keepe him ntfll a child. 

And will not lat him go. 
Though at times his heart beats wild. 

For the beautiitil Pays de Yaud ; 

Though at times he hears in his dreams 
The Kanz des Vaches of old. 

And the rush of inoantain streaids 
From glaciers clear and cold ; 

And the mother at home aajs, ** Hark I 
Fur Uis voio-c I listen and yearn: 

It i<« ;:ro\vln}r late and dark. 
And my boy docs not retom!" 



CHILDREN. 

Come to me, O ye children I 

For I hear yon are at your play. 
And the questions that perplex me 

Have vanished quite away. 

Ye o|)en the eastern windows. 

That l«K)k towards the snn. 
Where thoughts are singing swallows 

And the brooks of morning run. 

In your hearts are the birds and the sunshlBe, 
In your thoughts the brtM>klcts flow, 

Bnt m mine is the wind of Autumn, 
And tiie first fall of the snow. 

Ah! what would the world be to us 

If the children wore no more ? 
We should dread the desert liehind us 

Worse than the dark l)efore. 

What the leaves are to the forest, 

With light and air for food. 
Ere their sweet and t^der juices 

Have t)een hardened into wood,— 

Tliat to the world are children ; 

Through them it feel-" the glow 
Of a brighter and sunnier climate 

Than reaches the trunks Iwlow. 

Come to me, O ye children, 

And whis|>er in mv ear 
What the birds and the winds are singing 

In your sunny atmosphere. 

For what are all our eontrivings. 

And the wisdom of our books, 
When compared with your caresses. 

And tlfe gladness of your looks ? 

Ye are t>etter than all the ballads 

That ever were sung or said ; 
For ye are living |M>cms, 

And ail the rest are dead. 



SANDALPHON. 

Have yon read In the Talmud of old. 
In the Legends the Rabbins hare told 

Of the limitless realms of the air,— 
Have yon read it.— the marvellons story 
Of Sandalnhon, the Angel of Glory, 

Sandalphon, the Angel of Prayer ? 

Uow, erect, at the outermost gates 
Of the City Celestial he waits, 

With his feet on the Udder of Ught, 
That, crowded with angels nnnnmbered. 
By Jacob was seen, as he shmibered 

Alone in the desert at night? 

The Angels of Wind and of Fire 
Chant only one hymn, and expire 

With UiA song*s irresistible stress; 
Expire In their rapture and wonder. 
As naip-atrlBfs are broken as«ndisr« 

Bj mmlo timy throb to •spvMs. 



But serene in tlM rantnroaa throttg; 
Unmoved by the raui «f the song. 

With eyes unimpuskNied and slow. 
Among the dead angela. thedeatlUess 
Sandalphon stands Ustenlng breatliless 

To sounds that ascend from below;— 

From the spirits on earth that adore. 
From the souls that entreat and Unplexe 

In the fervour Mid passion of praarer; • 
From the hearts that are broken with losses, 
And weary with dragging the crosses 

Too heavy for mortals to bear. 

And he gathers the prayers as lie steads. 
And they change into sowers la his hands. 

Into garlands of purple end red ; 
And t>eneath the great arch of the portaL 
Through the streets of the City Immortal 

Is wafted the fsagranoe they shed. 

It is but a legend, I know,~ 
A fable, a phantom, e show. 

Of the ancient Kabbinlcal lore ; 
Yet the old otedlnval tradMon, 
The beautiful, strange soDerstttlon, 

Bnt haunts me ana holos me the more. 

When I look from my window at night. 
And the welkin above is all white. 

All throbbing and minting with stars. 
Among them nxajestk Is standing 
Sandalphon the angeL expaiMnf 

His pinions In nebulous oars. 

And the legend, I feel, is a part 

or the hunger and thirst of the heart. 

The frenzy and fire of the brain. 
That grasps at the fruitage forbidden. 
The golden pomegranates of Eden, 

To quiet its fever and pain. 



EPIMETIIEUS; 

OR, TBJt POST'S AFRSnOUOBT. 

IIavb I dreamed? or was It real. 

What I saw as iu a vision. 
When to marches hymeneal. 
In the land of the ideal. 

Moved my thought o cr Held Elysian f 

What ! are these the gnests whose glanoee 
Seemed like sunshine gleaming ronnd me 

These the wild, bewildered fancfes. 

That with dithyrambic dances, 
As with magic circles, bound me f 

Ah ! how cold are their caresses 1 

Pallid cheeks and haggard hosoon t 
Spectral gleam their anow-whlte dresses. 
And from loose, dishevelled tresses. 
Fall the hyacinthlne blossoais 1 

O my songs! whose wfnsome measures 
FiUCxl my heart with secret rapture! 

Children of mv golden leisares ! 

Must even your delights and^tleasaree 
Fade and perish with the capture t 

Fair they seessed, those songs eoaerons, 

Wlien they camo tn me unbidden; 
Voices single, and in chorus, 
Like the wild birds shiglng o*er as 
In the dark of branches hidden. 

Disenchantment! DIs^Uuslool 

Must each noble asplntion 
Come at last te this conclusion. 
Jarring discord, wild confusion. 

Lassitude, renunciation? 

Not with steeper tell nor faster. 

From the sun's serene dominions, 
Not through bvl^iser realms nor 
In swift ruin and dlsasfr 

Icams fell with shatterai 



BIRDS OF PASSAGE. 



Itf 



Sweet Pandora ! dear Pandora ! 

Why did mighty Juvc create thcc 
Coj as Thetis, fair as Flora, 
Beanttful as yoniig Aurora. 

If to win thee Is to hate thee ? 

Ko, not to hate thee ! for this feeling 

Of unrest and long resistance 
Is bat passionate appealing, 
A jpropnetic wiiisper stealing 
O'er the chords of our existence. 

Uim whom thoa dost once enamour, 

Thoa, beloved, never leavest ; 
In life's discord, strife, and clamour, 
titill he feels tby spell of glamour; 
Ilim of Hope thou ne'er bereavest. 



Weary hearts by thee are lifted, 

StrngglinK souls by thee are strengthened. 
Clouds uf fear asunder rifted. 
Truth from falsehood cleansed and sifted. 

Lives, like days iu summer, lengthened. 

Therefore art thou ever dearer, 

O my Sibyl, my deceiver! 
For thou mukest each mystery clearer, 
And the unattalned seems nearer 

When thou lillcst by heart with fever I 

Huse of all the Gifts and Graces ! 

Though the fields around us wither. 
There are ampler realms and spaces, 
Where no foot has left Its traces ; 

Let us turn and wander thither. 



THE GOLDEK LEGESD. 
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THE GOLDKN LEiJEXD. 



Hweetcr to th\n afHlcted breast 
The thonKlit of nevcr-cndliig rest ! 
Sweeter the undisturbed and deep 
Tranquillity of endless sleep ! 

(A fiath of liahtnina, out of tchieh LUCIFEB op- 
pears in the garb of a travelling Physu^an.) 

Lucifer. All hail, Prince Henrj- ! 

Prince Henry (starting). Who is it speaks? 
Who and what arc you ? 

iMcifer. One who seeks 

A moment's audience with the Prince, 

Prince Henry. When came you In ? 

Lucifer. A moment since. 

1 found your study-door unlocked. 
And thouuht you answered when I knocked. 

Prince Henry. 1 did not liear you. 

Lucifer. You heard the thunder; 

It was loud enough to wakon tlie dt-nd. 
And it is not a matter of special wonder 
Thatf when God Is walking overhead, 
You should not hear my feel)le tread. 

Prince Henry. What may your wish or purpose 
be? 

Lucifer. Nothing or evcrytlilng, as It pleases 
Tour Highness. You belioid in me 
Only a travelling Physician ; 
One of the few who have a mission 
To cure incnrable dlsenses. 
Or those that are called so. 

Prince Henry. Can yon bring 

The dead tome? 

Lucifer. Yes; very nearly. 

And, what is a wiser, and better thing, 
Can keep the living from ever needing 
Huch an nnnatural, strange proceeding 
By showing conclusivelv and clearly 
That death is a stupid lifunder merely, 
And not a necessity of our lives. 
My being here is accidental; 
The storm, that against your casement drives, 
In the little village below waylaid me. 
And there I heard, with a secret deliglit, 
Of your maladies physical and mental. 
Which neither astonlrihod nor dismayed me. 
And I hastened hitlier, tliough late in the night, 
To profTer my aid I 

PnnceHenru (ironically). For this you camel 
Ah, how can I ever hope to requite 
This honour from one so erudite? 

Lucifer. Tlie honour Is mine, or will bo when 
I have cured your disease. 

Prince Henry. But not till then. 

Lucifer. What is your illness ? 

Prince Henry. It has no name. 

A smouldering, dull, perpetual flaino, 
As in a kiln, bums in my veins. 
Sending up vapours to the head ; 
My heart has become a dull lagoon 
Wlilch a kind of leprosy drinks and drains; 
I am accounted as one who Is dead. 
And, indeed. I think that I shall be soon. 

Lucifer. And has Gordonious the Divine, 
In his famous Lily of Medicine,— 
J see the book lies open before you,— 
No remedy potent enough to restore you ? 

Prince Henry. None whatever! 

Lucifer. The dead are dead. 

And their oracles dumb, when questioned 
Of the new diseases that human life 
Evolves in its progress, rank and rife. 
Consult the dead ulxtn things that were, 
But the living only on things that are. 
Have you done this, by the appliance 
And aid of doctors ? 

Prince Henry. Ay, whole schools 

Of doctors, with their learned rules ; 
But the case in quite beyond their science. 
Even the doctors of Halern 
Send me back word they can discern 
No cure for a malady this, 
Have one, which in its nature is 
Impossible, and cannot be I 
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Lucifer. That sounds oracular! 

jyince Henry. Unendurable ! 

Lucifer. What is their remedv ? 

Prince Henry. You shall see : 

Writ in this scroll is the mystery. 

Lucifer (reading). " Not to be cured, yet not 
incHrable ! 
The only remedy that remains 
Is the blood that flows from a maiden's veins, 
Who of lier own free will shall die. 
And give her life as the jirice of yours !" 
That is the strangest of all cures. 
And one, I think, yon will never try; 
The prescription you may well put by. 
As something impossible to And 
Before the world itself shall end ! 
And yet who knows ? One cannot say 
That in some maiden's brain that kind 
Of madness will not find its way. 
Meanwhile permit me to recommend, 
As the matter admits of no delay, 
Mv wonderful Cathollcon, 
Of very subtile and magical powers! 

Prince Henry. Purge with ; our nostrums and 
drugs infernal 
The spouts and gargoyles of these towers, 
Not me ! My faith is utterly gone 
In every power but the Power Supernal ! 
Pray tell n>e, of what school are you ? 

Lucifer. Both of the Old aiul of the New ! 
The school of Hermes Trismoglstus, 
Who uttered his oracles sublime 
Before the Olympiads In the dew 
Of the early dawn and dusk of Time, 
The reign of dateless old Hephaitus ! 
As northward, from its Nubian springs. 
The Nile, for ever new and old. 
Among the living and the dead. 
Its mighty, mystic stream has rolled : 
So, starting from its fountain-head 
Under the lotus-leaves of I sis. 
From the dead demigods of eld. 
Through long, imbroken lines of kings 
Its course the sacred art has held. 
Unchecked, unchanged by man's devices. 
This art the Arabian (Icbcr tanght, 
And in alembics, finely wronght. 
Distilling herbs and flowers, discovered 
Tlie secret that so long had hovered 
Upon the misty verge of Truth, 
Tlie Elixir of Perpetual Truth, 
Culled Alcohol, in the Arab speech ! 
Like him, this wondrous lore I teach! 

Prince Henry. What ! an adept ? 

Lucifer. Nor less, nor more. 

Prince Henry. I am a reader of your books, 
A lover of that mystic lore ; 
With such a piercing glance It looks 
Into great Nature's open eye 
And sees within it trembling lie 
The portrait of the Deity ! 
And yet, alas ! with all my pains, 
Tlio secret and the mystery 
Have baffled and eluded me. 
Unseen the grand result remains ! 

Lucifer (showing a flask). Behold it here! this 
little flask 
Contains the wonderful quintessence, 
The perfect flower and efflorescence, 
Of all the knowledge man can ask; 
Hold it up thus against the light! 

Prince Henry. How limpid, pure, and crystal- 
line. 
How quick, and tremulous, and liright, 
Tlie little wavelets dance and shine. 
As were it the Water of Life In sooth ! 

lAtcifer. It is ! it assuages cv<jry pain. 
Cores all disease, and gives again 
To age the swift delights of youth, 
Inhfuc its fragrance. 

Prince Henry. It is sweet. 

A thousand different odours meet 
And mingle in its rare perfume, 
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8uch as the wings of summer waft 
At open windows through a roomf 

Lncifei'. Will you not taste it ? 

Pnnce Henry. Will one draught 

Suffice ? 

Lucifer. If not. yon can drink more. 

I*t'ince Henry. Into this crystal goblet pour 
So much as safely I may drink. 

Luafer {pouring). Let not the quantity alarm 
yon; 
You may drink all ; H will not harm you. 

Prince Henry, I am as one who on the brink 
Of a dark river stands and sees 
The waters flow, the landscape dim 
Around him waver, wheel, and swim, 
.Vnd. ere he plunges, stops to think 
Into what whirlpools he may sink ; 
One inoincnt pauses, and no more. 
Then inndl V plunges from the shore ! 
IIcadloH); fnto the mysteries 
f)f life and death I boldly leap, 
Nor fear the fatal current's sweep. 
Nor what in ambush lurks below I 
For death is better than disease ! 

{An ANGEL tcith an aeolian harp hovers in tlieair.) 

Angel. Wool woe! eternal woe! 
Not only the whls|)ered prayer 
Of love, 

Itut the imprecations of hato, 
Jteverberatc 

For ever and ever through the air 
Above! 

This fearful curse 
Shakes the great universe! 

Lucifer (duappMrtng). Drink! drink! 
And thy soul shall sink 
Down into the dark abyss, 
Into the infinite abyss, • 
From which no plummet nor rope 
Ever drew up the silver sand of hope! 
Prince Henry (drinking). It is like a draught of 

Are! 
Through every vein 
1 feel again 

Tlie fever of youth, the soft desire ; 
A rapture that is almost pain 
Throbs in my heart and nils my brain! 
Ojoy! Ojov ! I feel 
The band of steel 

That so long and heavily has pressed 
Upon m V breast 
Uplifted, and the malediction 
Of my affliction 

Is taken from me, and my weary breast 
At length finds rest. 
The Angel. It is but the rest of the Are, from 

which the air has been taken ! 
It is but the rest of the sand, when tlie honr< 

glass is not shaken ! 
It is but the rest of the tide between the ebb and 

the flow ! 
It is but tlie rest of the wind between tlio flaws 

that blow ! 
With fiendish laughter. 
Hereafter, 
This false physician 
Will mock thee in thy perdition. 
Prince Henry. Speak! speak! 
Who says that I am ill V 
I am not Hi ! I am not weak ! 
The trance, the swoon, the drcnm is o'er ! 
I feel the chill of death no more ! 
At length, 

I stand renewed In all my strength I 
Heneath me I can feel 
The great eftrth stagger and rod, 
As if the feet of a descending God 
ITpon its surface trod. 

And like a pebble it rolled brncnth his heel ! 
Tills, O brave phvaiclan ! this 
Is thy great Palingenesia 

(Dnuts again.) 



The Angel. Touch tiie goblot no more! 
It will make tliy heart sore 
To its verv core'. 
Its perfume Is the breath 
Of tlie Angel of Death. 
And th« llffht that within it lies 
Is the flnsh of his evil eyes. 
Beware! O, beware! 
For sickness, sorrow, and caro, 
All are there ! 

Prince Henry {ainl'tng back). O thou voice within 
my breast ! 
Why entreat me, why upbraid mo. 
When the steadfast tongues of troth. 
And the flattering hopes of youth, 
Have all deceived me and betrayed me? 
Give me, give mc rest, O, rest ! • 
Golden visions wave and hover. 
Golden vapours, waters streaming; 
Landscapes moving, changing, giooming! 
1 am like a happy lover 
Who illumines life with dreaming! 
lirave physician! Karo physldnn! 
Well hast thou fulfilled thy inis>iion. 

(//f.< head fntU on hi» boot) 

The Angd (receding). Alus! alas! 
Like a vapour the gold'.n viaioH 
Shall fade and pass. 
And thou wilt find in thy heart again 
Only the blight «)f paiin. 
And bitter, bitter, bitter contrition ! 

{CouH-yard of the Cattle. 1 1 UB ERT standwg by 
the gat^eay.) 

Hubert. How sad the grand old castio looks! 
Overhead the nnmolesteid rooks 
Upon the turret's windy top 
Sit, talking of the farmer's crop : 
Here in the court-yard springs the grassii 
So few arc now tiio feet that prtMs : 
The stately peacocks, bolder grown. 
Come hopping down the stctis of stone. 
As if the castle were their own ; 
And I. the poor old seneschal. 
Haunt. like a ghost, the banquot-taalL 
Alas ! the merry guests no more 
Crowd through the hospitable door , 
No eyes with youth and passion shine. 
No checks grow redder than the wine ; 
No sung, no laugh, no Jovial din 
Of drinking wassail to the pin ; 
But all is silent, sad and drear. 
And now the only sounds I hear 
Are the hoarse rooks upon the walls 
And horses stamping In their stalls! 

{A horn soMndt.) 
What ho! tliat merry, sudden blast 
Reminds me of the days long past! 
And, as of old resounding, grate 
Tlic heavy hinges of the gate. 
And, clattering loud, with Iron clank, 
Down goes the sounding bridge ot phink, 
As if it were in haste to greet 
The pressure of a traveller's feet! 

Enter WALTER, the Minnesinger. 

Walter. How now, my friend! This looks 
quite lonely! 
No banner flying from the walls. 
No iMges and no seneschals. 
No warders, and one iwrter only ! 
Isltyou, Hul)ert? 
Hubert. Ah! Master Walter! 
Walter. Aias! how forms and faces alter! 
I did not know. You I<x)k older! 
Your hair has grown mnch grayer and thnincr, 
And yon stoo|) a little In the shonldcr ! 
Hubert Alack ! I am a poor old sinner, 
i And. like these towers, biegln to moulder; 
; And you have been absent many a year! 
' Walter. How Istlie i*rinco? 

Hubert. He Is not here; 

' He has been ill; and now ha« fled. 
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He llstencil to tlio Roiiff. 

And hanlly breathed ur Ktirrod, 

I'litii be siiw, as HI a visluii, 

'J he land Elysian, 

And in the heavenly dty heard 

Angelic feet 

Vail on the golden flagging of the street. 

And he would faiu 

Have caught the wondrous bird. 

Bat strove in vain ; 

For it flew nway, away. 

Far over hill and dcIU 

And instead of iu sweet singing, 

He heard the convent bell 

Suddenly in the silence ringing, 

For the service of noonday. 

And he retraced 

His pathway homewarcl sadly and in baste. 

** In the convent there was a change ! 
Ho looked for cnch well-known face. 
But the faces were new and strange ; 
Xew flgures sut in the oaken stalls. 
New voices channted in the choir ; 
Yet the place was the same place. 
The same dusky walls 
Of cold, gray stone. 
The same cloisters and belfry and spire. 

" A stranger and alone 

Among that brotherhood 

The Monk Felix kIooiI, 

' Forty years,' said a Friar, 

' Have I been Prior 

Of this convent in the wood, 

liut f6r that space 

Never have 1 oeheld thy face !' 

"The heart of the Monk Felix fell : 

And ho answered, with submissive tone, 

' Tills morning, after the hour of Prime, 

1 left my cell, 

And wandered forth alone. 

Listening ail the time 

To the melodious shigiiig 

Of a beautiful white bird. 

Until I heard 

The bells of the convent ring 

Noon from their noisy towers. 

It was as if I dreamed ; 

For what to me had seemed 

Moments only, had been hours !* 

" ' Years V said a voice close bv. 

It was an aged monk who spoke. 

From a bench of oak 

Fastened against the wall ;— 

He was the oldest monk of all. 

For a whole century 

Had he been there, 

Serving God in prayer. 

The meekest and humblest of his creatures, 

He remembered well the features 

Of Felix, and ho said. 

Sneaking distinct and slow ; 

'One hundred years ago. 

When I was a novice in this place, 

There was here a monk, fall of (.Jod's grace, 

Who bore the name 

Of Felix, and this man must bo the same.' 

•* And straightway 

They brought forth to the light of day 

A volume old and brown, 

A huge tome, bound 

In brass and wild-boar's hide. 

Wherein were written down 

The names of all who had died 

In the convent, since it was edifled. 

And there they found, 

Jnst as the old monk said. 

That on a certain day and date, 

One hundred years before. 

Had gone forth from the convent gato 

The monk Felix, amd never more 

Baa eutered that Mcred door. 



He had been counted among Vat detd ! 

And they knew, at last. 

That, such had been the power 

Of that celestial and immortal sonir, 

A hundred years tiad passed. 

And had not seemed so long 

As a single hour!" 

(ELSIE ecme» in with fiowen.) 

Elsie. Here are flowers for yoo. 
But they are not all for yon. 
Some Of them are for the Virgin 
And for Saint Cecilia. 

Prince Henry. As thou stapdest there, 
Thou seemest to me like the angel 
That brouglit the immortal roses 
To Sahit Cecilia's bridal chamber. 

Eltie. Bat these will fade. 

Prince Henry. Themselves will fade, 
But not their memory, 
And memory has the power 
To re-create them Irom the dost. 
They remind me. too. 
Of martyred l>orothea. 
Who from celestial gardens sent 
Flowers as her witnesses 
To him who scoffed and doahted. 

Elsie. Do you know the story 
Of Christ and the .Sultan's daughter? 
That is the prettiest legend of them alL 

Prince Henry. Then tell it to mc. 
But first come hither. 
Lay the flowers down beside me, 
And put koth thy liands iu mine. 
Now tell me the story. 

Elsie. Eaiiy in the morning 
The Sultan's dauehter 
Walked in her ffttner's garden. 
Gathering the bright flowers, 
AU full ofdew. 

Prince Henry. Just as tfaon hast been doing 
This morning, dearest Elsie. 

Elsie. And as she gatlicred them. 
She wondered more and mora 
Who was the Master of the Flowera, 
And make them grow 
Out of the cold, dark earth. 
*' In my heart," she said, 
^ 1 love him ; and for him 
Would leave my father's palac<% 
To labour In his mrden." 

Prmce Henry. Dear, innocent child I 
How sweetly thou recallest 
The long-forgotten legend. 
That in my early childhood 
My mother told me ! 
Upon my brain 
It reappears once more. 
As a birth-mark on the forehead 
When a hand suddenly 
Is laid upon it, and removed ! 

Elsie. And at midnight. 
As she lay upon her bed, 
She heard a voice 
Call to her from the garden, 
And looking forth from her window. 
She saw a beaatiful youth 
Standing among the flowers. 
It was the Lord Jesus: 
And she went down to him. 
And opened the door for him : 
And he said to her, '* O maiden I 
Thou hast thought of me with love. 
And for thy sake 
Out of my Father's kingdom 
Have I come hither: 
I am the Master of the Flowera. 
Mv garden is in Paradise, 
And if thou wilt go with me. 
Thv bridui garland 
Shnll be of bright red flowers." 
And then ho took from his flnger 
A golden ring. 
And asked the<Siiltiin*B daughter 
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he would be hie bride. 
d when the Muwered blm with lovo, 
I wounds begita to Meed, 
d she said to him. 
Love ! how red thy heart is, 
d tliy hands are full of roses.'* 
or tn J sake," answered he, 
or thy sake is mj heart so rod, 
* thee I bring these roses, 
ithered them at the crosn 
lereon I died for tliee ! 
MMt for my Father calls, 
Ki art my elected bride !" 
1 the Seltan's daughter 
lowed him to his Father's garden. 
i-mee Henry Wonklst thou have done so, 

Elate? 
HiHL Yes, rerr gladly. 
y-Aiee Benry. Then the Celestial Bridegroom 
U come for thee alsa 
an thy forehead ho will place, 
t his crown of thorns, 
( a crown of roses, 
thy bridal chamber, 
eflelnt Cecilia, ; 

va atalt hear sweet music, 
d loeathe the fragrance / 

Bowera immortal I 
now and place these flowers 
tore her picture. 



i 



loam in ihe Farm-hotue. Tteiltaht. URSULA 
MMmng. UOTTLIEii asleep ui Jus chaw. 

fimUa. Darker and darker! Hardly a glim- 
mer 

light comes in at the window-pane ; 

li it my eyes are growing dimmer? 

mnoi disentangle this skein. 

r wind tt rightly upon the reel. 

4aS 

MflM War(i$t0. The stopping of thy wheel 

s wakened me out of a pleasant dream. 

umght 1 was sitting beside a stream, 

d heard tiie grinding of a mill, 

ten suddenly the wheels stootl still, 

d a voice cned *' Elsie" in my ear! 

itartled me, it seemed so iicnr. 

Trmki, I was calling her: 1 want a ll£^t 

moot see to spin my flax. 

ng the lamp, Elsie. Dost thou hear ? 

Sine (wilktny. In a moment. 

Utiibt^ Where are Bertha and Max f 

TrsMla. They are sitting with Elsie at the 
door. 

B it telling them stories of the wood. 

d the Wolf, and Little Red Uldlnghood. 

UHtiteb. And where is the Prince ? 

Tnitla, In his room overhead ; 

eerd him walking across the floor, 

ho always does, with a heavy tread. 

SDBcomettnteMAafamp. BCAX and BERTHA 
oflSow her: and thep all sing the Evening Song on 
ke hghting of the lamps. 

BrSNIXrO 80K0. 

O gladsome light 
Of the Father Immortal, 
And of the celestial 
Sacred and blessed 
Jesus, our Saviour! 

Now to the sunset 
Agidii hast thou brought us ; 
And, seeing the evening 
TwiUght, wc bless thee. 
Praise thee, adore thee! 

FMher omnipotent ! 
Son. the Ltfo-giverl . 
Saint, the Comferterl 
Worthy at all timea ■ 
Of worship and wonder ! 
o 



Prince Henry (at the door). Amen ! 

Ursula. Wh6 was it sold Amen? 

Ursula. It was the Prince: he stood at the 
door. 
And listened a moment, as we chauntcd 
Tiic evening song. He is gone agaiiL 
I have often seen him there before. 

Ursula. Poor Prince! 

Ootttieb. I thought the house was haunted ! 
Poor Prince, alas ! and vet as mild 
And patient as the gentlest child! 

Max. I love hltu because lie is so good. 
And makes me such flno bows and arrows. 
To shoot at the Koblns and the sparrows. 
And the red squirrels in the wood ! 

Bertha. I love him, too ! 

Gottlieb. Ah. yes ! we all 

Love him, from the bottom of oar hearts : 
He gave us the farm, the house, ami the grang<\ 
He gave us the horses and the carts. 
And the great oxen In the stall. 
The vineyard, and the forest range ! 
We have nothing to give him but onr love! 

Bertha. Did he give us the beautifnl stork 

On the chimney-top. with its large round nest ? 

Oottlieb. No, not tlie stork : by God in Iieaveu, 
As a blessing, the dear white stork was given ; 
Bnt the Prince has given us all the rest, 
God bless him, and make liim well again ? 

Elsie. Would I could do something fur his sake. 
Something to cure his sorrow and pain ! 

Gottlieb. That no one can; neither thou nor I, 
Nor any one else. 

Elsu. And must he die ? 

Ursula. Yes; if the dear God does not take 
Pity upon him in his distress. 
And work a miracle ! 

Gottlieb. Or unless 

Home maiden, of her own acconl. 
Offers her life for that of her lord, 
And is willing to die in his stead. 

Elne. I will! 

Ursula. Prithee, thou foolish child, be stUl? 
Thou shouldst not say wliat thou dost not mean ! 

Elste. I mean it, truly ! 

Max. O father, this morning, 

Down by the mill, in the ra>ine, 
Hans UUed a wolf, the very same 
That In the night to the sheepfold came. 
And ate up my lamb that was left outside. 

Gottlieb: I am glad ho is dead. It will be a 
warning 
To the wolves in the forest, tar and wide. 

Max. And I am going to have his hide! 

Bertha. I wonder If this is the wolf that ate 
Little Red Ridlnghood ! 

Ursula. O, no! 

That wolf was killed a long while ago. 
Come, children. It Is growing late 

Max. Ah, how I wish 1 were a man. 
As stout as Hans is, and as strong! 
I would do nothing else the whole day long. 
But iust kill wolves. 

Gottlieb. Then go to bed. 

And grow as fast as a little boy can. 
Kertha is half asleep already. 
.See how she nods her heavy head. 
And her sleepy feet are so unsteady 
She will hardly be able to creep up-staUrs. 

Ursula. Qom. night, my children. Here's the 
light 
And do not forget to say your prayers 
Before you sleep. 

Gottlieib. Goodnight! ^ . »... 

Max and Bertha. ^ ^29^Jl*S*?l^ 

{They go out vith ELSIE.) 

Ursula (spinningi. She Is a strange and way- 
ward child. 
That Elsie of ours. She looks so old. 
And thoughts and fancies, weird and wild. 
Seem of Ukte-.tb .have taken hold „ . «,. 
Of her heart, that was once so docile andttfiill 
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(Mtheb. Slie !• like all girls. 

Unula. Ah, no, (ortoofth ! 

T'lilikv all I liavo ever ftcpii. 
For she has \4sioiis and stranjrc dreamy 
And In all lior wurds and wnvi*, >liu sccius 
Mm-h (ddor than nIiu is in truth. 
Who wuuld think lirr Uui fourteen? 
And thiTc liaK hccMi of late such uclmngc! 
Mv lu'art Is lieavy with fear and doubt 
That she niav not live till the year is uat 
.sho Is so stninffo.— so stnuiprc,— so strange ! 

Gottlieb. 1 aui not troubUul with any snch fear; 
.She will live and thrive for many a year. 

ELSIE'S Chamber. KigfO. ELSIE j^ai^iuf;. 

Ehie. My Hedeeraer and my Lord. 
1 bcxeoch thee. 1 entreat thee. 
<ruide nie hi carh act and word, 
T!mt licreafier I may meet thee, 
Watehinfi:, waiting, nopim;, yciirning, 
Witl) my lamp well trimuicd and >)iiniing! 

Interccdinji,', 

With these biccdinf; 

Wounds upon thy hands and sido. 

For all who Iiavc' lived and erred 

Tlion hast suffered, thou hast dtinl. 

Scour»;ed, and miK'licd, and rrucitled. 

And in the grave ha^c thun been buried ! 

If my feeble prayer can roach thee, 

<> my Saviour. I'beMeeeh thee. 

Even us thon hnst died for me, 

^lore sincerely 

Li-t me tollow where thou leadost. 

Let me, bleeding as thou bleudcstf 

Die. if dyiUK' I may give 

Life to (me who asks to live, 

And more nearly. 

Dying thus, resemble thee! 

The Chamber of (lOTTLIEB and tTWULA. 
Midnight. KLSIK standing b)j thvtr bedtide^ 
limping. 

Gottlieb. The wind Is niarlug; the mslifngraln 
Is load upon roof and window-pane, 
As if the wild Huntsman of Kodenstein, 
Ro<lIng evil to mc and mine. 
Were abroad to<night with his ghostly train! 
In the brief lulls of the tempest wild. 
The dogs howl in the yard ; and hark I 
Some one is sol>l)ing in the dark. 
Here in tliu chamber 1 

mm. It is I. 

Ursula. Elsie ! what ails thee, my poor child ? 

Elsie. I am disturtuid and much distressed, 
In thinking our dear Prince mast die , 
I cannot close my eyes, nor rest. 

Gottlieb. What wouldstthouV In the Po#er 
nivino 
His healing lies, not in our own ; 
It is in the Inmd of (iod alone. 

Klsw. Xny. lie has put It Into mine. 
And into my heart I 

Gottlieb. Thy words arc wild ! 

Ursula. WHiftt dost thou mean ? my chWd ! iny 
child ! 

KUie. That for our dear Prince Hcnr>''8 sake 
I will myself the offering make. 
And give my life to purchase his.. i 

Ursula. Am I still dreaming, or awake? 
Thou si)eakest carelessly of death, 
And yet thou knowest not wliat It h. 

KUie. 'Tis the cessation of our breath. 
Silent and motionless we Ho: 
.Viid no one kiioweth more than this. 
I saw our little Uertrude die ; 
She left off braathing, and iK> more 
I smoothed the pillow beneath ner head. 
Shu was more bcadtlfnl than betore. 
Like violets faded were her eyes : 
If/rihli we kmfr that she was dMd. 



Through the open window looked the skies 

Into the chamDer wbem she laf , 

And the wind was-Uk'e the sonAd of wings 

As if angels came to b«ftr her awav. 

Ah ! when 1 saw and felt thtisu thlnfs, 

I found it diftlcttlt to stay; 

I longe<i to die. as she had died. 

And go forth with her. side bv side. 

The Saints are dead, the MiUtviv dead, 

And Mary, and our Lord; and I 

Would follow in humility 

The way by them illumined! 
Ursula. My cliild! my- AIM ; thoo mult not 

die! 
EJsie. Why should I llvof l)o I not know 

The life of wonmd i^ fun of WUb ! 

Toiling on, and on, and on, 

With breaking heart, and tearful ejrea, 

And silent Upi, and in the soai 
The seenit lon^ngsthat arlAe-, 

Which this world never MtiailM ! 
Some more, some less, but o( the Wholo 
Not one quite happy, no, not linM 
Ursula, it is the malediction of Bve! 
Elsie. In place of it, let me recefvo 
The benediction of Marr, then. 

Gottlieb. Ah ! woe Is me ! Ah. woo Is ne ! 
Most wretched am I among mtiii! 

Ursula. Alas! that I should tlkotoMito 
Thy death, beloved, and to stand 
Above thy grave ! Ah, woe tbO d&vl 

jEisie. Thou wilt not see it. I shall Ho 
Renoath the flowers of anbtiier land ; 
For at Itelemo, far avi-ay 
Over the mountains, over the sea. 
It is appointed me to die! 
And It will seem no more to thee 
Than if at the village on inariLet-dfay 
1 should a little longor stay 
Than I am nsed. . 

Ursula. Even a* thon tuiyest ! 

And how my heart Ixtats when thon stayeM ! 
I cannot rest until itiy sight 
Is satisfied with seeing thee. 
What, thdta, if thuU wertdoad? 

Gottluib. . Ah me! 

Of oar old eyes thoa art tito light! 
The Joy of our cdd hearts art tnoli* 
And wUt thoa die ? 
Ursula. Not now ! ridi ^ow ! 

Elsie. Christ died for me, ahd »hall not I 
Be wiUihg for my Ptlnce to dh*? 
You both are aUeat; yon caraiot sp<}hk. 
This said L at our saviour's (east. 
After confession to the priest, 
And even he made no reply. 
Does he not warn as all to seek 
The happier, better land on high. 
Where flowers Imrtiortal Derm* \irither: 
And could he forbid me to go tUlthcr 'i 

Gottlieb. In Ood'k own tme, my heart's de- 



light! 
IVheB, ha shal^ qaU thee, not bafprc ! 



beard him call whbn Christ as- 
cended 

Triumphantly, from star to star. 
He left the gates of heaven a-iar. 
1 had a vision in the night. 
And saw him standing at the door 
Of his Father's mansion, vast and splendid, 
And beckoning to ihe from afar. 
I cannot stay t , 

Gottlieb She snoaks almost 
As if It were the Iioly Qhost 
Snake through hw lbs. and in her staad! 
A^Satifthisw^oTuUlt .^. 

Ursula - Ah.ilinBJIi 

Oamsay It daA we iiot. 
Gottlieb. Amen? 

Elsie ! the words thmt tbqii hast sgM 
Are strange and new for as ID hmr. 
And flH our heartilfrtth donM anf tear. 
Whether it be a dark temputlw 



MiT ha fiuird lu frum tlio cril niir ■ 
Ilmbdftfajlutidlil how It iTsmlilea t 
VrvUa. ni>'mo. "^Md n'£u; ind do not 
*""'■ (ELSIE JlWtWfc) 

AnJfsghint hUlDDcbedinj chect, 

I (m MO chUdliti BBri K mUT! 

i>r morning ffllmnwr In i)» e«flt| 

Auil liisiir ivbdi tiiQ GUDd [tanhaifOHv? 

(J wHajK OifTiH. Avvnim tmtlliit el Vie «t- 



Tha pcKs llut flUcd thT Iwiin Mtinn, 
AHd panloii IhlM tiriqiillr I 

<rv rdniaitfM Dkt. Tketti'M ema JeMJi a 

O blemtil Idwd I ooik mgck I niMrl 
Thr llgbl to (nlda IM M IBI will 
So BiiDF iwoaa. ihnt. wIDioul l>»iil, 
MIU touch thy irDuutU. nod oiiKo lUun UHd. 

riiv«1)i(mWlim>ul1b''l'liyUt[l'it. 



AMI wW Rood dccdi ilncc flnt It row, 
llavi' J praHntail, Loi^. lo tbae, ' 
Ah oflemga of mr mlnEttir T 

■Ma, at baal, tawMMaannrT 



iShbuS 



■1 Ilea lor avat InSi Iliht. 
...Hi Tat lor arar and for erw, 
When Mrnilni t1t>I irittiln 107 gimf, 
1 (»eJ oij (aabfi! han^ uikUmji, 

For tbine own purpoaa, thoulmal imt 
The itrllc and tba diseonntoimiil! 

WiMt WTCtt Uhhi, llrteca ii< Hobtntok 
Who taep n* HolBr to ud fro 
.WM nmaSSStCmatA Haom. 
(VnmtlH ^ iMMna a* 1 10. 
And uS)^ wMD alsh ilait ■ taab » 
Vtr HMMllia MUM tor t fiaa Bakt K 
And watt tto Mnra undtbjMi 1> 
Thou BRHif In Ih* bojiB lo Mu 
Horn* mad td MBMoanA atdiwi i 



Sh '^'''^fp* '^ 



v. throuRb n-iin>. tl'ii- m 



t.Klcluiotvunif .£ 



My livbt food, nnd Hbcnsr to 
llial luiurlajronklrkRi. 

lit nijd ailon^n HwoptlHrok 



riiB tltuiuac CW, llut liviir tho Bhick I'rnrcr: 

ILmitliia ronuilIKi SnavA.} 
iVhat a darkiWBt and tUuiul vltix '. 

wiaider IliM iur man hu Ilit (an 
ru mn nA a li«' in* nnuc of ibc Lord, 
Ind tba «at« of'naaTi'nr-jrt intLb It ibe w.ini: 
MIUb(, uil iralG, ud irUdovii d[ i^ 
Tovanid «ilh eobwMn, buckmcd ullli nvmUl ; 
lani on tlMtnaplf, Out on Iha anUri, 
lull on thD bcDBbHL nd ilallf. and cbalnl 
Hie palTdl, ImnwIildiaiKhMiHlErotuuniiDiH 
fniu fnnrn down hu Ilia bnliu nf ibaGsitBuiK 
viihaboMtuntwliRalalUealhHi 
t) II a jiraat nibh!, bmuid In ln& 
lad rnlloii, kod atmuk thoin cm tba bcadi 
knd I oaf(bt ta minnbor tkat MmBlkin! 
lens Manda tM bolr-inln' ilaaii ! 
Inly watar It mar bo to numr. 
lot lo nu. tba TT'I*"' UQKoraetamHiI 
luneLlit likaaUlhjfiMlHlayiiMip! 
(UT It alaqda tba bu bir thiSiiODr I 
TItb III Iron padhirt. uta vnXnrc. 

and Iba firlait of tba iiarlJdi know 
t-blther all tbaae chai^llo* ini ; 
^loreioF*. to kf tp u> Hn Inatliitluiii 

will udd mr Uit'c contribatlm: 

Tndmwalh th[> monUori fin/"" "'"^' 

vith •umo ol Mone. and xatrhuou of liiun, 

ilumligro II firaat lord of (he vUiagi:. 

Lnd hl> Itfo ««> riot and idOiUKi 

lot at langttt, lo««capB Uo tbnBIBBad doom 

Ic dMUtMCSlJe?!! nndkant Mat, 
lod hvtarad bla waaltb iBr u dally mau, 
!ut all ilm afunrarda cutu la uau. 
lnd whetbarh^Mtatt dall or iKaiaiit, 

It hl> own j^arUealar doibv. 






19 the vtlM: uDdfal;it and low, 
6 .lihlng n( nn (Tenlna bre ei»- 
.hraD(b ibere painted Jnttlni 



'rwaOftp and ■mnlilnrsobi. 
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nire IM niiB lunnMnr. wlMi ■ lujuin. 

ninklBf IliU that In can ulunit 
YoT TBT^i at •mart asd Baaui ! 
IndMd, 1 naml, amd muttl gnatlj, 
Huw a ^«M till *It ban •» Kdiitclj, 
KeuUiur. Ilw wkol* ysar mt anil In, 
SaachrDuIltaa eataloncol >)n, 
And nlll Map an^ lalfh whitcvnr 

J cannot repeat a thonundtli part 
01 tiK hoRon and eriBH* and itM and tniti 
nul actK, whpn irlUi palpltallDi tttnei 
Hie ffn»-;anl la tka BDaun facart 



..., III awlul HIWtMClH: 

VMakn«iliwr«tdednaial foteitroni 

Ami caniuil Ibid ttia Rosd 1 Mak, 
llucaniia I («cl nod ruar til* vTMMt: 

Ltia/lir. Benotalanuadl Tbc (.'hurcL Is U 
And Id lur meray and har.mafikiiaui 
She meola half-waf lu 



Hill odOBr s[ (aittilT L 

Sw4i at I lika la bnUE^ 

And tack ai often brinaa 

In Iho hottan and mnSp 

Tu-dar, 1 csnM lOr aDMher reatun ; 

Tn AMarud itoaa *a erll tbnDglu 

In a Iwaittbat u alBSM to oadnesi wmngtat, 

And to Baka a |a q to<aac oat ot a prince, 

A allRlit nt tiBDfrtoaned Ions lineal 

llacDiDm. InthatirllLilitliiivlllnotMa 

ThBg lww ealawMB Qi prlait and me I 

nimm tlOrt. tBnUniiatadint^iiiiniilhtcoi 
.MrioMU SMwmM, HnltEBi, mid Imrl;,. 
I eoi n« to gara. O Iwner biily. 

After cmtnriMi Mil bafiirc I 
'tliiaUod-ageadtotlwmntnKBiint. ' 
Wn Randa alnadr at oia diHr. 
HandalM wKh hSlnaM, and dnisurd 
In MatniHiEa n» Itobi Mrmty ilalii. 
NcuBwUla, liait llHMi •urdKid mill thjr taeul 
Iloia Iha saan madiicai 111) Iliy bmlnF 
'IT have thjr putlmi and Dnwul 

Alan /^anr/liT tlie Bnnc*niiidncra itDl ati 
Ily tha aaiBB niHlnn iinl ponnird, 
I iMnMamlutollieliiinaoorprnTBr, 
A man aJBkted nut dMteued ! 
Am In adwdr atmoapkne, 
nmuk onaean ilnlcaa oC tlie nlr, 
A aadden and tanatnona vhid 
Miiikn tlu R«at%tal wliUe villi fear. 
Ami aver* irand], and Umih. and npnr, 
Pointi allRa qnlTcclnit tamt <nte way, 
Andmndnn at warn, and flthh or piiln. 
And the aloiid) awn, ant ilio idnntlnir nitn, 
And oiDko man ahkiBwa of thr tnrn, 



Yet Uior* ai* ia«a* vkan «a nuti. 
In war, for laatanca-or (COB MUtu 
To nUiid and kantbo <wt tnMZaU! 
We mart iSSt at tballafidiingkUM Uxht 

Ot an ancient eiatnaraEnKTimaat ^^ 
For a mild and aanarilipVUeatian, ' 
lb be andanlood »Uh Iha reMrmlloiL 
Tlial, la carlaln uutancas, Iha Hl^l 
Mut TtaU to Ik* Eiptdlanl ! 
nwu an a Filnea. lltlumliMiUildle, 
What bearU and IiQpu wHld pSMIntaUe I 
loto tlia irava ii4lli libM^aodaW !> , . . 
Wlial actiulraltmr and conrteiT - . 
Hcmaln undone, aiiil die wUh Illaol.. 
Than art lbelaiilDtiUiL|j>>ac«l . . i 
ffllh thee a noUe oaiaa aia^eh.. i 
AndianWiviriniuUieaanlka lu». , 
ThealDriuaiisaniarf altlii«lniiil ... 

lilt incli ai dil^'uFa liuiir'lV^E?!!^ 
ftr'vulifi "hod l"ii crimwd flocS "'' 

AI tha°riliotu^in "r^^''i?i'li?IM'lwAl 
BattUnelarwaclimi; tlie lunHijiliotiUca 
Blaod Hi klnn. « oo*'. Bnoinwl!!^ 
MorooTBT, what bat itie oorMm vnnL < 
FaroiMllkaber.-tnit InnaiiAMit" ' ' ' 
Daughter ot lorraiir, Hit Mlhe tolL 



And all BT tkiHuAIa 
Htrnek krel b? Iha » 

AlTiMNttelltl 

Baektoa , 

AI tha Bubtldlnsot ma nt 1 

I'rwet/lmiit'phn^fanar! patAmlOBia 
nieoiclllatlaaalBBU 
i:nttcadfuL aad that cannol And 
Its rralniil real and katnanj-! 

Thlj (thanly phantom fllli iind Bin, 
And nt a mailman Ihmairti a cnnnl. 



7pltlSdWthabStt,widwhli 

■ '^ alriAwar ol Iha wur 

iitinilr,tlNhMIan 



Minedd aunitntl 



. aTlltionlr aaad . 

t LncKar.ihaBaararBllMU, 
an aniel fallen aad deaaitM, 
•lit fmai hia Faihar't Hmm «: 
1 (he bkick and andlett nltU. 
niJio l/nrf. II lutloa rnS* thi 
m IheffoodactHHiapIfoodiiaan 
nil (d llgbl ibonld ba Buatim, 
I thiu Uii baliaet mtvad a«ilii. 
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Lmetfer. Yes ; if the world wcro not no rotten, 
Anil so given over to the Devil! 

Prince Henry Bat this deed, Is it good or evil ? 
Have I thine absolution free 
To do it, and without restriction? 

Lucifer. Av ; and from whatsoever sin 
Lieth aroond it and within, 
From an crimes In which it may Involve tbec, 
1 now release thee and absolve thee ! 

J*mw6 Jienry. Give me thy holy benediction. 

Lucifer (stretch^g forth hit hand and mutter- 
tn0. 

Maledictiono perpetua 
IklRledicut vos 
Pater etemus! 

The Angel iunth the teolian harp). Take heed! 
take heed ! 
KoUe art thou in thy birth, 
By the good and the great of earth 
Hast thon been tancht ! 
He noble in every thought 
And in exery deed ! 
Let not the illusion of thy senses 
Betray thee to deadlj' offcncrs. 
Be strong! be good ! be pure ! 
The right only shall endure, 
AU things else are but false pretences ! 
I entreat thee, I implore. 
Listen no more 

To the snggestitms of nn evil spirit! 
That even now is there. 
Making the foul seem fair. 
And selflslmess itself a virtue and a merit ! 

A Jioom in tlie Farm-IIoute. 

Gottlieb. It Is decided ! For many days. 
And nights as many, we have Imd 
A nameless terror in onr breast. 
Making us timid, and afraid 
Of God. and his mysterious ways ! 
We have been sorrowful and^ad ; 
Blxioh have we suffered, much Jiave pruyed 
That he would lead us us is best. 
And show us what his will required. 
Jt is decided ; and we give 
Onr child, O Prince, that you may live ! 

Ursula. It Is of God. He luis Inspired 
Tills purpose in her; and through itahi. 
Out of a wtwld of sin and woo. 
He takes her tc himself n^in. 
The mother's heart resists no lonc[er; 
With the nngel of tlio Lord in vain 
It wrestled, lor he was the stroiiffcr. 

GottlietK As Abrnham offered long ago 
His son unto the Lonl, and even 
The Everlastinir Father in heaven 
Gave his, as a lamb unto the sUiughter, 
So do I offer np my danfrhter ! 

(URi5ULA hiiksher face.) 

Etne. My life is little. 
Only a cup of water. 
But pure and limpid. 
Thke it, O my Prince ! 
Let it refresh yon. 
Let it restore you. 
It is given willingly, 
It is given f rsely : 
May God bless the gift! 

Prince Henry. And the giver! 

OottKeb. Amen I 

"YwiflB Henry. I accept it ! 

Gottlieb. Where are the children? 

Ursula. They are already asleep. 

Gottlieb. What If they were dead? 



I -. In the Garden. 
EUte. I have one thing to ask of yon. 



Prince Henry. 
It is already granted. 



Wliatisit? 



£M^ 



Promise mcv 



When we are gone from here, and on our way 

Are journeying to Salerno, you will not, 

By word or deed, endeavour to dissuade me. 

And turn me from my pur|K>se : but remember 

That as a pilgrim to the Holy City 

Wallis uniuolested, and with thoughts of pardon 

Occui)ied wholly, so would I approach 

The gates of Heaven, in thiHgreut jubilee 

With my petition, putting off from me 

All thoughts of earth, us shoes from off my feet. 

I*romise uie this. 

Prince Henry. Thy words fall fnun thy lips 
Like roses from the lips of Angelo ; aud Angels 
Might stoop to pick them up ! 

£lsie. will yon not promise V 

Prince Henry. If ever we depart upon this 
Jounipy, 
So long to one or both of us. I promise. 

EUiie. Shall we not go, then? Have you lifted 
me 
Into the nir, only to hurl me back 
Wounded upon the ground ? and offered mc 
The waters of eternal life, to bid me 
Drink the poUuU'd puddles of this worhl ? 

Prince Ifenru. O lilsiel what a lesson thou dost 
teach me I 
The life which is, and that which is to come, 
Suspended hang in such nice equipoise. 
A breath disturbs the bahuicc ; and tliiit scaio 
In which we tlirow our hearts. pre))ondcrates, 
And the other, like uii empty one, flies up, 
And is accounted vanity ami air! 
To me the thought of death is terrible. 
Having such hold on life. To thee It is not 
So much even as the lifthig of u latch ; 
Only a step into the open air 
Out of a tent already luminous 
With light that shines through its transparent 

pure In heart! from thy sweet dus.t shall 

grow 
Lilies upon whose petals will be written 
'• Ave Maria " in characters of gold I 

A»trcetinSlra$hurg. yight. PKIXCK IlENKY 
wandering alone, wrapped m a cloak: 

Prince Henry. Still Is the uiglit. Tlic sound of 
feet 
Has died away from the cm])ty street ; 
And like an nrtizan. iK-ndhig down 
His bead on his anvil, the dark town 
Sleeps, with a sluml>cr deep and sweet, 
Sleepless and restless, 1 alone. 
In the dusk and damp of these walls of stone, 
Wander and weep in my remorse! 

^rier of the Dead (ringing a bell). 

Wake! wake! 
All ye that sleep ! 
Pray for the Dead! 
Pray for the Dea«l! 
Prince Henry, llark! with what accents loud 
and hoarse 
This warder on the walls of death 
Sends forth the challenge of his breath > 

1 see the dead that sleep in the grave ! 
Tliey rise up and their garments wave, 
Dlnily and spectral, as they rise. 

With the light of another world in tliclr eyes! 

Crier of tlie Dead. 

Wake! wake! 

All ye that slc<;p ! 

Pray for the Dead ! 

Prav for the Dead ! 
Prince Henry. Why for the dead, who QXe at 
rest? 
Pray for the living, in whose breast 
The struggle between right and wrong 
Is raging terrible and strong. 
As wtjen good angels war with devils S 
This Is the Master of the Kevels, 
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Who. at Lifesfflowlnn fciiKt, pronoscs 
The heultli of absent frlemK aud J)lcU;:cs, 
Not ill brlfiflit goblets erowiioa wltli rohjiA, 
Ami twiukllnff as we touch their edges. 
But with a dlsnial liiikliiuf boU, 
Mocks and mimics their f uucral knell I 

Crier of t^e Dead. 

Wake! wake! 

All ye that sleep! 

l*rny for the Dead! 

Traj' for the Dead ! 
Prince Benry. wake not, beloved! be tny sleep 
Silent as night is, and as deep ! 
There walks a sentinel at thy gate 
Whose honrt Is heavy and desolate. 
And the heavinjcs of whoso bosom number 
The respirations of tliy slumber, 
As if some Strang**, niy.sterlous fate, 
Had linked two hearts in one, and mine 
Went nuidly wlieelhig about thine, 
Only with wider and wilder sweep ! 

Cner of the dead {at a diatance). 

Wake ! wake ! 
All ye that sleep ! 
Pray for the Dead ! 
Prav for the Dead ! 

Prince Henry. "Lo ! ^vlth what depth of black- 
ness thrown 
Against the clouds, far up the skies, 
The walls of the cathedral rise. 
Like a mysterious grove of stone. 
With fitful lights and shadows blending, 
As from behind, the moon, ascending, 
l.lglits its dim aisles and paths unknown ! 
The wind is rising ; but the boughs 
Ulse not and fall not witli the wind 
That through their foliage sobs and sougUs.*, , 
Only the cloudy rack behind, 
Drifting onward, wild and ragged, 
(lives to each suire aud buttress jagged, 
A seeming motion undefined. 
15elow on the square, an armed kniglit, 
.Still as a statue and as white. 
Sits on his steed, and the moonbeams quiver 
Upon the points of his armour bright, 
As on the rli)ples of a river, 
lie lifts the visor from his cheek. 
And beckons, and makes as he would speak. 

Walter {t/ie Minnesinger). Triend ! can you tell 
me where alight 
Thuringia's horsemen for the night? 
For I have lingered in the rear. 
And wandered vainly up and down. 

Prince Henry 1 am a stranger in the town, 
As thou art ; but the voice I lioar 
Is not a stranger to mine ear. 
Thou art Waiter of the Vogclwejd ! 

Walter. Tlntu hast guessed lightly ; and thy 
name 
Is Henry of Hoheneck ! 

Prince Henry. Ay, the same. 

Walter (embracing him) Come closer, closer, 
closer to my side ! 
What brings thee hither? What potent charm 
Has drawn thee from thy German farm 
Into the old Alsatian city ? 

Prmce Henry. A tale of wonder and of pity ! 
A wretched man, almost l>v stealth 
Dragging my body to i^alern, 
\\\ the vain hope and search for health, 
And destined never to return. 
Already thou hast heard the rest. 
Hut what brings thee, thns armed and dight 
In the equipments of a knight ? 

Walter. Dost thou not see upon my breast 
The cross of the Crusaders shine ? 
My pathway leads to Palestine. 

Prtnce Henry. Ah, would that way frcre also 
mine! 
O noble poet ! thou whose heart 
Is like a nest of singing-birds 



Rocked on the tonmost bough of Ilftf, 
Wilt thou, too. from our sky de^rt. 
And In the clangour of the strife 
Mingle the music of thy words? 

Walter. My hopes are high, my heart to prond, 
And like a trumpet lonir and load. 
Thither my thoughts aU clang and ring! 
My life Is In my hand, and lo ! 
I grasp and bend It as a bo^, . 
And snoot forth from its trembling string 
An arrow that shall be, perobaaoe. 
Like the arrow of the Israelite king 
Shot from the wbidow towards the east, 
That of the Lord's dellreranee! ' 

Prvnee Henry. My life, olasl is what thon 

enviable fate ! to be 

Strong, beautiful, and armed like thee 

With lyre and sword, with sons and stcd; 

A hand to smite, a heart lo feel! 

Thy heart, tliy hand, thy lyro, thy Bword, - 

Thou givest all unto thy Lo^J ; 

AVhile I, so mean and ablect grown, 

Am thinking of myself aloao. 

Walter. Be patient; .Time will reinstate 
Thy health and fortunes. 

Prtnce Henry. Tls too laic! 

1 cnnnot strive against my fate I 

Walter. Come with me, for my steed to weary: 
Our journey has been long and arpaiy. 
And, dreamhig of his stall, ho dints 
Wirh his impatient hoofs the /llnU. 

Prtnce Henry {amde). 1 am ashamed, in p^ dis- 
grace, 
To look Into that noble face! 
To-morniw, Walter, Jet it be. , 

Walter. To-morrbw, at the dawn of day, 
I shall again bo on my way. : 
Come with ms.to the hosteUr, . 
For I have many thUigs to skj.- 
Our ioumey into Italy 
Perchance together we may inake ; 
Wilt thou not do It for my sake 9 • 

Prince Henry. A siok man's pace would bnt im- 
pede 
Thine eager and impatient speed. 
Besides my pathway leads me round • 
To Hirschau, in the forest's bonnd, 
Wliere 1 assemble man and steed. 
And all things for my ]oamuy*s need. 

Lucifer (flying oner the eiigi. Bleeps ueep O 
city 1 till the light 
Wakes you to sin and orime again. 
Whilst on your dreams, like <Usmal ralo, 
1 scatter downward through thb night 
My maledictions dark and deep. 
I nave more martyrs in your walls 
Than God has ; and they cannot sleep ; 
They are mv bondsmen and my thraiU; 
Their wretched lives are full of pain, 
Wild agonies of nerve and brain: 
And every heart-beat, every breath, 
Is a convulsion worse than death I . 
Sleep, sleep, O city ! though withm 
The circuit of your walls there lies 
No habitation free from sin. 
And all Its nameless miseries; 
The aching heart, the aching bead. 
Grief for the living and tlie dead. 
And foul corruption of the time. 
Disease, distress , and want, and woe. 
And crimes, and passions tliat may grow 
Until they ripen into crime! 

Sguare in front of the Cathedral Batter Sumday. 
FRIAR CL^HBEBT t>rwk:AtJiafo the crowdjrom 
apulpu in the open atr. PKINCE UENRT and 
ELSIE crouwg the square. 

Prtnce Henry. Thto is the day, whon frbm the 
dead 
Our Lord arose ; and everywhere. 
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Ont of their darkness and dos)>ftlr, 
Triumphant over fears ojid foes. 
The hearts of hi» disciples rose, 
When to the women, stundhiK near, 
The Angel in shlninjr vcstiiru sulil, 
"The Lord is risen ; ho Ik not here !" 
And, niindful that the day is conn>, 
On ail the hearths in ChriKtendom 
The fires arc quenched, to be avnin 
KeUndled from the stun, that hi^'li 
Is dancintr in the clondieMs sky. 
The cliurt^Ms are all decked with floweni. 
The salutations among men 
Are but the Anger* word divine, 
** Christ is arisen !" and the bells 
Catch the glad munnar, as it swrllM. 
And chaunt together in their towur.t. 
'AH hearts are glad ; and free f ruin euro 
The faces of the people shiue. 
Bee what a crowd Is in the square, 
tisily and gallantly arrayed! 

Jiisie. Let us go back ; I am afraid ! 

Prince Henry. Nay, let us mount tlio charch- 
stcps here. 
Under the doorway's sacred sliadow ; 
We (^ see till thingH, and be freer 
From the «rowd that madly heaves and presses ! 

EUie. What a gay pageant! what bright 
dresses ! 
It looks like a flowcr-bcsprlnklcd meadow. 
What is that yonder on the square V 

Prince Henry. A pulpit in the ojien all* : 
And a Friar who is prcacliing to tin; crowd, 
In a voice so deep and clear and loud, 
TImt, if we listen, and give heed. 
His lowest words will reuch the car. 

Friar Cuthbert (gesticulating and cracking a pos- 
tilion's tcnip.) 

What ho! good people I do von not licar? 

Dashing along at the ton (>f his speed, 

Booted and spnrred. on his Jaded steed, 

A courier comes with words oi cliecr. 

Courier; what is the new.s, I pray? 

»• Christ is arisen I" Whence come you V "From 

court. ' 
Then 1 do not beUeve it ; you say it in R|)ort. 

{Cracks his tf/u/> again.) 
Ah ! here comes another, ridiug this vfuy ; 
We soon shall know wbiit hu has to say. 
Courier ; what are the tidings to-day ? 
"Christ is arisen!" Whence comoyou? "From 

town." 

Then I do not believe U: away with yoii, clown. 

{Cracks hie wJtip luorevioknily.) 

And here comes a third, who Is spurring unvuiii ; 

What news do you bring with your loose-hang^ 

ing rein, 
Your spurs wet with blood, and your bridio witli 

foaun ? 
" Christ is arisen !" WTience come you? "From 

Ronfie." 
Ah, now I believe. He is risen, Indeed. 
Kide on with the news at the top of your speed ; 
(Great applause cunoaglhe cr^uad.) 

The Cathedral bells ring. 

But Hark ; the l>elle are begluning to chime,. 

And I feel that I am growing hoarse ; 

1 will put an end ta my discoerse, 

And leave the rest forstune. other time. 

For the bells themselves aro the best of 

preachers ; 
Their orazen lips are learned teachorp, 
From their puli)its of stono, In the upiper air, 
Sounding aloft, without crack or flaw, 
Shriller than trumpet? under the Law, 
Now a sermon and now a pmyer. . 
The clangorous jbiaixtmer is the .tongue, ■ 
Tills way, that way, beaten and ewnog, . . 
That from Mouth of Brass, as from Monih of 

May be Taught the Testamonte, Neif amd 01«. 



And above It the great cross-l)pnm of wood 
Kepreseutetli tiic ilolv Kood. 
Upon which, like the hell, our hopes are hun^r. 
And the wheel wherewith It is swayed and 

rung 
Is the mind of man, that round and round 
Sways, and malieth tlic tongue, to sound! 
And the roi)0, with its twisted oordat,'e, three, 
Denotetli the Scriptural Trinitv 
Of Morals, and Symtiols, and itistory ; 
And the upward and downward moiions >iiow 
That we touch upon matters high nml l.>w : 
And the constant change and transniutution 
<)f action and of conieniplation, 
Downward, the Scripture brought from on 

high. 
Upward, exalted again to the sky ; 
Downward, the literal interpretation. 
Upward, the Vision and Mystery ! 
And now, my hearers, to make an end, 
I have only one word more to say ; 
In the church, in honour of Easter-day, 
Will be represented a Miracle Play; 
And I hope you will all have tiie grace to attend. 
Christ bring us at last to his felicity I 
PaxvobiscumI et Benedlclte I 

Tn the Cathedral. 

Chaunt. 

Kvrio Eleison! 
L'Iniste ElcUon I 

Elsie. I am at home here in my Father's 

house ! 
These painting's of the Saints upon the walls 
Have ail familiar and iN'nignant fares. 
Prince Nennt. The portrait.-s of the faiuiiv of 

Godf 
Thine own hereafter shall l)e jilaced ainoujjf 

them. 
Elsie. How very grand it is and wonderful ! 
Never have I beheld a church so splendid ! 
Such columns, and such arches, and sueh win- 
dows. 
So many tombs and statues In the chapels. 
And under them so many confessionals. 
They must be for the rich. 1 should not like 
To tell my si<is in such a church as this. 
Who built it? 

Prince Hem-g. A great master of his eraf t, 
Erwin von Steinbach ; but not he alone. 
For many generations laboured with liim. 
Children that came to see thcvj saints in stone, 
As day by day out of the blocks they rose, 
(rrew old anil died, and still the work went on, 
And on, and on, and is not yet completed, 
ITie generation that succeeds our own 
Perhaps may Unish It. The architect 
Built his great heart Into the sculptured stones. 
And with him toiled his children, and tholr 

lives 
Were bnilded, with his own, into the walls. 
As offerings imto Ood. Yoxi see that statue 
Fixing its joyoas, but deep-wrinkled eyes 
Upon the Pillar of the Angels yonder. 
That is the inuige of the master, carved 
By the fair hand of his o^vn child, Sahlna. 
Elsie. How beautiful is tiic colunm that he 

looks at ! 
Prtnce Henry. That, too, she sculptured. At 

the base of It 
Stand the Evangelists ; above their heads 
Feur Angels blowing upon marble tmm])cts. 
And over them the blessed Christ, surrounded 
Bv his attendant ministers, npholding 
Tm instrnments of his passion. 

EMe. O my Lord! 

Would I could leave behind me upon earth 
Some monument to thy glory, such as this! 
Prince J fenry. A gi'cater monument than this 

thou leavi'st 
In thine own life, all purity and love! 
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Deipalrlna, Mek wo cDme. 
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Orifd. The Angel of the uttermost 
Of all the shining, heavenlj host, 

From the far-off expanso 
Of the Satumian. endless space, 
1 brinff the last, the crowning graoe. 

The gift of Temperance ! 
Cd tuddtn light Mnet from the windows qf the 
stable in the vtUage below.) 



IV.— THE WISE MSN OF THE EAST. 

The stable of the Inn. The MRGIN and CHILD. 
Three Qtpn Kings, GAiiPAR, MELCHIOS, and 
BELSHAZZ AK, shaU come in. 

Oaspar. Hall to thee, Jcsns of Nazareth ! 
Though in a manger thou drawest thy breath, 
Thou art greater than Life and Death, 

Greater than Joy or Woe ! 
This cross upon the line of life 
Portendeth struggle, toil, and strife. 
And through a regicm with dangers rife 

In dailEneas shait thou go ! 

MekMor. Hail to thee. King of Jerusalem! 
Though humbly bom in Bethlehem, 
A sceptre and a diadem 

Await thy brow and hand ! 
The sceptre is a simple reed. 
The crown will nuike thy temples bleed, 
And In thy hour of greatest need. 

Abashed thy subjects stand ! 

JMehaxsar. Hall to thee, Christ of Christen- 
dom! 
0*er an the earth thy Kingdom come! 
From distant Treblzond to Rome 

Thy name shall men adore ! 
Peace and good-will among alt men. 
The Virgin nas returned again. 
Returned the old Satumian reign. 

And Golden Age once more. 

ne Chad ChiHst. Jcsns, the Son of God, am I, 
Bom here to suffer and to die 
According to the pnH>hecy. 
That other men may live! 

The Virgin. And now these clothes, that 
wrapped him, take 
And keep them precious, for his sake ; 
Onr benediction thus wo make. 

Nought else have we to give. 
UShe gives them stcaddlwg clothes, and they depart.) 



v.— THE FLIGHT IXTO KOVPT. 

Here shall JOSEPH coyne in, leading an ass^ on 
which are seated MARY and the CHILD. 

Mary. Here will we rest, under these 
O'crhanging branches of the trees. 
Where robins chant their Litanies, 

And canticles of Joy. 

Joseph. My saddle-girths have given way 
With tmdgmg through the heat to-day ; 
Toyou I think it is but play 

To ride and hold the boy. 

Mary. Hark ! how the robins shout and sing. 
As if to hail ther infant King! 
I will alight at yonder spring 

To wash his littio coat. 

Joseph. And 1 will hobble well the ass, 
Iiest, being loose upon the grass. 
He snouldeRcapo ; for, by the mass. 

He is niinblo as a gunt. 

(Here M.VKY shall alight and go to tlte spring.) 

Mary. O Joseph ! I am much afraid, 
Fur men are sli'citiim in thu shade ; 
I foar tliat wa shall be waylaid. 

Ami rubbed and bcaton soru ! 

{Here a band of robbers shall be seen sleeping, two 
of whom shall rise and come forward.) 

JHttnachui* Ci)ck'8 soul I dellYW op y vnr gold I 



Joseph. I pray you, Sirs, let go your hold ! 
Of wealth I have no store. 

Dumachus. Give up your monoy ! 

Titus. Prithee cease ! 

Let these good people go in )H:ace ! 

Dumachus. First let tiiem pay for thuir release. 
And then go on their way. 

TUus. These forty groats I give in fee. 
If thou wilt only sUcnt bo. 

Mary. May God be merciful to thee 
Upon the Judgment Day ! 

Jesus. When thirty years shall have gone by, 
I, at Jerusalem, shall die. 
By Jewish hands exalted high 

On the accursed tree. 
Then on my right and my left side. 
These thieves shall both be crucified. 
And Titus thenceforth shall abide 

In Paradise with me. 
(Here a greeU rumour of trumpets and horses, lite 

the noise of a ting tcithhts army, and the robbers 

shtdl tateJUght. 

VI ^THB SLACGHTER OF THE INXOCEXTS. 

King Herod. Potz-tanscndl Hlmmcl-sacra • 
ment! 
FiUed am I with great wonderment 

At this nn welcome news! 
Am I not Herod ? Who shall dare 
My crown to take, my sceptre bear, 

As king among tiie Jews? 
(Here he shall stride up and down and flourish his 

sword.) 
What ho ! I fain would drink a can 
Of the strong wine of Canaan! 

The wine of Helbon bring, 
I purchased at the Fair of Tyre, 
As red as blood, as hot as fire, 

And fit for any king! 

(He quaffs great goblets of wine.) 
Now at the window will I stand 
While in the street the armed baud 

The little children slay : 
The babe thus l>om in Bethlehem 
Will surely slaughtered be with them, 

Nor live another day ! 
(Here a voice of lamentation s/tall be heard in the 

street.) 

Sachet. O wicked king ! O cruel speed ! 
To do this most unrighteous deed ! 

My children all are slain ! 

Herod. Ho, seneschai ! another cup! 
With wine of Sorck fill It up! 

I would a bumper drain ! 

Rahab. May maledictions fall and blast 
Thyself and lineage, to tiie last 

Of all thy kith and kin! 

Herod. Another gohlet ! quick! and stir 
Pomegranate Juice and drops of myrrh 

And calamus therein ! 

Soldiers (m the street). Give np thy child into 
our hands ! 
It is King Herod who cammands 

Tliat he siionid thas be slain! 

The Nurse Medusa. O monstrous men! What 
have ye done ! 
It is King Herod's only son 

That ve have cleft in twain ! 

Herod. Ah, luckless day! What words of 
fear 
Arc these that smite upon my car 

With sucli a doleful 80und ! 
Wliat torments wrack my heart and head ! 
Would 1 were dead I would 1 were dead. 

And buried in tlie ^nmnd ! 
(He falls doxcn and icnthes as though eaten by 

worms. Hell oj^ens. and SATAN' and ASTA- 

ROTH come forth and drag him down.) 

VII.— JESUS AT PLAY WITH HIS SCHOOLMATES. 

Jesus. The shower is over. Let us p\&y. 
And make some sparrows out ot fdsKS n 
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Judas. Sco how the atrcam has ovorflowed 
Its banks, and o'er the meadow road 
Is spreading far and wide ! 

(They draw tenter out of the river by channeh, and 
form litile pools. JESl'8 mttkes twelve sparrows 
qfclap, and the other boys do the same.) 

Jesus. Look ! louk ! how prettily I make 
These little spur uws hy the lake 

Bend do^vn thuir nocks and drluk ! 
Now will I make thciu sing and soar 
Ho far, they tshall return no more 

Unto this river's brink. 

Judas. Tliat canst tliott not! They arc but 
clay, 
They cannot sing, nor fly away 

Abuviitlie nieudow liindi>! 

Jtfsus. Fly, fly I vc sparrows! you are free! 
Ami while you live, remember me, 

Who ir.ade you with my hands. 
(Uere Jesus shall vhtp his hands, and t/ie sparrows 
shall Jly aicay, chirruping.) 

Judas. Thou art a sorcerer, 1 know ; 
Oft hat( my mother told me bO. 

I win not play with thee ! 

(Jle strties JE.S US on the right side.) 

Jesus. Ah, Jndas, thou bast smote my side, 
And when I shall be crneitled, 

There nhall I pleri'cd be ! 

(Here JOSEPH sfiallromein and say: 

Joseph Ye wicked l)oys! why do yo play, 
And break the holy bjibbath day? 
What, think ye, will yonr mothers say 

To see you In such plight ! 
In such a sweat and such a heat, 
With all that mud u|M>n your feet ! 
There's not a begfj;ir in the street 

Makes sucli a horry slight! 



VIII.— TlIK Vn.LAOK BCnOOL. 

The RABBI BEN- ISRAEL, with a long biurd, 
sitting on a high stool, with a rod in hisfMud. 

Rabbi. 1 am the Rabbi Ben Israel, 
Throughout this vlllago known full well, 
And, OS my scliolars all will tell. 

Learned In thliufs divine; 
The Kal>ala and Talmud boar 
Than all the i)ro]}bets prize I more. 
For water is all Bible lore. 

But Mlshna is strong wine. 

My fame extends from West to East, 
And always, at the Turim feast. 
1 ain as drunk as any beast 

That wallows in his sty ! 
The wine it so elateth me. 
That I no difference can soo 
Between ''Accursed Haman bel" 

And " Blessed be Mordecal l" 

Come hither, Judas Iscariot, 
Say, if thy lessou tliou bust got 
From the Itabbinical Book or not. 
Why howl the dogs at nlglit V 

Judas. In the Rabbinical liook, itsaith, 
'nic dogs howl; wlKui with ley breath 
liroat Summaei, tlie Angel of Doatli. 

Takes tlirough the town his flight ! 

Rabbi. Weil, boy ! now say. If tbi>u art wise. 
When the Angel of Death, who is full of uyes. 
Comes where a sick man dying lies, 

What doth bt; to the wight V 

Judas. He stands beside him. dark and tall, 
Holding a sword, from whieli doth fail 
Into his moutli a drop of gall, 

And so lie tumeth white. 

RabbL And now, mr Judas, sav to mo 
What the great Voices Four nni v be, 
TJittt (juitu acroHK tlw world do floe, 
y\ nd /no not IwnrU Uy men ? 
Judas. Tho Voice of the Sun in heaven's dome, 



The Voice of the Bfarmarlng of Rome, 
The Voice of a Soul that goeth home, 

And the Angel of the Rain I 

BaMn. Well mtve ye answered evoiy one I 
Now. little Jesus, the carpenter's son, 
Let ns see how tiiy task, is done 

Canst thoo tby letters say ? 

Jesus. Aieph. 

Rabbi. What next ? Do not stop yet 

Oo on with all the alphabet. 
Come, Aleph, Beth: dost tlion forget? 

Goetsfonl! thondst rather play ! 

Jemu, What Aleph means I fain wooM know, 
Before I any farther ffo I 

Rjdltb%. O, by Saint Peter ! woulds^ thou so? 

Come hitnisr, boy, to me. 
As surely as the letter Jod 
Once cried aloud, and snike to God, 
So surely shalt tkoa feel this rod. 

And punished shalt fhoa be ! 
Here RABBI BEN IBRAKL OiaU lift vm hit roi 

to strike Jesus, and hu nf^ arm uaU «e para' 

lyifetL 



IX.— CROM1IBD WRK WHWKfm, 



JESUS aUtiMg amomg hUplagmati 
floyjo's as (heir Aini 



'ett fr^tned i^itk 
ing. 



\ 



Bays. We spread our garments on tho freund ! 
With fragrant flowers thy head is eroviied, 
While like la guard we stand around, 

And hall thee as our Kintf ! 
Thou art the new King of the Jews, 
Nor lot the pasaers-by refuso 
To bring that homage whioh men.qfe 

To majesty to bring. 

{Here a traveUer skattgo by, and tkebags eUaUlay 
hcUd of hit garBients and tayz) 

Boys. Come hither 1 and all reveroooe pay 
Unto our monarch, crowned to-day I 
Then go rejoicing on yonr way. 

In all prosperity ! 

Traveller. Ilaii to the King of Bathtehem, 
Who wearoth in hla diadem 
The yellow crocus for the gem . 

Of ^is authority! 

{He passes by; and others come in, bearing on a 
litter a siek child.) 

Boy.%. Set down tho litter and draw near ! 
The King of Bethlehem is herel 
What alb tho child, who eeema to &ar 

That wc shall do him harm? 

The Bearers. He climbed np to tho roUn's 
nest, 
And out there darted, ixaok ita rest, 
A serpent with a crimson exeat, 

And stung him in tho arm. 

Jesus. Bring him to me, and let me feel 
Tho wounded place ; my touch can heal 
Tho sting of serpent^ and can itoal 

The poison from the bite ! 

{He touehes the wovald, and the hojf begins to criL) 

Cease to lament ! I can foresee 
That tliuu hereafter known shalt be, 
Amonf? tlie men who follow me, 
As sUuon tho Canaanltc I 



BPILOaUE. 

In the after part of the day 
Will be represented another play« 
Of the Passion of our Bteased Lonl, 
BegUiulng directly after Nones ! 
At the close of which wo shall accord, 
"By "way Ql\M!iA»Qia and reward. 



TV Road la mnAau. PRISCE MBMRT « 

i:i^lK,iriMUcv<i(nmt«Mi,<wAonit«it. 

Tidlii ' rtVin«i"jil''^pV('b!l.'nStw'''"?o'TO2M' 
uf hate. III dt>EjiK iiiil ddrJujj! 

But under them jUl tnqni rails a lund parpatual 
EUie. Fullh iloM eaii Inurpnt lite, and the 

Ol latii. nluiw bean tlin llkonsK at Christ, and 

d«Piun nuit rIduiW an anrnTi iMiit 
EIrie. XA the iNdgea am vblu with dntl, ai^ 

tbo gnat doi mular the eraaUnc wain 
Hangs bla Ji«ad lu tile Inzj hont. while onwvd 

Ihe hOTMi (on ahH nialu. 
/vttnr Wnuji. Sow they WW *• tin ww-aUh 

liui, nndthe wunnerlniwlKWlElitha 

Umdlord-sdniigfiler, 
WhUaontDCtbadrJnpJiiKinniEtiUia honefdlB- 

i«ml their Imtlieni sldu with waur, 
£Ki(. AIIUlru^KlIll(<]ll1l'^cn^'.wa7■>rf<lg liiui, 

whore man luuj- rerrcth hia sunl with 

J-narc IleiTf. Yuiiler. 



(rApjrfijrBJJMMBOIWIltolM.) 

PnaaHairy. OveronrbtBiljawlilWoueKdB 
We cannot henr tl 



lie diaiant hlllj 



ookLct, the wood ai 



Tlv'CaaieiiKfmrMrliaHiKtIii Start Formt. The 

H'jhi mdalKUkttiftmplyfiagiMt, 

PriarCbBa, lalwaTsontertlilsuendiilaaa, 
Wjih a thnnirhttBl. •oienn, and rtv*r«nt iiua. 



And a bniedktlan on the Tines 
That produoe thcK Tarlotia vvtfi of -vi 
Kur my nnrt. I un well rontpni 
ThatwchaTf n't ihrimEta with ibv iv 




not Ibatl di 

When I KowDilMr that every jtex 
Foot bnlli are wnc tu thg Pope ul Itotw, 
And whanenr a fleblet ihenol I dmln. 
Tha old ifijme koejii nmnQw la my bmi 
At Baoumch rai the Kluiin, 

And htym 

Tbej' are an mnA wliui. nnd iiMMr tar 
Thnii thaiMo((heK*clinr, ortbowuf Ahr. 

In nerilvalar, WUraliurit well niiir bmXKt 
or Its blenoA wine of thn IIcil; ,1hoM, 

Wiui eeeina to ho much of ibt wot offMukfni 
Ah : liow the atrenmlct lanjAi aiKl itnis' 
Whm a didldoBe fninaiKv Mf hiEs 
From tha dmp fUunn, whllo (t 111^ 
Ai ol hyaelnthilinillafliidUel 
Between thli ca* and tha AUntV U|>> 
Mniiy luvo hBanUie alpi and sllin ; 
JIaiiy haTeiwrathadnairhtaotwIae. 
On their way to hli. that Iuito rtonrwil nt mtD 
And iDBny 4 tiiae my eonl haa hankered 
For a deep diBiutit oat of hIa allTer taiiksrd. 
When it thadd tan tanK Veai] -tiVi~<v a 

Lew ^ftttx V« VmtfiM!* wAuHWiMXi'*'-'!!' 



m 



LONGFELLOW'S POETICAL WOKKS 



■ Bnt now there is no sucli Awkward condition, 
>«'o danger of death and eternal perdition; 
So licro H to the Abbot and Brothers all 
Who dwell in this convent of Peter and Paul I 

cordial Mellcions ! O soother of pain ! 
It flashes like sunshine into my bruin ! 
A iMiuison rest on tlie Bishop who sends 
Such a f udder of wine us tliis to his friends ! 

And iu>w a flagon for such as may ask 

A drauKht frum. tlie noble Bacharnch cask. 

And I will be prone, tliougli I l^now full well 

llic cellar's a cliecriuller ))lacc tluin the cell. 

Behold wliere he stands, all sonnd and good. 

Brown and old in liis oaken hood; 

Silent he seems externally 

As any Carthusian monk may be : 

But within what a sj>lrit of deep unrest ! 

What a seething ancl sinuncring in his breast! 

As if the heaving of his great lieart 

Would burst hi.s belt of oak a part I 

Let me unloose this button of wood, 

And quiet a little his turbulent mtKxL 

„ . , (nets U running.) 

See! how its currents gleam and shine, 

As if they had caught the purple hues 

Of autumn sunsets on the Khine, 

Descending and mingling with the dews ; 

Or as if the grapes were stained with the blood 

Of the innocent boy. who some years back, 

Was taken and crucified l)y the 'Jews, 

In that ancient town of Bucluirach ! 

Perdition ui)on those infidel Jews, 

In that am-icnt town of Buchurach ! 

Tlie beautiful town, that gives us wine 

With the fragrant odour of Muscadlnel 

1 should deem it wrong to lot this pass 
Without first touching mv lips to the glass. 
For here in the midst of the current I stand: 
Like the stone Pfalz in the midst of the river, 
Taking toll upon either hand. 

And much more grateful to the giver. 

(Ffe drinls.) 
Here, now, is a very inferior kind 
Such as in any town you may tliid. 
Such as one might imagine would suit 
Tlie rascal who drank wine out of a boot : 
And, after all. it was not a crime. 
For ho won thereby Doi*ff Fluffolsheim. 
A jolly old toper! who at a pull 
Could drink a ixistllion's jack-boot full, 
And ask with n laugh, when that was done, 
If the follow had loft the other ono ! 
This wine is as good as we can afTord 
To the friars, -who sit at the lower board. 
And cannot distinguish bad from go<Hl, 
And are fur belter off than if thoy could, 
Being rathor the rude disciples of beer. 
Than of luiy tiling more roflned and dear! 

(Fills the other flatjon, and departs.) 

The Scriptornim. FHI A It PAC 1 FICUS, tran- 
scribing and illuminating 

Friar Pacijiciis. It Is growing dark ! Yet one 
line more. 
And then my work for to-day Is o'er. 
T come again to the name of the Lord ! 
£re 1 that awful name record, 
That is spoken so lightly among men. 
Let mo pause awhile, and wash my pen: 
Pun! from blomish and biot Hunt It be 
When it writes that word of mystery! 

Thus have I lalioured on and on. 
Nearly through the <io«i)« lof John, 
Can it 1)0 that from thu lips 
Of this same gentle K van w list. 
That Christ himsolf (>orhapR has kissed, 
Cnme tho dreml A;)ocalvpsoI 
// has n very a n-fnl /.jok*, 
At^^ A'^'»/if/.*> thrro at tlw. cud Of the book, 
JJke t/w nan in un vcUitsc. 



Ah mo * when I think of that vision divine, 

lliink of writing It. line \rv line. 

I stand In awe of the terribie curae. 

Like the trump of doom. In the closing verse ! 

God forgive me ! If ever I 

Take aught from the book of that Prophecy, 

Lest my part too should be taken away 

From the Book of Life on the Judgment Day. 

This is well written, though 1 8ay it! 
I conld not be afraid to display it. 
In open day, on the self-same shelf 
Witn the writings of St. Thechi herself. 
Or of Theodoslns, who of old 
Wrote the Gospels In letters of gcfld I 
That goodly folio standing yonder, 
Wlthont a single blot or blander. 
Would not bear away the palm from mine. 
If we should compare them line for line. 

There, now, Is an Initial letter! 

St. Ulrlc himself never made a bettor ! 

Finished down to the leaf and tho snail, 

Down to the eyes en the peacock's i^U ! 

And now as 1 turn tho volume over, 

And see what lies between cover and cover. 

What treasures of art these pages hold, 

All a-blaze with crimson and gold, 

God forgive me ! I seem to feel 

A certain satisfaction steal 

Into my heart, and into ray brain. 

As if my talent had not lain 

Wrapped in a napkin, and all in vain. 

Yes, I might also say to the Lord, 

Here is a copy of thy Word, 

Written ont with much toll and pain; 

Take it, O Lord, and let it be 

As something I have done for thee ! 

{//e loots from the tnndow.) 
How sweet the air is I How fair the scene ! 
I wish I had as lovely green 
To paint my landscapes and mv leaves ! 
How the swallows twitter under the caves 
There, now, there Is one In her nest ; 
I can Just catch a glimpse of her head and 

breast, 
And will sketch her thus in her qniet nook, 
For the margin of my Gospel book. 

(He matei a skett^.) 
I can see no more. Through the vallev yonder 
A shower is passing; I hear the thunder 
Mutter its curses in the air, 
'iTie Devil's own and only prayer! 
The dusty road is brown with rain. 
And, speeding on with might and main, 
Hitherward rides a gallant train, 
Tliey do not parley, thev cannot wait. 
But hurry in at the convent gate. 
Wlnit a fair lady ! and besldo her 
What a handsome, graceful, noble rider 
Now slie gives him her hand to alight: 
They will beg a shelter for the nlt^t. 
1 will ^o down to the corridor, 
And try to see that face once more; 
I L will do for the face of some beautifal Salut, 
Or for one of the Maries I shall paiut. {Goes o-t.) 

The cfoistera. rA«ABBOTERN*£STCSpaCi'R0fo 

and/ro. 

Abbot. Slowly, slowly up the wall 
Steals the sunshine, steals tho shade; 
Evening damps t)egin to fall. 
Evening shadows arc displayed. 
Round me, o'er me, everywhere. 
All the sky Is grand with clouds, 
And athwart the evening air 
Wheel the swallows liome in crowds. 
Shafts of sunshine from the west 
Paiut the dusky windows red: 
Darker shadows, deeper rest. 
Underneath and overhead 
Darker, darker, and more wan, 
lu my Y)Tea%t \.\\^ «\vci^<Qrw« 1»\V ^ 
V! p-watOi *lea.\» xiv^ Vkift «ll. 'ai«k\i^ 
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As the SQiMliine £roin th« wall. 
From the wall Into toe sky, 
From the roof alonir the s{ilre ; 
Ah, the 8ouls of those that die 
Are bnt sunbeams lifted higher. 

Enter PRINCE HENRY. 

Prince Henry. Christ is arisen ! 

Abbot. Amen ! he is arisen ! 

His i>eace be with yon I 

Frmix Henrp. Hero it reigns for ever ! 
The peace of Ood, tiiat passeth DOdunttandiog, 
Kelgns in these cloisters and these corridors. 
Are you Emestus, abbot of the convent ? 

^oool. lam. 

JhriticB Henrff, And I Prince Henry of Hdie- 
neck. 
Who crave yonr hospitality to-nigtit. 

Alib^t. You are thrice welcome to onr hambio 
walls. 
Ton do as lionoar ; and we shall reqnfte U, 
I fear, bnt poorly; entertaining yon 
With Paschal eggs, and our poor conv^it wine, 
The remnants of our Easter holidays. . 

Prince ffenry. How fareb it with the- lioly 
monks of Hirschau ? 
Are all things well witli them? 

Abbot. All things are well. 

Prtitee J/enrp. A noblo conveiu;! 1 have known 
it long 
By the report of travellers. I now see 
Tneii* eomniendatious lag l>ehind the troth 
You lie here in the valley of the Kagokl 
As in a nest : and the still river, gliding 
Along its bed, la like an admonition 
How all things pass. Yonr lands are ridi and 

ample, 
And yonr revenues large. God's benediction - 
Kests on your convent. 

Abbot. By. onr oharltlcs - 

We strive to merit It Our Iir>rd and Master, 
When he departed, left ns in his will. 
As onr l>est legncy on earth, the po<*r 1 
These we have always with us; Ka<t we not, 
Onr hearts would grow as hard as are these 
stones. 

Prince Henry If r remember rights tbo Counts 
ofCaivti . I ■ 

Founded your convent. 

Abbot. Even as you any. 

J*rince Henry. And, if 1 err not. it is. very oUL'i' 

AI>bot. Within these cloisters lie already bori^ 
Twelve holy Abbots. Underneath the flags 
On which we stand, the Abbot William lies, 
Of blessed memory. 

Prince Henry, And whose tomb is that. 
Which bears tlie brass escotcheen? 

Abbot. A l>enef actor's. 

Conrad, a Count of Calva, he who stood 
Godfather to our l>ells. 

Prince Henry. Yonr monks arq learned 

And holy men, I trust. 

Abbot. Tliere are among them 

Learned and holy men. Yet In this age 
We need another Hildcbninil, to shiiko 
And purify us like mighty wind. 
The world is wicked, and sometimes I wonder 
God does not lose his patience with It wholly. 
And shatter it like glass 1 Even here, at times. 
Within these walls where all should be at peace, 
I have my trials. Time has laid his hand 
Upon my heart, gently, not smiting it. 
But as a harper lays his open palm 
Upon his harp, to deaden its vibrations. 
Ashes are on my head, and on my lips 
Hackcloth, and in my breast a heaviness 
And wearhicss of lite, that makes mo ready 
To say to the dead abbots under ns, 
** Make room for me !*' Only 1 see the dusk 
Of evening twilight coming, and have not 
Completed half my task ; and so at tiqaes 
The thought of my short-comings in this life 
Fails like a shadow on the life to come. 



Pnnce Henry. Wc must all die, and not the old 
alone ; 
The young have no exemption from that doom. 
Abbot. Ah, yes ! the young may die, but the 
old must! 
That Is the dllfercnco. 

Prince Henry. I have heard much land 

Of your transcribers. Y'our 8crii)torium 
Is fanions among all. yonr mannscrlpts 
Praised for their beauty and their excellence. 
Abbot. That is Indeed our boast. If you desire 
it. 
You shall behold these treasures. And mean- 
while 
Shall the Refectorarius bestow 
Your horses and attendants for the night. 

(They go in. 77ie Vesper-bell rings.) 

The Chapel Vespers ; after which the monks retire, 
a chorister leading an old monk trho is btiiid. 

Prince Henry. They are all gone, save one who 

lingers. 
Absorbed in deep and silent prayer. 
As if his heart conld And no rest. 
At times he beats his heaving breast 
With clenched and convulsive fingers. 
Then lifts them trembling In the air. 
A chorister, with golden hair. 
Guides hitherward his heavy pace. 
Can it be so P Or docs my sight 
Deceive me in the uncertain light? 
Ah, no ! I recognise that face. 
Though Time has touched it in his flight, 
And changed the aubnrn hair to white. 
It is Count Hugo of the Rhine, 
The deadliest foe of all our race, 
And baleful unto ihe and mine I 
I7»e Blind Mont. VTho l8 it that doth stand so 

near. 
His whispered words I almost hear? 

Prince Henry. lam Prince Henry of Hoheneck, 
And you. Count Hugo of the Rhhie 1 
I know you, and I see the scar, 
The brand npon your forehead, shine 
And redden, like a baleful star ! 
l%e Blutd Monk. Count Hugo once, but now the 

wreck 
Of- what I was. 0, Hoheneck ! 
The passionate will, the inlde, the wrath, 
Tliat bore me headlong on my path, 
Stumbled and. staggered into fear, 
And failed me in my mad career. 
As a tired steed some evil-dber. 
Alone upon a desolate moor. 
Bewildered, lost, deserted, blind. 
And healing loud and close behind 
The overtaking steps of his pursuer. 
Then suddenly from the dark there came 
A voice that called me by my name. 
And said to me "Kneel down and pray '.'• 
And so my terror passed away, 
Passed utterly away for ever. 
Contrition, penitence, remorse. 
Came on mo with overwhelming force ; 
A hope, a longing, an endeavour. 
By days of penance and nights of prayer. 
To frustrate and defeat despair! 
Calm, deep, and still Is now my heart, « 

With tranquil waters overflowed : 
A lake whose unseen fountains start. 
Where once the hot volcano glowed. 
And you, O Prince of Houeneck ! 
Have known me in tliat earlier time, 
A man of violence and crime, 
Whose passions brooked no curb nor check, 
Beheld me now, in gentler mood. 
One of this holy brotherhood. 
Give me your hand ; here let me kneel ; 
Make your reproaches sharp as steel ; 
Spam me ana smite me on each cheek; 
Ko violence can harm the meek. 
There la no wovAvi CVvcS.%\. ^'».\\v\si\.\NRSs!k.» 
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Yes ; lift yuur priocd j hand and tolLO 
]{c ventre. If 'tis reveiige you seek ; 
llicu, inirdon uc. fur Jc8us' sake! 

J*rutce Ilenry. Arise, Connt Hugo ! let there be 
No further strife nor enmity 
Kj'tween ur twain : we botii have erred ! 
T(K> rash in act, too wroth in word, 
Knnu tlic liCKlnnLuK Imve wu stood 
In tlcrcu. doHant attitude, 
h^Hch thuuglitluss of the other's right, 
.-Vnd each reliant on his might. 
Hut now our souls are more subdued. 
The hand of (iod, and not in vaiJi ; 
Has touched us with the fire of IMifn. 
lA!t us kneel down and side by side 
I'niv till our suuls Arc purified. 
And imrdon will not be denied. (lHep knea.) 

The Refectory Gaudiolum of Monks at midmght. 
LUCIFER disguised as a Friar. 

Friar Paul (sitiffS). 

Ave ! color vkii clart, 
Dnlcis ]K>tas, non ainari, 
Tua nos inehrlart 
DiKncris potential 

Friar Cuthbert. isot so much noise, my wortjiy 
frferes. 
You'll disturb the Abbot at his prayers. 

Fricar Paul {/sings). 

O! quamplaccns in colore! 
() ! qnnm fragrans in otiore 
O ! (luam sapidam in ore ! 
J>ulcc linguse vinculum ! 

Friar Cuthbert. I should think yonr tODffoe 
had broken its chain; 

Friar Paul (Mngs). 

J'rlix venter qnera lntrHl>is! 
Felix gutter quod rigabis ! 
Felix OS quodftu lavubis! 
Ktbeata labial 

Friar Cuthbert. Peace! I say, peace! 
Will you never cease ? 
Y«m will rouse up the Abbot, r tell yon affaln! 

Friar John. No danger; to-night he wlfl let us 
alone. 
As T happen to know he has guests of his own. 

Fruir Cuthbert. Who arc thev? 

Friar John. A German Prhice and his train. 
Who arrived hero just before the rain. 
Tliere Is with them a damsel fair to see, 
Ah slender and graceful as arecd ! 
When she alighted from her steed, 
it seemed like a blossom blown from a tree. 

Friar Cuthbert. None of your pale-faced giris 
for me ! 
None of your damsels of high degree ! 

Friar John. Come, old fellow, dritik down to 
your peg! 
Itut do not drink any further, I beg. 

Fruxr Paul (singg). 

In the days of gold, 
The days of old, 
(.Jtoss <if wood 
And bishop of gold! 

Friar Cuffibert. What an Infernal racket and 
riot ! 
f'nn yon not take your wine In qnict? 
Wliv fill the convent with snch svanrtals. 
As if you were so many dmnken Vandals ? 

Friar Paul (continues). 

Now we have changed 
Tliat law so gootl, 
To cross of K«»ld 
And bishop of wood ! 

Friar Cuthbert. Well, then, since you are In the 
mood 



To give your noisy hnmoqrs vent, 
81ng and shout to ytmr hekrt's eontrat ! 

C^onuiffMoMJtt. 

Funde vlnnm, fnnde! 
Tanquam shit flomiUis ondn. 
Nee queraa onde, 
Sed fnndos semper abnndel 

F>iar Jt^ta. Wliat is the name ot yonder frlAr, 
With an eye that glows lik«a coal of Are, 
And such a black maas of tmagled hair? 

Fi^iar Paul. He who is atttlng there. 
With a nilllcUng 
l>evli-nuiy-care. 
Free-and-easy look and air. 
At if he were oMd to anctf ftaatln« sad frallok- 
Ing? 

Fnar John. The same. 

Fntar Pamk He's a stranger. Yon hAd tatter 
ask his name. 
And where he It koing, and whence he came. . 

Friar John. Hallu! Sir Frier I 

Friar PamL Yon moat raise jonr Toloe a Uttle 
higher. 
He does not teem to hear what yon atj. 
Now. try again ! He Is looking tnis way. 

Fnar John. Hallo! Bfa* Friar, 
We wish to Inquire 

Whence yon came, and where jovl are goiiiir. 
And anything else that Is worin the knowing. 
So be so good as to open ytar head. 

Lucifer. I am a Frenchman iiom moA bred. 
Going on a pllgrinuige to Rome. 
My home 

Is the convent of St OUdas de IUln^« 
Of which, very hke, yon never have heard. 

Monks. Never a word! 

Xnq/lcr. You most know, then, it la in the 
diocese 
Called the Blooeae of Yaines, 
In the province of Brittany, 
From the gray rocks of MoKhlhan 
It overlooks the angrr sea ; 
The very seap«hore where, 
In his great despair. 
Abbot Abelard walked to and fra 
FllUng the night with woe, 
And wailing aloud to the merciless seas. 
The name of his tweet Helodso I 
Whilst overhead 

The convent windows gleamed as red 
At the fiery eyes of the monks witiilii. 
Who with jovial din 
Gave themselves np to all kinds of sin ! 
Ha I that is a convent ! that is an ahbey ! 
Over the doors. 

None of your death-heads carved in wood. 
None of yonr iteints looking pious and good. 
None of voiir Patriarchs old and sliabby ! 
iiut the heads and tusks of boars. 
And the cells 

Hung all round with the fblla 
Of the fallow deer. 
And then what cheer! 
What Jolly, fat friars. 
Sitting r4»und the great, roaring flres, 
Knaring londer than they. 
With their strong wlneK. 
And thotr concubines, 
And never a bell. 

Culling yon nn with a start of affright 
in the dead or night. 

To send vou grnuibllng down dark stairs, 
To mumble your prayen. 
But the cheery crow 
Of C(>ck8 in the yar<l bchm*. 
After (laybrt^ak an hoar or so. 
And the barking of dee|)-moatliod honnds \ 
Tliese are the sounds 
That, Instead ol belli, salute the ear. 
And then all «lay 
Up and away 



HM to blToV' ° '' 
Tlwt'a what I think 1 
Come. drlDk, diUlE, 
SrlDk. nnd die game! 
Mo*U. And ianr_ Abbot Wlul 

■*^^^^^-^«li»drtii» hard? 
... AnoINi 



A( l[ ba Gsd eanu Lata BHIMnV 




ZuVTMnrrMtf. Wbuli Ikattaetllorf A« 
Fivr ^akrrl- It !■ ooly % pwr^ oataitBatta 









A^ nilutsitlolil) iiccuUnrvniliiietsS 
Priar CufAAs-f , And bctarc tbE iKlllar ■ 

But tiionBh of iluii. C|.oou,l|yr.HDlMsei 

Wd put taaie poluB lulu lbs u)i»Uce. 
Butt oUher by ncf IdjUU or d^ga, 

Flam tbs ctiape] tbiiE Aht.. 

Dnnh thaivcnuEUJil wliL^t 

Th Me with Bti* «"•! Uwlt 



1 J{ J- I" 

Mmia. How "" " 

iMd Vo Brot n 



Ami nimlshWin Mjnndlj. once tor all 
Friar VMMiert. Aa it, Dnnstua of uld. 

Oiueuoiki the Devil by the noie ! 
iMciflr. Hi! hi! thHtMoiT Is rer; clever, 

(FBIAJl PAUL OHDi tl\e tcindon itnfdntlV. oit 

Hiut IJlEBALD. 2%vt<tUW>n.) 

Friar SMaM. Hclpl help I ore jou golnE lo 

.Aur FauL Th^t will leach ^u jigala to be- 

Fnar SiOiild. Merw! merer 1 

/WorT^uI iihouHni/ and bsttinsi. 



Aioi. WhafKaSi'lhllrewliimlairooM? 

^ polluu Ihla soiiMt wtth rmiT reveli F 

To be ihockad hr ■nehnucadlr mlitli. 

He vnnM wilM_nw namM witli ftn of nil 

lDhJ*U«kii(0«iRmta,imauilain ' 

AwKj, roudnnklTdil ts your Mil*, 

AndpnvtUljniiLbMrllMaMllii-lieUii 

Aud yon. BnXInr Fnncls. aud yun. Srptliti 



D not crnmbie and cnufa jou In lt9 fall ! 

niagaiA, Tba nSglit b tlleut. tlie nb 

Le vlUH benlnd them no HUTOwtuI irnce, 

Wm daik wHJi'paiiloii Mid aolled wltK sIia. 
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Hut now its wounds arc henlcd again ; 

Gone arc the anffolsb, the terror, and pain ; 

Far across that desolate land of woe. 

O'er whose baming sands 1 was forced to gOi 

A wind from heaven began to blow ; 

And all my being trembled and shook,- 

As the leaves of the tree, or the grass of the field, 

And I was healed, as the sick are healed. 

When fanned by the leaves of the Iloly Book t 

As thou sittest in the moonlight there, 

Its glory flooding thy golden hair, 

And the only darkness that which lies 

In the hannted chambers of thine eyes, 

I feel mv soul drawn unto thee. 

Strangely, and strongly, and more and more. 

As to one I have known and love before ; 

For every soul is akin to me 

That dwells in the land of mystery ! 

I am the Lady Irmingard, 

Bom of a noble race and name ! 

Many a wandering Suabian bard. 

Whose life was dreary, and bleak, and hard, 

Has found through mc the way to fame. 

Brief and bright were those days, and the night 

Which followed was fall of a lurid li^pht. 

Love, that of every woman's heart 

Will have the whole, and not a part, 

That is to her, in Nature's plan. 

More than ambition is to man, 

Her light, her life, her very breath. 

With no alternative but death, 

Found me a maiden soft and young, 

Jnst from the convent's cloistered school, 

And seated on my lowly stool. 

Attentive while the minstrels song. 

Gallant, graceful, gentle, tall. 

Fairest-, noblest, best of all, 

Was Walter of the Vogolweid ; 

And, whatsoever may betide. 

Still I think of him with pride! 

His song was of the summer-time, 

Tlie very birds sang in his rhyme ; 

The sunshine, the delicious air. 

The fragrance of the flowers, were there; 

And I grew restless as I heard, 

Restless and bnovant as a bird, 

Down soft, aSrial currents sailing. 

O'er blossomed orchards, and fields in blOMB, 

And through the momentry gloom 

Of shadows o'er the landscape trailing. 

Yielding and borne I know not where. 

But feeling resistance unavailing. 

And thus, unnoticed and apart. 
And more by accident than choice, 
I listened to that single voice 
Until the chambers of my heart 
Were filled with it by night and day. 
One night,— it was a night in May,— 
Within the garden, unawares. 
Under the blossoms in the gloom, 
I heard it utter my own name 
With protestations and wild prayers; 
And it rang through me, and became 
Like the archangel's trump of doom, 
Which the soul hears, and must obey; 
And mine arose as from a tomb. 
My former life now seemed to me 
Sacb as hereafter death may be. 
When in the great Eternity 
We shall awake and find it day. 

It was a dream, and would not stay ; 
A dream, that in a single night 
Faded and vanished out of sight. 
3Iy Father's anger followed fast 
This passion, as a freshening blast 
Seeks out and fans the fire, whoso rage 
It may increase, but not assuage. 
And he exclaimed : " No wandering bard 
Shall win thy hand, O Inningard! 
For whicli i*riuce Henry of IlulicuecX 
By messenger unU letter sues," 



Gently, but firmly, I replied: 

** Heunr of Hoheneck I discard! 

Never the band of Irmingard 

Shall lie in his as the hand of a bride!" 

Tills said I, Walter, for thy sake; 

This said I, for I could not choose. 

After a pause, my father spake 

In that cold and deliberate tone, 

Which turns the hearer into stone, 

And seems itself the act to be 

That follows with such dread certainty ; 

'* This, or the cloister and the veil!" 

No other words than these he said. 

But they were like a funeral wail ; 

My life was ended, my heart was dead. 

That Jiight from the castle-gate went down. 

With silent, slow, and stealthy paoe, 

Two shadows, mounted on shadowy steeds, 

Taking the narrow path that leads - 

Into the forest dense and brown. 

In the leafy darkness of the iilace. 

One could not distinguish form nor face. 

Only a bulk without a shape, 

A darker shadow in the stiaae; 

One scarce could say it moved or stayed. 

Thus it was we made our eacape! 

A foaming brook, with many a bound. 

Followed us like a playful houad ; 

Then leaped before as, and in the hoDow 

Paused, and waited for us to follow, 

And seemed impatient, and afraid 

That our tardy fllcht shoold be betrayed 

By the sound our horses' ho<rf-beats made. 

And when we reached the plain below. 

We paused a moment and drew rein 

To look hack at the castle a«iin : 

And we saw the windows all ar^ low 

With lights that were jMwsbi^ to and fro ; 



Oar hearts with terror ceased to beat ; 

The brook crept silent to our feet, 

We knew what we most feared to know. 

Then suddenly horns began to blow; 

And we heard a shout and a heavy tianq;), 

And our horses snorted in' the damp 

Night-air of the meadows green and wide, 

And in a moment, side by side. 

So close, they must have seemed but one. 

The shadows across tlie moonlight ran. 

And another came, and swept behlBd, 

Like the shadows of clotids before the windl 

How I remember that breathless flight 

Across the moors, in the summcrnightt ■ 

How under our feet the kmg, wmte rotd. 

Backward like a river flowed. 

Sweeping with it fences and hedges. 

Whilst farther away, and overhead, 

Paler than I, with fear and dread. 

The moon fled with us as we fled 

Along the forest's Jagged edgM ! 

AU this I can remember well: 

But of what afterwards befell 

I nothing further can recall 

Than a blind, desperate, headlong fall ; 

TRe rest is a blank and darkness alL 

When 1 awoke ont of this swoon; 

The sun was shining, not the moon, 

Making a cross ap<m the wall 

With the bars of my windows narrow and tall ; 

And I prayed to it, as I had been wont to prajt 

From early childhood, day by day. 



*7 - 
Each morning, as in bed I lay ! 

lying I _ ■ 

And I thanked God, in my fever and pain. 



I was lying again In my own room ! 



That those shadows on the midnight plain 

Were gone, and could not G<Hne again! 

I struggled no longer with my doom t 

"nils hapiwned many years ago, 

I left my father's home to come, 

Like Catherine to her martyrdom. 

For blindly I esteemed it so. 

And when I heard the convent door, 

Behind me close, to ope no nor?* 



I felt it smito me like a blow. 
Through all my limbs a shudder ran, 
And on my bruised spirit fell 
The dampness of my narrow cell 
As night-air on a woonded man, 
Giving Intolerable pain. 

But now a better life begaiL 

I felt the agony decrease 

By slow degrees, then wholly cease. 

Ending in perfect rest and peace! 

It was not apathy, nor duliiess. 

That weighed and pressed upon my brain, 

Bnt the same passion I hud given 

To earth before, now turned to heaven 

With all its overflowing fulness. 

AJaa! the world is full of peril ! 

The path that runs through the fairest meads. 

On the sunniest side of tlie valley, leads 

Into a region bleak and sterile ! 

Alike in the high-born and the lowly, 

The will is feeble and passion strong. 

We cannot sever right from wrong; 

Some falsehood mingles witli all truth ; 

l^or is it strange the heart of youth 

Should waver and comprehend bnt slowly 

The things that are holy and unholy ! 

But in tlus sacred and calm retreat, 

We are well and safely shielded 

From winds that blow, and waves that beat. 

From the cold, and rain, and blighting heat, 

To which the strongest hearts have yielded. 

Here we stand as the Virgins Seven, 

For our celestial bridegroom yearning; 

Our hearts are lamps for ever burning. 

With a steady and unwavering flame. 

Pointing upward, for ever the same, 

Steadily upward toward the Heaven I 

TtkO moon is hidden behind a cloud ; 

A sudden darkness fills the room, 

And thy deep eyes, amid the gloom. 

Shine like jewels in a shroud. 

On the leaves is a sonndiOf falling rain ; 

A bird, awakened in its nest, 

Oives a faint twitter of unrest. 

Then smooths its plumes and sleeps again. 

No other sounds than these I hear; 

The hour of midnight must be near. 

Thou art o'er spent with the day's fatigue 

Of riding many a dusty league ; 

Sink, then, gently to tny slumber ; 

He so many cares encumber. 

So many gliosts, and forms of fright, 

Have started from their graves to-night. 

They have driven sleep from mind eyes away; 

1 wUl go down to the chapel and pray. 



A covered bridge at Lucerne. 

Prince Benry. God*s blessing on the architects 
who Duild 
The bridges o'er swift rivers and abysses 
Before hnpassable to human feet. 
No less than on the builders of cathedrals, 
Whose massive walls are bridges tlirown across 
The dark and terrible abyss of Death. 
Well has the name of Pontifex been given 
Unto the Church's head, as the chief builder 
And architect of the invisible bridge 
That leads trom earth to heaven. 

EUie. How dark it grows ! 

What are these paintings on the walls around 
us? 
Prince Henry. The Dance Macaber 1 
£is(e. What7 

JYince Henry. The Dance of Death ? 

All that go to and fro must look upon it. 
Mindful of what they shall be, while beneath^ 
Among the wooden piles, the turbulent Xiy^x 
Koshes, iip|)etuoa8 as the river of Ufc« 



THE GOLDEN LEGEND. 

With dimpling eddies, ever green and brli 
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»»ini uiuipuiiK uaaies, evers^en ana Drigl 

Save where the shadow of thisf bridge falls 

Elsie. O, yes ! I see it now ! 

Prince Henry. The grim musician 

Leads all m<'n throuph the mazes of that dance. 

To different sounds in different measures 

moving; 
Sometimes he plavs a lute, sometimes a drum. 
To tempt or terrify. 
Elsie. Wliat is tliis picture ? 

Pnnce Henry. It is a youug man singing to 
nun, 
Wlio kneels at her devotions, bnt in kneeling 
Turns round to look at him ; and Death, mean- 

whlie. 
Is putting out the candles on the altar! 
Elsie. Ah, wliat a pity 'tis that she should 
listen 
Unto such songs, when in her orisons 
She miglit have heard In heaven the angels sing- 
ing! 
Prince Henry. Here he has stolen a jester's cap 
' And bells 
And dances with the Queen. 
Elsie. A foolish jest ! 

Prwce Henry. And here the heart of the new- 
wedded wife, 
Coming from church with her beloved lord. 
He startles with the rattle of his drum. 
Elsie, Ah, that is sad! And yet perhaps 
best 
That she should die, with all tlie sunshine 

her. 

And all the benedictions of the morning. 
Before this affluence of golden light 
Shall fade Into a cold and clouded gray, 
Tlien into darkness. 

Pnnce Henry. Under it is written, 

"Nothing but death shall separate thee and 
me!" 
Elsie. And what is this, that follows close upon 

it? 
Prince Henry. Death, playing a Dulcimer. Be- 
hind him, 
A poor old woman, with a rosary, 
Follows the sound and seems to wish her feet 
Were swilter to o'ertake him. Underneath, 
Tlie Uiscription reads, "Better is Death than 
Life." 
Elsie. Better is Death than Life! Ah yes ! to 
thousands 
Death plays upon a dulcimer, and sings 
That song of consolation, till the air 
Kings with it, and they cannot choose bnt fol- 
low 
Whither ho leads. And not the old alone. 
But the young also hear it, and ai*e still. 
Prince Henri/. Yes, in their sadder moments, 
'Tis the sound 
Of their own hearts they hear, half full of tears. 
Which arc like crystal cups, half filled with 

Responding to the pressure of a finger 
With music sweet and low and melanciioiy. 
Let us go forward, and no longer stay 
In this great picture-gallery of Death ! 
I hate it! ay, the very thought of it ! 

Elsie. Why is it hateful to vou ? 

Prince Henry. For the reason 

That life, and all that speaks of life, is lovely. 
And death, and all that speaks of death, is hate- 
ful. 

Elsie. The grave itself is but a covered bridge. 
Leading from light to light, through a brief 
darkness ! 

Prince Henry (emerging from the bridge). I 
breathe again more freely. Ah, how 
pleasant. 
To come once more into the light of day. 
Out of that shadow of deatli ! To hear again 
The hoof-beats of our horses on firm ground. 
And not upon those hollow planks, resonnding 
Will) a sepulchnU ecbo,. Ulie the clods 
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Oa coflSiis ill a clmrchyard! Yonder lies 
The Lake of the Four Forust-Towus, apparelled 
In Usht. aiid llnf^erlnf?, like a village lualdcu, 
Uid in the bosom of licr native mountains, 
Then pouring all her life into another's. 
Changing her name and being! OvArhead, 
Hhaldng ills cloudy tresses loose in air, 
Kises lUlatus, with his windy pines. 

(Theypauon.) 

The DeviTs Bridge. PRINCE HENRY and 
ELSIE cro«M»^, wUh attendantt. 

Guide. This bridge is called the Devil's Bridge, 
With a shiglo arch, from ridge to ridge, 
It leaps across the terrible chasm 
Yawning beneath us, black and deep, 
As if, in some convulsive spasm. 
The summits of the hills had cracked. 
And made a road for the cataract. 
That raves and rages down the steep ! 

Lucifer (under tfte bridge) Hal ha! 

Ouuxe. Never any bri(fge but this 
Could stand across the wild abyss ; 
All the rest, of wood or stone. 
By the Devil's hand were overthrown. 
He toppled crags from the precipice. 
And whatsoe'er was built by day 
In the night was swept awav ; 
None cuiiid stand but this alone. 

Luctfer (under the bridge). Ha! ha! 

Ouiae. I showed you in the valley a boulder 
Marked with the imprint of liis slioulder; 
As he was bearing it up this way, 
A peasant, passing, cried, " Herr J6 1** 
And the Devil dropped it in his fright, 
And vanished suddenly out of sight. 

Lucifer (under the Midge). Ha! ha! 

Ouiae. Abbot Oiraldus of Einsiedcl, 
For pUffriras on their way to Rome, 
Built tnis at last, with n single arch. 
Under which, on its endless march, 
Runs the river, white witli foam. 
Like a thread througli tlie eye oi a needle. 
And the Devil promised to let it stand, 
Under compact and condition 
That the first living thing which crossed 
Should be surrendered into his hand, 
And be beyond redemj)tion lost, 

Lucifer (under the brtdge). Ha! ha! perdition! 

Ouide. At lengtli the bridge being all com- 
pleted. 
The Abt)ot, stainj^ng at Its head. 
Threw across it a loaf of l)rcad. 
Which a hungry dog sprang after. 
And the rocks re-echoed with peals of laugh- 
ter. 
To see the Devil thus defeated ! 

(Tlieu puss on.) 

Luc\fer {under the hndqe). Ila! ha! dcicutudi 
For journevs and for crimes like this 
I let the bridge stand o'er the abyss ! 

The St. Gothard Pasi. 

Prince Henry. This is the highest point. Two 
ways tlio rivers 
Leap down t4» different seas, and as they roll 
(}row deep and still, and their inaj4iiitic pre- 
sence 
Becomes u JxMJcf notion to the towns 
Tlioy visit, waixloring silently among thcni. 
Like )mtrlarchs old a.nong tlieir shining' tents. 
Elsie. Ilowbloak and bare it Is! NotliingL>ut 
mosses 
Gr«) w on t hese rocks. 

Prince Henry. Yet they are not forjrottcn ; 

Jicnotlccnt 2^utnro sends the mists to feed them. 
^Mer. h'ov yonder UttJo cloud, that, borne 
hJoU 
^/f^/^^"^^' ''^' ^^'^ ^'liuh floats fast a way 

The body oF St. (\,tlwiUw, bonm hy nngels* 



Prince Henry. Tliou art St. Catherine, and 1b- 
visible angels 
Bear thee across these chasms and precipices. 
Lest thou shouldst dash thy foet against a 
stone ! 

Elsie. Would 1 were borne unto by grave, as 
she was. 
Upon angelic shoulders. Even now 
I seem uplifted by them, light as air! 
What sound is tliat ? 

Prince Henry. The tumbling avalanches ! 

Elsie. How awf uL yet how beautifnl I 

Prince Henrv. These are 

The voices of the moontainfl I Thus they ope 
Tlieir snowy lips, and apeak onto each other. 
In the primeval language, lost to man. 

ElsK. What land Is this that spreads Itsdf be- 
neath us ? 

Prince Henry. Italy! Italy 1 

Elsie. Land of the Madoxtna ! 

How beautiful it is! It seems a garden 
Of Paradise ! 

Prince Henry. Nay, of Gcthsemane 
To thee and me, of passion and of prayer! 
Yet once of Paradise. Long years ago 
I wandered as a youth among Its bowers. 
And never'from mv heart has faded qnlte 
Its memory, that, like a summer sunset, 
Encircles with a ring of purple light 
All the horizon of mj youth. 

Cfnide. O friends! 

The days are short, the way before us long ; 
We must not linger. If we ttiMfi to reach 
The inn at Bellnz(ma before vespers ! 

iTh^^pauou.) 

At the foot of tlie Alpt. A halt under (he trea at 

noon. 

Prince Henry. Here let us pause a moment hi 
the trembling 
Shadow and sunshine of the rood-side trees. 
And, our tired horses in a group assembling. 
Inhale long draughta of this delicious breeze. 
Our fleeter steeds have distanced our attendants ; 
They lag behind us witli a glower pace : 
We will await them undor (he fnioon peiulants 
Of the f^eat willows ii) iliis shady placuw 
Ho, Barbarossa! How thy moftlcd haunches 
Sweat with this cantor over hill and glade ! 
Stand still, and let tbesc overhanging bnuicbcs 
Fan thy hot sides and comfort thee with shade! 
Elsie. What a delightful laudscape spreads be- 
fore us. 
Marked wltli a whltewaslied cottage hero and 

there! 
And, in luxuriant garlands drooping oVr n<«. 
Blossoms of grape-vines scent tlie snnnv air. 
Prince Henry. Hark! what sweet suunds 
those, whose accents lioly 
Fiil the warm noon with music sad and sweet ? 
Elsie. It is a band of pllgrhns. moving slowly 
On their long Journey with uncoTereil fert. 

Pilgrinu (chaniiMg the Hymn nfSi, UikLbafi. 

Me reccptct 81on Ula, 
Sion David, urbs tranqulllo, 
Cn us fabcr aurtur Jucls.' 
Cu us portas lignum cruets. 



arc 



Cu 



UK clavos lingua Petri, 



Cu, us elves semper Ja^tl, 
Cujns niuri lapis vivus, 
Cnjus custos Rex fcstivusi 

Lucifer (as a Friar in the proce»su>n). 

Here am I, too, in the pious band. 
In the garb of a barefooted Camiolito dressed! 
The souls of my feet are as hard and tanned 
Aa tl\e e(m«clence of old l»oi>e Hildubrand, 
The Uo\y **la.\v, -vXw* uiii^<& W\% >k Wua 

Of the \A&ho^% \efik^ fraA\L iducG(M6Vo\>\.N«^ 

AW (Vav \otv« \ \MsaX ws >««»aV 
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The Latin hymns« which I understand 

Quite as wcllf I think, as the rest. 

And at niglit such ludglug in bams and sheds, 

Such a hurly-burly In conntry inns. 

Such a clatter of tongues in empty Inns ! 

Such a hclter-slceltcr of prayers and slntt! 

Of aU the contrivances of the time 

For sowing broadcast the seeds of crime, 

Ttiere is none so pleasing to me and miuu 

As a pilgrimage to some far-off shrine! 

iVimre Henry. If from the out-ward man wc 
Judge the imicr, 
And cleanliness is godliness. I fear 
A hopeless reprobate, a hardened sinner, 
Must be that Carmelite now passing near. 

Lwifer. There is my German Prince again, 
Thus far on his Journey to Salern, 
And the lovesick girl, whose heated brain 
Is sowing the clond to reap the rain ; 
But it's a long road that has no turn! 
Let them quietly hold their way, 
I have also a part in the play. 
But, first, I must act to my heart's content 
This mununery and this merriment. 
And drive this motley flock of sheep 
Into the fold, where drinlc and sleep 
•ftie Jblly old friars of Bcnevent. 
OX a truth, it often provokes me tp langh 
To see these beggars bobble along. 
Lamed and maimed, and fed upon chaff. 
Chanting their wonderful piff and paflT, 
And, to make up for not understanding the song, 
singing it fiercely, and wild, and strong! 
Were it not for my uja>ric gnrtcrs and staff, 
And the goblets oi goodly wine 1 quaff. 
And the mischief I make in the idle throng, 
I should not continue the business long. 

FUgriiM (chantuig). 

In hftc urbe, lax soleimls, 
Ver ajtemiim, pax percnnis ; 
In hRc odor imnlens c«los. 
In h&c temper festum inclos ! 

Prince Henry. Do you obberve that monk 
among the train, 
Who pours from his great throat the roaring 

bass. 
As a cathedral spout pours out the rain. 
And this way turns his rubicund, round face? 
JStsie. It is the same who, on the Strasbnrg 
square, 
Preached to the people in the open nir. 
Prmce Henry. And he has crossed o'er moun- 
tain, field, and fell. 
On that good steed, that seems to bear him well. 
The hackney of the Friars of Orders Gray, 
His own stout legs ! He, too, was in the play. 
Both as King Herod and Ben Israel, 
Good morrow, Friar I 
Friar Cuthbert. (}ood morrow, noble Sir! 
Prince Henry. I speak in German, for, unless I 
err, ' 
You are a German. 

Friar OutMtert. 1 cannot gainsay yon. 

But by what instinct, or what secret sign. 
Meeting me here, do you straightway divine 
That northward of the Alps my country lies ? 
Prince Henry, Your accent, like St, Peter's, 
would betray you, 
Did not your yellow beard and your blue eyes. 
Moreover, we have seen your face befwe. 
And heard yon prcacli at the Cathedral door 
' On Easter Sunday, in tlie Strasburg square. 
We were among the crowd that ffatliered there, 
And saw yon play the Rabbi with great skill, 
As if, by leaning o'l-r so nmny years 
To walk with little children, your own will 
Had caught a childish attitiufc from their.s, 
A kiad of stooping in Us form and gnit, 
And could no longer stand erect and struiffht. 
Whenoo come yoa now ? 
^VtarCtUMert. From the old monastery 



Of Hlrschan, in the forest; being sent 

Upon a pilgrimage to Benevent, 

To see the Imago of the Mrghi Mary, 

That moves its holy eyes, auu sometimes 

speaks. 
And lets the piteous tears run down its chcelu, 
To touch the heart of the impenitent. 
Prince Henry. O, had I faith, as in ihc days 
gone by, 
Tliat knew no doubt, and feared no mystery! 
Lucifer (at a distance). Uo, Cuthbert! Friar 

Cuthbert! 
Fnar Cuthbert. Farewell, Prince ! 

I cannot stay to argue and convince. 
Prince Henry. This is indeed the blessed Mary's 
land, 
Virgin and Mother of our dear Redeemer ! 
All hearts are touched and softened at her 

name : 
Alike the bandit^ with the bloody hand, 
Tlie priest, the prince, the scliolar, and the pea- 
sant. 
The man of deeds, the visionary dreamer. 
Pay homage to her as one ever present! 
And even as children, who have much offended 
A too-indnlgcnt father, in great shame 
Penitent, and yet not dadnff unattended 
To go into his presence, at the gate 
Speak with their sister, and confiding wait. 
Till she goes in before and intercedes; 
So men, repenting of their evil deeds, 
And yet not venturing rashly to draw near 
With their requests an angry father's ear. 
Offer to her their prayers and their confession, 
And she for them in heaven mokes intercession. 
And if our faith had given us nothlna more 
Than this example of all womanhood. 
So mild, so merciful, so strong, so good. 
So patient, peaceful, loyal, loving, pure. 
This were enough to prove it higher and truer 
Than all the creeds the world had known be- 
fore. 

Pilgrims chanting qfar off. 
Urbs coDlestIs, urbs bcata, 
Supra petram collocatn, 
Urbs in portn satis tuto 
De longinquo te saluto, 
Te saluto. tc suspire, 
Te aff ccto, te requiro ! 

The Inn at Genoa. A terrace overlooking the sea, 

A'tght. 

Prtnce Henry. It is the sea, it is the sea 
In all its vagne immensity. 
Fading and darkening in the distance ! 
Silent, majestical, and slow. 
The white ships haunt it to and fro. 
With all tlieir ghostly sails unfurled, 
As phantoms from another world. 
Haunt the dim confines of existence I 
But ah ! how few can comprehend 
Tlieir signals, or to what good end 
From land to land they come and go I 
Upon a sea more vast and dark 
The spirits of the dead embark. 
All voyaging to unknown coasts. 
We wave our farewells from tbe shore. 
And they depart, and come no more, 
Or come as pnautoms and as ghosts. 

Above the darksome sea of death 
Looms the great life that is to be, 
A laud of cloud and mystery, 
A dim mirage, with shapes of men 
Long dead, and passed beyond our ken. 
Awe-struck we gaze, and hold our breath. 
Till the fair \kaft<i«t\\V. N«L\^Vi\\«eX^^^ 
Lea\\uR \\^ \u -p^iVviVcsAVs , 

A visum ol ttie v?ot\d.u\«fcW|A 

Or a VjTlttVvt \va«L«ft «>l oxa o^^,-_-xv. 
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Lucifer (singinff from the sea) Thon didst not 
make tt, 'thou cnnst not mend It, 
fiat thou hast tlio power to end It ! 
The sua is silent, the sea is discreet, 
Deep it lies at thy very feet ; 
There is no confessor like unto Death! 
Thon canst not see him, but lie is near: 
Thou nccdcst not whisper above thy breath. 
And he will licur; 
He will answer tho questions. 
Tile vaffuc surmises and siiKjrcstions, 
That fill thy soul with duuM and fcair ! 

I*rince Henry. The fisherman, who lies afloat, 
With shadowy sail, in yonder boat, 
Is singing softly to the Nleht! 
lint do I comprehend aright 
The meaning of tho words he sung 
So sweetly in his native tongue ? 
Ah, vch! the 8ea is HtiU and deep. 
All tilings within its bosom sleep! 
A single step, and all is o*cr; 
A plunge, a bubble, and uo more; 
And thou, dear £lsie. wilt be free 
From martyrdom and agony. 

nine (coming from her chamber vpon theterraU). 
Tlie night Is calm and cloudless. 
And still as still can be. 
And the stars come forth to listen 
To the muHlc of the sea. 
They gather, and gather, and gather, 
Until they cniwd the sky. 
And listen, in breatliless silence. 
To the solenni iitan}'. 
It begins in rockv caverns, 
Asa voice that chants ulono 
To the pedals of the organ 
In monotonous undertone ; 
And an(m from shelvinpr l)cachcs. 
And sIuUlow sands beyond, 
In snow-white robes uprising 
Tho ghostly choirs respond. 
And sadly and unceasing 
The monrnful voice sings on. 
And the snow-white choirs still answer 
Christe eleison ! 

Prince Henry. Angel of (Jod! thy finer sense 
])crcelvcs 
Celestial and pernetnal harmonies! 
Tliy purer soul, that trembles and believes. 
Hears the arcliangel's trumpet in the broo/o. 
And where the forest rolls, or ocean licaves, 
Cecilia's organ sounding in tlie seas, 
And tongues of prophets speaking' in the leaves. 
But I hear discord only and despair. 
And whispers as of demons in the air! 

(At Sea.) 

U Padrone. The wind uixm our quarter lies. 
And on before tho freshening gale. 
That fills the snow-white lateen sail. 
Swiftly our light felucca files. 
Around, the billows burst and foam ; 
Tlu'y ilft her o'er tho sunken rock. 
They beat her sides with many a shock. 
And then upon their flowing dome 
They poise nor, like a weathercock ! 
Between us and the western skies 
The hills of Corsica arise; 
Eastward, in yonder long, blue lino, 
The summits of tho Apcnnhic, 
And soutliward, and still far away, 
Salerno, on its Hunny bay. 
You cannot see it, wliere it lies. 

Prince Henry. Ah, would that never more mine 
eyes 
Might see its towers by night or day ! 

^Aw/'. nt'h\m\ ns. dark and awfully, 
TTtere ronn's n cloud out of the sea, 
^i^J ''<'-"''• tf'o form of a iinnted deer, 
mt/i hUUi of brown, and hootn of black, 

^I^ff?h^Jl!*^ ^"JJ' «"'' '*'"'' with fear, 
-^s Jf tlw liounds M'eroon its track! 



Prince Henry. Lo! whilo we gixe, it breaks 
and udls 
In shapeless masses, like the waDs 
Of a burnt city. Broad and red 
The tires of the desceudlng sun 
(ilare through the windows, and o'erhcau, 
Athwart the vapours, dense and duu. 
Long shafts of silvery light arise, 
Llku rafters that support the skies ! 

KUie. Sec! from its summit tho larid lerln 
Flashes downward without warning, 
As Lucifer, son of the morning. 
Fell from the battlements of heaven! 

n Padrone. I must entreat you, friends, below! 
The angrry storm begins to blow. 
For the weather changes with the moon. 
All this morning, until noon. 
We had baffling winds, and stulJen flaws 
Struck the sea with their cat's paws. 
Only a little hour ago 
I was whistling to Saint Antonio 
For a capful of wind to fill oar sail. 
And Instead of a breeze he has sent & gale. 
Last night 1 saWSt. Elmo's stars. 
With their glhnmcring lanterns all at play 
On tho tops of the masts and the tips of tbe 

spars. 
And I knew wo should have foul weather to* 

day. 
Cheerly, my hearties! yo heave ho! 
Broil up tho mainsail, and let her go 
As the winds will and Saint Antonio I 

Do yon see that Livomeso felucca. 

That vessel to the windward yonder, 

Kunnlng with her gunwale midcr ? 

I was looking when the wind o'ertook ber. 

Situ had all sail sot, and the only wonder 

Is, that at once the strength of the blast 

Did not carry away her must. 

She is a galley of the Gnm Dnca, 

That through the fear of tho Algerines, 

Convoys those lazy brigantines, 

I^don with wine and oil from Lncco. 

Now all Is ready, high and low ; 

Blow, blow, good Saint Antonio ! 

Ha I that is the first dash of tho rain. 

With a sprinkle of spray a)>ove the rails, 

Just enoagh to moisten our soils. 

And moke them ready for the strain. 

See how she leaps, as the blasts o'ertake her. 

And Hpeeds away with n l>oHe in her mouth! 

Now keep her head toward the sooth. 

And there Is no donger of bank or breaker. 

With the breeze behind as on we go; 

Not too much, good Saint Antoolo ! 



VI. 

The School at Salerno. A irawlling SdutaUk 
affixing hu These* to the gate of the College, 

Scholastic There, that is my gauntlet, my ban- 
ner, my shield, 

Ilnng up as a challenge to all the field ! 

Onu finndred and twenty-five propositions. 

Which I will maintain with tho sword of the 
tongue 

Against all disputants old and young. 

lAtt us see If doctors or dialecticians 

Will dare to dispute my definitions. 

Or attack any one of my learned theses. 

Hero stond 1 ; the end shall be as Qod pleases. 

I think I have proved, by profound researches, 

The errors of nil those doctrines so vicious 

Of tho old Areopaglte Dlonysius, 

That are making Huch terrible work in tho 
eV\\\Tc\WH, 

Uv M\c\\fte\. \Ytff V».\WfvTfv^T«t wsrvV \t^sim.URfi East, 
Aw\ Aowo. \wVo \j»\\w V^'S \.Y«A. VicaK\Vi^\\mam.^ 

\u t\Ae ittci? iA VV\<i XtwWx, vV«> *tTat >RdKtTA\^ 
That tlvc uivWet*fc Vs »jRA.TWSLtX\sft «ftKrM\\ 
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At first Uyinff down, as a t&ct fiindamcntnl, 
That nothtttff with Uo4l can be accidental: 
Then asserting that God before the creation 
Could not have existed, because it is plain 
That, had he existed, he wonld have created ; 
Which is begging the qaestion that shotUd be 

debated, 
And rooveth nie less to anger than langhter. 
All nature, ho holds, is a ruRplmtiim 
Of the Spirit of UimI, who, in breathing hereafter 
Will Inhale It into his bosom again. 
So that nothing but God alone will remain. 
And therein ho contradicteth himself ; 
For he opens the wliolo discussion by stating; 
That God can only exist in creating. 
That qnestion 1 think 1 have laid on the shelf! 

(//« ifoeg out. Tteo Docton come in diiputmg^ and 
followed by Jt*upil$.) 

Doctor Serafino. I, with the Doctor Seraphic, 
maintain, 
That a word which Is only conceived in the brain 
]a a tyiM) of eternal Generation ; 
Tlie spoken word is the Incarnation. 
Doctor CMerutnno. What do I care for the Doctor 
Seraphic, 
With all his wordy chaffer and tra£Bc ? 
Doctor Sem^no. You make but a paltry shew 
of resistance ; 
Universals have no real existence ! 
Doctor Cherubino. Yonr words are bat idle and 
empty chatter ! 
Ideas are eternally Joined to matter! 
Doctor Serafino. May the Lord have men^ on 
your iwsition ! 
Ton wretched, wrangling culler of herbs ! 
Doctor Cherubino. JMay he send your soul to 
eternal perdition. 
For your treatise on the Irregular Verbs ! 

{Tliey rush out fighting. T\co Scholars come in.) 

First Scholar. Slonto Cassino, then, is your 
College. 
What think you of ours hero at Salem ? 

Second Scholar. To tell you the truth, I arrived 
so lately. 
I hardly yet have had time to discern. 
8o much, at least. 1 am ?K>uud to acknowledge 
The air seems hcaltliv, the liuildings stately, 
And on the whole I like It greatly. 

First Scholar. Yes, the air is sweet: the Cala- 
brlan hills 
Send us down puffs of mountain air : 
And In summer time the sua-breeise fills 
With its coolness cloister, and court, and square. 
Then at cwry season of the year 
There are crowds of guests and travellers here ; 
Pllgrlmf«, and mendicant friars, and traders 
From the Levant, with flgs and wine. 
And bands of woundod and sick Crusaders, 
Coming back from I'alostinc. 

Second Scholar. Ami what are the stndles yon 

Rursue ? 
e cour.Hc you here go through ? 
I^rst Scholar. Th<' first three years of the 
college courHO 
Are given to Logic alone, as the source 
Of all that Is noble, and wise, and true. 
Second Scholar. That seems rather strange, I 
nmst confess. 
In a ^Icdlcal Sch«M»l ; yet, nevertheless, 
Y'ou (loul)tloss have reasons for that. 

Ftrst Scholar. O, yea 

For none but a clever dialectician 
Can liupc to become a great physician ; 
That has been settled lung ago. 
Logic nink'san itn.iortantpart 
Of the mjsfer)' of tJic iwnUng art: 
For without it how cnuld you. hope to sliow 
T^at Dobodv knows so iuiich as yow know ? 
^/'^T. ^^{^ ^"^™ ^^^ 'J vo years more, 
^ holly ilovoted to medicine, . 
With lojtures on c/i/ruiy/cal iorc, 



And dissections of the bodies of swine. 
As likest the human form divine. 

Second Scholar. What are the hooka now most 
in vogue? 

Fisrt Scholar. Quite an extensive catalogue ; 
Mostly, however, books of our own ; 
As Garlopontns Passionarius, 
And the writhigs of Matthew Platearhis ; 
And a volume universally known 
As the Regimen of the School of Kalem, 
For Robert of Normandy written in terse, 
And very elegant Latin verse. 
Ekich of these writings has it& turn. 
And when at length we have finished these, 
Then comes the struggle for degrees. 
With all the oldest and ablest critics ; 
The public thesis and disputation, 

Suestion, and answer, and explanation 
f a passage out of Hippocrates, 
Or Aristotle's Analytics. 
There the triumphant Mafrister stands I 
A book Is solenmiy placed in his hands. 
On which he swears to follow the rnle 
And ancient forms of the good old school 
To report If any confectionarltu 
Mingles his drugs with matters various. 
And to visit his patients twice a-day. 
And once in the night, if they live in town. 
And If they are poor, to take no pay. 
Having faithfully promised these. 
His head is crowned with a laurel crown ; 
A kiss on his cheek, a ring on his hand. 
The MaglsterArtlum et rhysices 
Goes forth from the school like a lord of the 

land. 
And now, as we have the whole morning before 

OS, 

Let ns go in, if you make no objection. 
And listen awhile to a learned prelection 
On Marcus Anrelius Cassiodorous. 

(Thepgoin. £nter LUCIFER as a Doctor) 
Luafer. This is the great School of Salerul 
A land of wrangling and of quarrels. 
Of brains that seethe, and hearts that bum. 
Where every emulous scholar hears, 
In every breath that comes to his ears, 
The rustling of another's laurels! 
The air of the place is called salubrious ; 
The nelghbonniood of Vesuvius lends It 
An odour volcanic, that rather mends It, 
And the buildings liave an as))ect lugubrioua, 
That Inspires a feeling of awe and terror 
Into the neart of the beholder. 
And befits such an ancient homestead of error. 
Where the old falsehoods moulder and smoulder. 
And yearly by many hundred hands 
Are carried away, in the zeal of youth. 
And sown like tares In the field of truth. 
To blossom and ripen in other lands. 

What have we here, affixed to the gate? 

The challenge of some scholastic wight, 

Who wishes to hold a public debate 

On sundry questions wrong or right I 

Ah, now this is my great delight! 

For 1 iiave often observed of late 

Shat such discussions end in a fight 

Let us see what the learned wag maintains 

With such a prodigal waste of brains. (Reads ) 

"Whether angels in moving from place tu 

place 
Pass throngh the intermediate space. 
Whether God himself is the author of evil. 
Or whether that is the work of the Devil. 
When, where, and wherefore Lucifer fell. 
And whether he n(>w is chained in hell." 

I think I caw wvwww \\\aX ^\fXft^'Ctfsck.^<^\ 

So \OT\R &« X\\fe \^OftS^V\V)\ >K»WV«lW TC^W^^ 

Conaenta Vn. ft\3Lc\\ \wVV\a a* ^XjJ* ^-^ «mx^n 
To gatVvcT \tv vV^'fc*^^^ vwVTxV^v^^ 



That 



LcjN(; FELLOWS POETICAL WOItKS 



iA\ iV-ter I^i'.iJj.inl tbru^lied irlth Ills 
bnifn. 

Ti) IriVir \t LMUiTllt lip .ilM t-r«-LiI (llf.lill 

On tlt<* honiH 01 tlK* Iiiii.ib ttx >>f Oiufnie * 

ItcU my gn«6t» up|.r<jai:li '. Tin-ri* i- in the nir 

A fr:i',.'T:iiii:e. like '.liut uf tliu JivautUul Gitfilva 

<jf P.tnuti*!-. ill til'.- Uity» ilmt vrcru! 

All oil<mr of iuiiuciicii. and uf ;«niv«rr. 

And uf lijve. • lid fuich liiai uuvur laii^ 

iSach as tlus fresh jiMms lieart txluiles 

ISefore it begin* tu witUer and liitrdeii: 

I cunnot breathe soch an atuiuniihcn:! 

31 r soul id tilled with a iiuuieteM fear. 

That, alter all vaw trouble and imln. 

After all inj rei»ues» cudeavuur. 

Tlic yooiiffest, lairesa wml of thu twain, 

Tlie inont ethereal, uio-tt divine. 

Will escape froin iiij luuidk fur ever and ever. 

iiut the otlic-r I1 alrtwdy uiinu! 

Lot lihii live tu corriiiit bis race, 
Jtiviiihhi;; ninonK th>*ni. with ererj breath, 
Weak lie ■««<. KC'ltlsiini;«s, and the base 
And fiUtilUuiinions fear of death. 
1 know his nataro, and 1 know 
Tliat of all who In my ministry 
Wander the (rreat earth to and fro. 
And on my errands come and jro, 
The i>afcst and hubtlc!»t are sudi as he. 

Enter PRINX'E liENFtY and ELSIE, triM 
AUendftnts. 

Prince Henrn. Can you direct us to Friar An- 
gtloV 

LuHfrr. II« Htands before yon. 

Prince Uenry. Then you know onr purpose. 
T flDi I'rlnce Henry of Iloneneck, and thh 
Tlie UDildcn that I N|K>ke of in my letter*. 

Luci/t-r. It Is a very grave and solemn bast- 
ness! 
AVe.must not precipitate. I>oc8 sho 
AViUiont conipnHion, of her own free will. 
CoiMenttothls? 

Prince Uenry. Against all pp^ltloii, 

Against all prayers, entreaties protestations. 
She will not bo persuaded. 

Lucifer. TT^at Is strange I 

Have you thought well of it? 

Ehia. I come not here 

To argue, but to die. Your business is not 
To question, but to kill me. I am ready. 
I am impatient to bo gone from here, 
Krc any thoughts of earth disturb again 
The spirit of trannuilllty within me. 

J*rince Henry. Would I had not come here I 
Would I were dead ! 
And thou wcrt in thy cottage In the forest, 
Andhadst not known mo! Why have I done, 

this? 
Let me go back and die. 

Ehte. It cannot be; 

Not if these cold, flat stones on which we tread 
Were coulters heated wliite, and yonder gate- 
way 
Fhimed like a furnace with a seven-fold beat. 
1 must fulfil my purpose. 

l*rince Henry. 1 forbid it I 

Not one step farther. For I only meant 
To put tlius far thy courage to the proof. 
It is enough. I, too, have courage to die. 
For thou hiist taught me! 

ElKie. O my Prince ! remember 

Your promiscH. Let me fulfil my orrand. 
You do not look on life and death as I do. 
'I'heru are two angels that attend unseen 
iliich one of US, and In great books record 
i)ur ffood iinri evil decils. lie who writes down 
T/ieffoffd oiwH. tifttfr every nctlou closes 
n/i/ volume, ntu\ asccmXn w\th It to (Jod. 
ain '^"^cr keeiM hin dread fnl day-book open 
Thi'Jl'J^^i* H'?^ ^^ "»«>' repent; which doing, 

^ 'w/ff^ vei9 A line of white across the pago. 



Now if mv act be eood. as I t)elievc it. 

It raniioi'be recalfed. It is alrsailj 

s>culvd up In heawn, as a guud deed aoconH 

iiUfrhed. 
The rest u yuan. Why waU wu Y 1 ajn rvady. 

miier AtteiUiaiUs.) 
Weep not. my friends! rather fiaJoiee with luc. 
I >hall not fui-1 the |-aiiL but <ih«U bv gunv. 
And yon will have auoiher friend in hv»T«iL 
Then start nut at the cfealuuirof tke duur 
Throogh which I iwas. 1 see wlwt Ukh iwyond 

it. {To PHuar Hrary.) 

And you. O Prince! bear back my beiii!^»ii 
Unto mv father's hoaae. and all witliiii It. 
This muming hi the chureh I prayed fur them. 
After cunfesilon, alter abeolatlon. 
^lien lay wliukt soal vas white, I prayed for 

tliein. 
CiOd wfU take care of tliem, they need nie not 
And In your life let mv remembraneo linger, 
As aoDMtbing nut to iVonUe ami di»tarb it 
liut to cuinplcte It, adding life to Ufa. 
And if at times beside the evenlaff flre 
You see my face among the other faces. 
Let it not be regarded us a ghost 
That baants your house, but as a gnest that 

loves yon. 
Xay, even as one of yoar own family, 
Without whoso preseuce there ware somethtaig 

wanting. 
I have do muru to say. Let ns go In. 
Pnmee Hfmrji. Friar Angelo! I charge yoa on 

your life, 
Believe not what sho says, for she Is mad, 
Aiid eoincs here not to die, bat to bo boaled. 
El9ie. \h\%\ Prince Henry! 
Lucifir. Come with me ; this way. 

(EI^SIE goet in leith LUCIFER, tcbo thrum 
PRINCE UE^'RY back and clout the door.) 

Prince Hemry. Gk>ae ! and the light of ali my 
life gone with her! 
A sadden darkness falls upon the world ! 
O, what a vile and abject thing am I, 
That purchase leagth of days at snch a cost ! 
Not by her death alone, but by the dvarli 
Of all that's good and true and noble in mo ! 
Ail manhood, excellence, and self-respect. 
All love, and faith, and hope, and heart are 

dead! 
All my divine nobility of nature 
By this one act is forfeited for ever. 
I m a prince in nothing but in name! 

(TotheAtteMdaMts.) 
Why did von let this horrtbia deed be dune ? 
Why dla you not lay hold on her, und keep 

her 
From self-destmction f Angelo! Mnnlorer! 

(Struggiss at the door^ but ttamct get to.) 
Elsie itciMny. Farewell, dear Prince! fare- 
well! 
Pince Henry. L^bar the dow! 

Lue^. Itistoohite! 

Prince Henry. It shall not be too late ! 

(Iney buret open the doer^ amd nuk la.) 

The Cottage in the Odenwald. URSULA epinning. 
Hummer e^emoon, A table epread. 

Urtuta. 1 havo marked It well—it mnat bo 
true,— 

Death never takes one alone, but two I 

Wlienever he enters in at a door, 

Under roof of gold or roof of thatch, 

He always leaves it upon the latch. 

And comes again ere the year is o'er. 

Never one of a household only ! 

PeT\\ay» it ia a mercy of Ood, 

Lest live C^ea^ l\i«i«VLTv<i«t x>ca vA^ 

In tha \aud ol «XTati«^iv %)Bk!VQ\^\i%Vi8G«\9\ 
Ah ine\ I. t\iVu\. \ avtvVmaVftT Ytfsta v 
It la liar A to «^--\snx\.Yiavft«t \^ «xks\ 
Were It not tot tYva cYj»At«i^\ ilXmtc&A^'VM 
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That Death would tak« me within the yeiM^ I 
And Gottlieb !— he is at work all day. 
In the sunny field, or the forest murk, 
But I know that his thoughty are far away, 
1 know that his heart is not in his wurkl 
And when he comes home to me at mght, 
He is not cheery, bat sits and sighs, 
And I see the great tears in his e^yes, 
And try to be cheerful for his sake. 
Only me children's hearts are light. 
Mine is weary, and readv to break. 
God help ns ! I hope we have done rigl^ ; 
We thought we were acting for tixe beyt I 

{Looking through the opm door.) 

Who is it coming under the tree;i ? 

A man. in the Prince's livery dnissed! 

He looks about him with doubtful fabe« 

As if uncertain of the place, ' 

He stops at the bee-^ivcs ;— jiqw lie sees 

The garden gate ; he is golBK past ! 

Can he be afraid of the bee^? 

No ; he is coming in at last ! 

He fins my heart with strange alarm ! 

Enter a Foreetfr. 

Forester. Is this the tenant GottUeh^ fanpt 

Ursula. This is his farm, and I his wife. . 
Pray sit. What may your busincds be r 

Forester. News from the Prince ! 

Ursula. Of death or life ? 

/bres^^r. Ton put yonr questions eaispily! 

Ursula. Answer me, thcii! Uow ur the 
Prince? ^ 

Forester. 1 left hJm only two hours ^locc 
Homeward returning down Ihe river. 
As strong and trdl as If God, the GIvbr, 
Had given him t>ack his youth fUCaht. ' 

Ursiiht Jjdemfnringlui, Th^n ISl&lei, my poor. 

Forester, That, my good woman, I Xaa.'fii not 
said. '' 
Don't cross the bridge tiH yon come to ^, ' 
Is a proverb old, and of exceUent wli 

Ucsula. Keep me no longer In thjs pain \ 

Forester. It is true your 4augti£er is lia 
more;— 
That is, the peasant she was ^eforc. 

Ursula. Alas !" I am simple and lowly bred, 
I am poor, distracted, and forlorn. 
And it is not well that you of the court 
Should mock me thus, and mnkc a fiport 
Of a joyless mother whose child is dead« 
For you, too. were of mother horn ! 

Forester. Your daughter lives, and the Prtnoe 
is well ! 
Yon will learn ere long how It all befelL 
Her heart for a moment never failed ; 
But when they reached Salerno's gate, 
The Prince's nobler self prevailed, 
And he was healed, In his despnir. 
By the touch of St. Matthew's sacred bpAfis: 
Though I think the long ride In tlic upjuU' Di^, 
That pilgrimage overstocks nw' ruiies,' 
Jn the miracle must come in ' „} a sllurc ! 

Ursula. Virgin! who lowst tli". ' pour And 
lowly. 
If the loud cry of a mother's heart 
Can ever ascend to where thou art. 
Into thy blessed hands and lioly 
Receive my prayer of iirulse and tlmuksgivUig I 
Let the hands tiiat l)ore our Saviour bear It 
Into the awful presence (rf God ; 
For thy feet with hollnesi are shod. 
And if thou bearest it he will hear It, 
Our child who was dead aptin is living;! 

torester. I did not tell you she was dead ; 
If yon thought so 'twas no fault of mine ; 
At this very moment, while I speak. 
They are fmlling homeward down the Khine, 
Jn a splendid burge, with golden prow. 
And decked with banners white and red 
Aa the colours on your dangrntcr's checK. 



They call her the Lady Alicia now ; 
For the Prince Salerno made a vow 
That Elsie only would he wed. 

Ursula. Jesn Maria! what u cliaugo! 
All seems to me so weird and strange ! 

Forester. I saw her standing on the deck. 
Beneath an awning cool and shady ; 
Her cap of velvet could not iiold 
The tresses of her hair of gold, 
That flowed and floated like the stream, 
And fell in masses down her neck. 
As fair and lovely did she seem 
As in a story or a dream 
Some beautiful and foreign lady. 
And the Prince looked so grand and prpnd* 
And waved his hand thus to the crowd 
That gazed and shouted from the shore, 
All down the river, long and loud. 

Ursula. We shall behold our child once more ; 
She Is not dead I She is not dead I 
God, listening, must have overliueard 
The prayers, that, without sound or word, 
Our hearts in secrecy have said ! 
O, bring me to her : for mine eyes 
Are hungry to behold her faoei 
My very soul within me cries < 
My very hands seem to caress her. 
To see her, gaze at her, and bless her; 
Dear Elsie, child of God and grace ! 

(Goes out totcard4 tfie garden ) 

Forester. There goes the good woman out of 
her head ; 
And Gottlieb's suMser is waiting here ; 
A very capacious fliagon of beer, 
And a very porlentOQe loaf of bread, 
One would say his grief did not mu&li oppress 

him. 
Hew*! to the heaUh pC the Prince, God bless 
him ! U/e drinks. 

Hal It buzies end stings like a horneit 
And what a scene there, tbroogh the door ! 
The forest behind and the garden before. 
And midway an old nian vi threeKcoro, 
With a wife and children that caress Iilm. 
Let me try still further to cheoi* uud adorn It 
With a menry echoing blast of niy cornet ! 

iCfoes out^ Mowing hi* horn.) 

The CktsHe of VauUberg on the Rhine. PKINc'e 
HENRY and E,Vilt. standing on the terrace at 
evenxng. Thf sound qf bells heard from, a dis- 
tance. 

Prince Henry. Wo are alone. The wedding 
guests 
Ride down the hiU, with plumes and cloaks. 
And the descending dark invests 
The Niedcrwald, and all the nests 
Among the hoar a/iA haunted oaks. 

/;/.</<'. ^viiut bells are thuao, thut ring so slow. 
So luouow, ihusical, and low ? 

Prince Bemit- Tbo}' are the bells of Gcbeor 
helm. 
That wi*h their melancholy chime 
Ring out tiu* curfew of the i^uu. 

£lsie. Listen, beloved. 

prinee Henrij. They ajo done i 

Dear Elsie ! many years ago 
Those same soft bells at eventide 
Itang In the ears of Charlemagne, 
^Vs, seated by Fastrada's side 
AX Ingelhelm, in all his pride, 
He heard their sound with secret pain. 

Elsie. Their voices only siniak to me 
Of peace and deep tranqnllllty, 
And endless confidence In thee ! 

Prince Henry. Tliou knowest the story of her 
ring, 
How, when the court went UacVLtQ ^ici-, 
FaalTa&e, dXeCi*, ow^Yvcjv? Wvi>6\\v?, 
Sat "wateYiVv\vi\iy \\«t w\^\\X- wvA »\.*.i ^ 
TIVL into owe ol XJewfe ^Awa VaJe.^i'i, 

T\\ey ca»t t\v<i i\\\S, ^wNViVtQ>ax^Nssc\x»»s^ > 
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And the great monarch sat serene 
And sat beside the fated shore. 
Nor left the land for ever more. 

Elne That was true love. 

Prince Htnr^. For him the queen 

Ne'er did what thou hast done for mo. 

Ettu. Wilt thou as fond and faithful ber 
Wilt thou so love me after death f 

Prince Henry. In life's delight, in death's dis- 
mav. 
In storm and sunshine, night and day, 
In health, in sickness, in decay, 
Here and hereafter. I am thine ! 
Thon hast Fastrada's ring. Beneath 
The calm, blue waters of thine eyes, 
I>eep in thy steadfast soul it lies. 
And, undisturbed by this worid's breath, 
With magic lights its Jewels shino ; 
This golden ring which thou hast worn 
Upon thy finger since the mom, 
Is but a symbol and a semblance. 
An outward fashion, a remembrance. 
Of what thoa wearest within unseen, 
O my Fastrada. O my oneen ! 
Behold ! the hill-«Dps all aglow 
With purple and with amethyst ; 
While the whole valley deep below 
Is filled, and seems to overflow. 
With a fast-rising tide of mist 
Tlic evening air grows damp and chill ! 
jbet us go in. 

EUU. Ah. not so soon. 

Hcc yonder fire ! It is the moon 
Slowly rising o'er the eastern hlU. 
It glimmers on the forest tips. 
And through the dewy foliage drips 
In little rivulets of light. 
And makes the heart In love with night. 

Pnnce Henry, Oft on this terrace, when the 
day 
Was closing, have I stood and gased, 
And seen the landscape fade awav. 
And the white vapours rise and drown 
Hamlet and vineyard, tower and town. 
While far above the hill-tops blazed. 
But then another hand than thine 
Was gently held and clasped in mine ; 
Another head upon my breast 
Was laid, as thine is now, at rest. 
Why dost thou lift thy tender eyes 
Wltii so much sorrow and surprise? 
A minstrel's, not a maiden's, hand. 
Was that which hi my own was pressed. 
A manly form usurped thy place, 
A beautiful but l)eardcd face. 
That now is In the Holy Land, 
Yet in my memory from afar 
Is shining on us llko a star. 
But linger not. For while I speak, 
A sheeted spectre white and tall. 
The cold mist climbs the castle wall, 
And lays bis hand upon thy cheek t 

(Jfwy go in,) 

EPILOGUE. 

TOE TWO BEOOKDINO AKQELS ASOKNDIKO. 

The Angel qf Good DeedSy mth closed book. 

Uo<1 sent his messenger the rain. 
And said unto the mountain brook, 
" Klse up, aud from thy caverns look. 
And leap, with naked. Know-white feet. 
From the cool hills into the heat 
Of the broad, arid plain." 



God sent his messenger of faith. 

And whispered in the maiden's heart, 

'* Rise up, and look from where thon art. 

And scatter with unselfish hands 

Thy freshness on the barren sands 

And solltndes of Death.*' 

O beauty of holiness. 

Of self-forgetfulness, of lowllneM! 

Opower of meekness. 

Whose very gentlenesa and weakness 

Are like the yielding, but irresistible airl 

Upon the pages • 

Of the sealedrvoliune that I bear. 

The deed divine 

Ij written in characters of gold. 

That never shall grow old. 

But through all ages 

Bum and shine. 

With soft effulgence! 

O God! it is thy indulgence 

That fins the world with the bliss 

Of a good deed like thU ! 

The Angel qfEcU Deedi, vUh open boot 

Not yet, not yet 

Is the red sun wholly set. 

But evenoore recedes. 

While open still I bear. 

The Book of Evil Deeds, 

To let the breathings of the upper air 

Visit its pages and erase 

The records from its face ! 

Fainter and fainter as I gaxo 

In the broad blase 

The glimmering landscape shines. 

And b(dow me the black river 

Is hidden by wreaths of vapour! 

Fainter and fainter the black Uses 

Begin to quiver 

Along the whitening surface of the paper ; 

Sliade after shade 

The terrible words grow fUnt and fsde. 

And in their place 

Runs a white space ! 

Down goes the sun! 

But the soul of one. 

Who by repentance 

Has escaped the dreadful sentence, 

Hhines bright below me as 1 look. 

It is the end! 

With closed Book 

To God do I ascend. 

Lo ! over the mountain steeps 

A dark, gigantic shadow sweep* 

Beneath thy feet; 

A blackness inwardly brightening 

With sullen heat. 

As a storm-cloud lurid with lightning. 

And a cry of lamentetlon. 

Repeated and again repeated. 

Deep and loud 

As the revertieratlon 

Of cloud answering unto ckmd,* 

Swells and rolls away In the dtstanee, 

As if the sheeted 

Lightning retreated. 

Baffled aud thwarted by the wind*8 resistanoe. 

It is Lucifer, 

The son of mystery; 

And since God snlrcrs him to be. 

He, too, is God's minister. 

And labours for stmie good 

By us not understood S 
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PRELUDE. 

THE WAYSIDE INN. 

On Aatnmn nlttht, in Sndburr town, 

Across the meadows baro and brown, 

The windows of the wav-fiido tnn 

Gleamed red with flre-light through the leaTes 

Of woodbine, hanghig from the eaves 

Their crimson curtains rent and thin 

t 

As ancient is this hostelry 
As any in the land may be, 
Ballt In the old Colonial day. 
When men Uved In a granoer way. 
With ampler hospitality : 
A kind of old Hobgoblin llall. 
Now somewhat faueu to decay. 
With weather-strains upon the wall. 
And stairways worn, and crazy doors. 
And creeklng and uneven floors. 
And chimney, huge, and tiled and talL 

A region of repose it seems 

A place of slumber and of dreams, 

Bemote among the wooded hills! 

For there no noisy railway speeds 

Its torch-race scattering smoke and gleeds; 

But noon and night, the panting teams 

Htopninder the great oaks, that throw 

Tangles of light and shape below. 

On roofs and doors, and window-sills. 

Across the road the bams display 

Their lines of stallft, their mows of liay. 

Through the wide doors the breezes blow, 

The wattled cocks strut to and fro. 

And half effaced by rain and shine, 

Tlte Bed Horse prances on the sign. 

Soond this old-fashtoned, quaint abode 

Deep silence reigned, save when a gust 

Wmt rushing down the country road,. 

And skeletons of leaves, and dust, 

A moment qnlckeiied by Its breath. 

Shuddered and danced their dance of deatll* 

And through the ai^ent oaks o'crhead 

Mysterious voices moaned and fled. 

But from the parlour of the inn 

A pleasant rumour smote the ear, 

liue water rushing through a wefer; 

Oft interrupted by the din 

Of laughter and of loud applause. 

And in each intervening pause 

The music of a violin 

The flre-light shedding over all 

The splendour of its ruddy glow. 

Filled the low parlour large And low; 

It gleamed on wainscot and on wall, 

It touched with more than wonted ffnoe^ 

Fair Pnneess Maryt pictured fiMM f • " ' 

It bronzed the rafters overhead. 

On the old spinet's Ivory keys 

It played inaudible melodies, 

It crowned the aomtfre cloek wJtIi Flame, 

liie hMnds, the hoan, the maker's name. 



i» And painted with a livelier red 
The Landlord's coat-of-arms again; 
And, flashing on the window-pane, 
Emblazoned with the light and shade 
The Jovial-rhymes that stlU remain. 
Writ near a century ago, 
Bv the nreat Major Mollneanx, 
whom Hawthorne has immortal made. 

Before the blaztaig fire pf wood 
Erect the rapt musician stood ; 
And ever and anon he l>ent 
His head upon his Instrument, 
And seemed to Usten, till he caught 
Confessions of its secret thought— 
The Joy, the triumph, the lament. 
The exultation and the pain ; 
Then, by the magic of his art. 
He soothed the tnrobbings of his heart, 
And lulled it into peace again. 

Around the fireside at their ease 

There sat a (rroup of friends entranced 

With the delicious melodies ; 

Who from the far-off noisy town 

Had to the way-side inn come down. 

To rest beneath its old oak-trees ; 

The flre-IIght on their faces glanced. 

Their shadow»on the wainscot danced. 

And, though of different land and speech. 

Each had his tale to teU, and each 

Was anxious to be pleased and please. 

And white the sweet musician plays. 

Let me in outline sketch them all. 

Perchance miconthly as the Maze 

With its uncertain touch pourtrays 

Their shadowy semblance on the wall. 

But flrst the Landlord will I trace •, 

Grave In his aspect and attire ; 

A man of ancient pedigree, 

A Justice of the peace was ha. 

Known in all Hudbnry as ** The Squire." 

Proud was he of his name and race. 

Of old Sir WUlIam and .Sir Hugh, 

And in the parlour, full in view, 

His coat-of-arms well ttamed and glazed. 

Upon the walls in colours blazed ; 

He beareth gules upon his shield, 

A chevron argent in the field, 

With three wolves* heads, and fbr the crest 

A Wyvem part-per-pale, addressed 

Upon a helmet barred ; below 

The scroll reads, ** By the name of Howe.** 

And over this no longer bright 

Though glimmering with a latent light. 

Was hung the sword his grandsire Iwre, 

In the rebellions day of yore, 

Down there at Concord In the fight. 

A youth was there of quiet ways, 

A Student of old hooka and 49K)V 

And y eta Votm ol \i\% crwrw*. 
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UINGFELL0W9 



Tho liutiTl uf ill lulnKi ho nnibnud, 
Jlnnki- w«n: liiii jKiriilon midiC'llBliI, 

Kiuuil iiHUT ■ nrr i<iiil»Hin|>iuoit« loow 
ill Ti'lluin Iwnurl. Willi na\i bciUtilit, 

KrSllUif'Ffcin.'iK?p'biii,l(«im.' "' 
III) liiroirtlM twinglu lliat •■rrMUda 
Tlio Innler-luid M old niniincei 
Wlioro flUtttrad hRahcrk, lielin, uhI luus, 
And Miiiur mTcv 'Bd [ruwiivi sgnndi, 
Aiid luillM tUt wltU luirlE on vrriit, 

Bf Agiilflfld^ llH pmrpla luht, 

Ttn itimk uremlnrloa and or 'ong, 

Iho clinnldvii of Chtirli'in>igiit\ 

01 llDTUn Bnd of Heit d'ArUinn, 

UaimHItd lunttar ia Uilnuln 

mtli aid ofTlotw ma BlBuctujOBBr, 

Mr Faniinbnii, BIr Efdiuaonr, 

HlrliHiinalobmrMvigiulonr, 

Sit Uur, MItSdtIi, Kir OniraLi. 

A yuniig HleUInn, Mu. «» ihere ; 

In ilKlu of ECU tnni and bind, 

Wan KknrliiE lii liJi Ihuitn uid bnln, 

Aiul,lK']nKr<i1>elll(>a><Miaiilli]ge. 

Alter 1^1 Evrunrji bital ilece^ 

In simkI King BomlM'* happr ndvn. 

Ulii f»r« wat Ilka ■ nuaiinr^ Himii. 

AU lluodiHl wlih ■ dnnliT llgbt : 

1& iiaiHlK miT* MBBll illln teoth ahona wU 

HIiidiiainiinpplauHlUninaumli; ' 

ClMU ihima miri bu ai a, prhni. 

Who at Ilia uiMn on BuodiB aine* 

Have that upon bb ninier lip 

nil board, a nod piAi'i lenRth at leai 

Lanl anlpdBtad at tli« tin, 

Rbot iddewaTii, Uko ■ awadoWB wUifii. 

ra* pooti rsad he o'oc and o'er, 

And lOMt at all lb* ImnurMI roar 

jMltalfi andantuUMM. 

Tha MoiT-taUlnc fe^rd oliariiac, 

WbD wrMa UM jbnmaTnHan toloa 

Of tba DBoanBron, that mafeoa 

FloHta'i i^an klBaandinitaa 

Uiicli too d BliulD WU Ml tkonukt I 

Tin mcMUn and nannfH f mnilit 
WllhniiuhliwaiidtbBOimalr. - 
Of TlnrTardi and (lu idBibis nn 
OfliliMorMlSlBtlj: 
And tnoch It jdani^ bin In iinniw 
The MiBipi ollba mellbin nnsD,— 
In tha fHnilllar ihumhiu Kiiiiin& 
The pIlyLiij; cndi to eitUi malopa 
TheocHtni of Aynaatt i" 

WlihOMiirci nniBd and frurr irai then 
Vender uf nlllu ud tabrlu lara, 
And attar ot maa fna ttaa Ooviint. 
Llk* an <iM Patrlncb ha Kptmred, 
Ahraluun ir liaaa, at tf wot 
Hume later PnnliFt or Ulih-Priiisl i 
And, vndlT tOH*d inmehiekB anil cUn, 
Tha tninUbwoUTBM •( bU beard. 
Bk innDaNta bTMUiad a ■iKt Kent, 
OldimanioD ami nndal btoni, 
mt Iba aonaremUB^g^ _ -^_ 



Mrf^^AiphJa^^Si Bym 






lulu&ir. 
of PHiiny 



ihehilli'brcWbDOlu, 
Of'Kutalai'lind'erunniira 
Than was Bni^Merj' 111 lUalinkH: 
nil an* HUued aaibiit far away. 

Ua heani tba ■ulanin iMiiiklinl ptaj-. 

A Thwioidan tnnn the erhool 

Of CanlirhlEo on tha Cliurlai. wa< then 

SklUnl alike n-lth lonmie and pen. 

Ha uaacbed Is all men every wliera 

IM Oonwl of Um (luMen Bule, 

Tba Haw runuiandinaut gln>N to man, 

TnUktRM tba deed and not tbp creed, 

WoaM hel|) nn in our atinualiweiL 



The tbo^iuht w Auddi 

He did not flnd hM *lMp bee (WeH 

Nor nutllnf h«ar lu arely linate 

ju bldi^tnBB Ob his head 
W «i (tood report » 
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na bnntad iU( lonut to bHud, 
Hie haptuTlTilat Miifewcrd nrilad* 
Tlia Mritt imi> Omni (mm iMuh uid t ■«< 
TIH de*d ciDM tarn beUMlti lli« hh, 
UN maldra to 111* Iiiriitr'a'knoe 
Ttia imiila oHiut i Uia mnpUnu wai Iwi 
TiM ideoHd ninHlcun unund and bQ*r4d 
ThewQ OjMIre clapped lUltandt of flJDK 
And trua Ibe biirpalgliunl th«R 

A MWldlllethU MU dOWBHt __ 

llr Mcdf III luufe t> tlulr flb^ 

nam Om nttataSt iHiHiiie taiard. 

TlKn BllnuM Mbwad: tkn benn 

I tUuMT In tbs Lantlotd'a ul*,- 

rhe stury jtroiDliied tJioi of old, 

11H» BsJiL bat Blnn loft ontoU j 

\nd he, alilioiiiili ataihlid nwii, 

And an lili connn MMDtd u fall. 
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TIIK l^,SI>LOHn-s TALE. 

T.i^rTFN. HIT L-liildTen, and yrtu KhalL hvar 

<>f tliLi lEiUljiiglLt rlda of JVul Jtevure, 

On Uw vUiUluciiUi of Juitil, Jii Scroiity-flTB i 

llanllj a^uan 1h npvr hJIts 

Who remenilieri niai taiiMnia day nod year. 

He aaid to bla ^leod, " Utht BiHUh uunb 
By land or aea trini tho town u-nlglit, 
Hue a Itnuiii alolt In tlia ballry arcb 
Of Uie MorUi Ohnrcli Mw*t at a (linal Hgfat,— 
Ob& II l>r land, and two. If by acii ; 

Baadr M MUuSwraad Ibe ataim 
nmnfl) avetr UMlaMi TlUaceand lann. ' 
FdrlheoonnfiTi-tcaiiMlMiipawl Matm." 
TMIl be Mid, " Uood iilglil !" sua wllb mufict 

anmily rowed Is llic t'liarlulown abore, 

Jnk ai tbe moon nxo over the buy. 

Wbere xtrluliut liliU at liur moorluca lay 

A phantooi aUp, wlIIi each matt aiid apar 

Acruw tlio mpim Uku u prL»u bar, 

And a iimre niack Imtk, Ibat wai Diagnlfflod 

By Ua uwm ruction lit lbs tide. 

HeuDHlilta, liii Irlaud, ilirsnch alley and aUaat 



%.'£ 



U pliMNn frsB tbalr uenb 
— n£S;tliat ruand hliDinBito 
■ ■rrn- ana BMmBfl ahapeB of abiHhi^— 
Up lb* tn^liuwladaan, i«wp and uu. 
To Uu blduitlflUw bi $t wall. 
Wben tn iiaiuea In luten iM look dovn 
A numunt m Ihp rM* tt l»t lown. 
^nd Ibe mttmUgtit floHliu; orer |il|.- 



UiiuealL, n lUe ilLiiii*h-y«rd, bir the dead, 
In thtlc iilglit-enciriinnif nt tin ihs bJil. 
Wmiiflcd In sLknoa so dcun aud »im 
■ThowB(chJUUlBhl-ivlnd'«?U>v"ut "" ' 



Qundent oulirtiuli^eliilhut^''" 

v.t Ihe lonely bBlIty HofI tiic diiod; 
For BBditcnly nil lUB IhuualiU ^m Wu* 
onartuiaui^s<iuieiiiliii{JurB«"y. , 
Where tho rjleFshfHUluuiiwtine bay,— 
■ "lu of UlKktbaibcadi andSoMe 
ho lUliiPtdc'Ukc abrlElb-Q ut boBli. 

he oppt^u thnra mlkod Panl Kovere. 

' he lulli^hii Iwna'a aUo, 
..M -' gaecd at tu landmne tar and iir'~ 
Then. InpetaaiiB, namnad iha aanii. 
And tiinMdiAllMlrt«n«dU(iaddli - 
liui mnaily Mmtclud nUb aaiar • 
TUf hej^-toinF n( tbe Wdl^yv^' 



ixmeiy auo aprcDU ana ■oDnxa ana hui. 
Aiid Lu I aa be InikB on ilK bcUn^ iMlgtt 
A KDiunier. and Ibcn a ilBini oTltelU I 
iJe >nrlnii In theuddM, the brUU lie toi 
nut Unnra and ga»^ llll fall on Ma higt 
A M'coiid Innip In tin Ivtlrj' btinia! 

110 fil» ota''ntlon irxa riding tbnl iii^dit ;. 
Lnd IJic Hpark glmuk out by Diet awvil. In bla 

[IndloiUbe land Into Oami 



Ll»;ddi% 



And itn^ tbe aldsnihal iklit Ua edsBI, 
Now wit on tbe aaM. now load on the Mv 

Isbi'irdtheataBinofitasatied — -"'" 
ft wn« tvelTebytbaTllngaalui 

WheiibeeiMMlllteUldlillK 

f Iv bmid lbs ehnrlni! of the cook, 
' ho barklDg of Ibe (amier'i doe, 

rlHst after tbe ran gxs aovn,' 

WliQii he vaflope^ ImoXoxlninoQ- 
llo aair Ibe siiAcd waathercock 



ido"biSt"' 



At the blnis 
II wai two by Ibe vniage dock, 
vThen he tiime to the brldEe in Consiint I 
He heard the Ua^kk bI tia taik. 
Ami tbe tWUtar^Uia* aUHHW tht tt»« 
XiHl felt tbe bnuh at the nondBElme] 
Itowlns iirec tin nnadcnn bTowti. , 
\xxA one waa aale aad aaleep inbla bed 
iVlioaC the htMia would be lint foli^, 
ffho wonld that da* be lying drad. 
■Icnaul by i-VmH awatei^ll 



And only paiuing to 



M througb ttafl qteht nde 
And on lunjjta ino nlj^it ' 



troHti IRQ njvlit went hlicry of alor 
rtin UUIUmu Tfliiiie end f Bno. 
' mtMmaa and tut of (cbt, 
iiauit]wilMftBMi,>kiiockHtthc door, 
< mnH that ilnll Mho fur cTPrmota! - 
borne Ob tH UfflifwlTid of" '^~" 



TbroD^aUonrhMon, totlielist. 

In tbe lionr «l darlueii wa Hril ami nssD. 



'Tomaa Annder BlinpB-anpcArB i 

Jhnpold air WUILnTO. orwlint nut. 

Willi IruD nmnleu oolili taiiids. 

And ou Uiliud u Iron pal!" 

All iKDflied : ibB lAnUord'i lux gnw red 

Be eoald not coonirekand si nil 

The drUt ol wh« Uk Poet Bidd i 



Ihe Lwdlniri unit, the ottaefi i«u 

"Tb* Isdlei imirtSB nnlltn. 
n* unu, th* lOTO, the cuurtuloi, 
Ibe ilatd et Ugta emarlie, I iIde ! 
niu AttoMo Mji, th words 



Mow Uiltn to the (ale 1 brliu: 
Uitenl thun^MHlan.heTong 
na Inrtu drapgdM «l bis hsiik. 



OniT a Ule (d loT* k nbie, 
Bluflipf tba tauwn vUb t M dl 
A tan a the Daoamenm, told 
In Palmarl'i nnnn oU. 
Br nuMttOuinl-cMwiiei]. 
WhDe her eoomuilou tar anur 
And baud tbeStonnlnaled •011 



ABdirild^dttoalphii: overheaid, 
And IIU at leane, and <ODntaln'i tsll. 



Helow bhn, throuh the bnelr lalKT, dun cd 
The rlTOr Amu, IDu a wlndhu ronit, 
And f ramlu huAi w«ra BItod bbili In BiT 
The t^iM ul HMtt of noreoee called tbo Fair; 
To him a wirUa tomb. Ibat nee ahiiTe 
lilt wailed nirliUH* and bb btuledLlor*. 
tor Clieivln bwiqHt and In to<ihii%iciit, 
U]g weeith bad laTlthed heca. bli tulutuiai 

henbewltbdrew, inpoTertr ahdnnlii, 
a lIUi mMdllann, the laat oF hl< domiau. 

Ma yfmt, and idaai the tg >ud pe 



raadamrioml 
nltahtaiwliSi there 



^HanhicedD 
vBvamiigiblollntbe woeaeniHicn, 
inanee aim bnMMb ■ tvor ot Ihatcb. 
idon ot lili BoUtBiv wan, 
- 'blilMrtiMfbafiiari. 



Pniveyar of 

On him thli mAnMuIr na 

The hire wUb vhlcb bu nuure overDuwco. 

And M the enpty-IUBdedf em went round. 

With lolded tiatlenl haiidii, IK ha ww> uiivil. 
And dreamily heton his hall-chned altfht 
Floated Iha Ttslon ollrti laac deUglit. 
Beilde hhti,moilDiil*H, the dromy Urd 
Dreamed otihaebaae, and In hit ehunlier he nrd 
Tbe inddcu, leyttae-llke nreap ut wlnss tlini 

Tlie lieoillonn pliinira thro' oddylnE nilli ol air. 
Then, atnrtlhf timed awnfce nnun nlii jien-li. 

And, looXInralhle master >celBCfl .10 soy, ' 
" Ser MferTsD, nhuU we bnnt BHTuj r" 



In the leaShoweia oT trelUia, 
nriTHll. ret not bentif ; a larely chlM 
With RowlBf treiiea, and ere wide and irl 
Coming induiMd aa tin nrdtn walk. 
And hnUEEMMM Uia biaUt the baA. 
" Beaauralucoiir uM be, -would iIiBt T 
MixhthdU^wijniBjwiW, or Me ttavs fl; 



■'!'K."!fS.'KSri'S"" 

1 luJu 113 wjld uinsic ponri. 
« It tbj mother, my fair boy F" lie Kti 
■lid lafd Hiltly en lliat shliiliui lieud. 



And drifted onward ihroufh the rolden aleami 
And ehadowi ol the nliir iea of dteuu: 
Ae mutoen beoabMd tbrawli vanoiiri dtin, 
AadfedtbeicabeaeatbthemelA and lift, 
And h w tar eg the BOanKanreaken roar 
Apd Totaaa ealUni fUn^ tren tho (bore I 
Then, waklnalram Ut ptaaaant tcrttlB, 
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Monna Glovaniia, widowed in hor prime, 

llnd como with friends to puss tlic summer time 

In her ^rand villa, half-way up the lilll, 

O'erlooldug Florence, but retired and still; 

With iron Kates, that opened through long lines 

Of sacred ilex and c(>ntennial pines. 

And terraced prardons, nnd broiid Hteps of stone, 

And sylvan deities, with moss o'ergrown, 

And fountains palpitating i» the heat. 

And all Val d'Amo stretched beneath Its feet. 

Here in seclusion, as a widow may. 
The lovely lady whilcd the houfd away, 
Pacing in sable robes the stAtueU ball. 
Herself the stateliest statueamong all. 
And seeing more and mc ro, while secret Joy« 
Her husband risen and living in her boy. 
1111 the lost sense of life return again, 
Not as deliglit, but as relief from pain, 
^leanwhile the boy, rejoicing iJi his strength, 
Stormed down the teiTAoes trom length to 

length ; . 

Tlie creaming peacock chased in hot pursutt, 
And climbed the garden trellises lor fruit 
Kut his chief pastime was to watch the flight 
Of a ger-falcon, sparing itito sight, 
B<>yond the trees that friuged the garden wall, 
Then downward stooping at some distaut call; 
And as he pazed full often wondered ho 
Who might tlie master of the falcon be, 
lentil the happy morning, wlieu lie found 
Master and tulcon In tlie cottage ground. 

And now a shadow and a terror fell 

On the great house, us is a passing-bell 

Tolled from the tower, and lilled each spacious 

room 
With secret awe and preternatural gloom, 
Tlie petted boy grew ill, und day by day 
IMned with mysterious malady away. 
Tliu niuthor's heart would not be comforted; 
J ler darling seemed to her already dead. 
And often, sitting by the sufferer d side, 
" What oau I do to comfort thcoY" sbe cried. 
At first tlie silent lips made no reply, * 
Hut moved at length by her importunate cry, . 
'• (;ive me," he. answered, with imploring tone,. 
*• 8cr Federlgo's falcon for uiy. own!" 

No answer could the astdnixhed mother make; • 
How could she ask, e'en for her daugliteKs dakev 
Such favour at a luckless loverN-hund, 
Well knowing that to ask was to command V ■ - 
Well knowing, wliat all falconers confessed. 
In all the land that falcon was the best. 
The master's pride and passion and dclis^t. 
And the sole pursuivant of this poor knight. 
Kut yet, for her child's sake, she could no less 
1'Iian give assent to soothe his restlessness. 
So promised, and then prcmiising to keep 
Her promise sacred, saw him fall asleep. 

Ti»e morrow was a bright September mom; 
TiK! earth was beautiful as if new-born ; 
Tliere was tliat nameless splendour every- 
where. 
That wild exhilaration in the air, 
Which makes the passers in city street 
Congratulate each other as they meet. 
Two lovely ladies, clothed in cloak and hood. 
Passed through the garden gate into tlie wood. 
Under the lustrous leaves, and through the 

sheen 
Of dewy sunshine showering down liotween. 
Tlio one, close-hooded, had the attractive grace 
Which sorrow sometimes lends a woniui's face ; 
Her dark eyes moistened with the mist that roll 
From the gulf-stream of passion in the soal: 
Tlie other with her hood thrown back, her hair 
Making a golden glory in the air. 
Her cheeks snlTused with an auroral blush. 
Her young heart singing louder than the thrush. 
So walked, that mom, through mingled light 

and shade, 
Each by the other's presence lovelier made. 



Monna Giovanna and licr bosom friend, 
Intent upon their errand and its end. 

Thoy found Ser Fcderigo at his toil. 

Like banislicd Adam, delving in the soil; 

And when he looked and these fair women 

spied. 
The garden suddenly was gloriflod ; 
His long-lost Kdcn was restored again, 
.Vnd the strange river winding through the 

plain. 
No longer was the Anio to his eyes. 
But the £uphrutes watering Paradise ! 

Monna Oiovanna raised her stately head, 
And with fair words of salutation ruiid : 
•'Ser Foderlgo. we come lierc as friends 
Hoping in this to make some poor amends 
For past unkindness. I who ne'er before 
Would even cross the thrcsiiold of your door, . ■ 
I who in happier d(\ys such pride maintained, ■ 
Refused your banquets, and your gifts dh- 

dained. 
This ni«)rningcome, a self-invited guest. 
To put your generous nature to the test. 
And breakfast with you under your own vJiic.V 
To which he answered: "Poor desert of mine, • 
Not your unkUidnesa call it, for if aught 
Is good in me of feeling or of thought. 
From you it comes, and this last grocp out- 
weighs. 
All sorrows, all jregrets of other diys. * 

And after further compliment and talk. 

Among the dahlias in the garden walk 

He left his guests ; and to the cottage turned, 

And as he entered for a moment yearned '• 

For the lost splendours of the days of old, 

Tlie ruddy glass, the silver and the gold. 

And felt how piercing is the sting of pride, 

By want embittered and intensified. *^«with 

He looked about htm for some means or way ^*'" 

To keep this unexpected lioUday ; -^ 

Searched every cupboard, and then searched 

again. 
Summoned the mahl, who came, but came iu 

vain ; 
"The Sigiior did not hunt to-day," she said. 
There's nothing in the house but wine and 

bread." 

Tlien suddenly tho drowsy falcon shook 

His little bells, with that sagacious look. 

Which said, as plaht as lahgnage to the ear, 

" If anything is wanting. 1 am here!" 

Yes, everything is wanting, gallant bird 

The muster seized thee wlth<iut further wonl. 

Like thine own lure, he whirled tliee round ; uh, 

ine! 
The poinp and flutter of brave falconry, 
The bells, the jesses, and bright scarlet liood. 
The flight and the pursuit o er fleld and wood. 
All these for evermore are ended now; 
No longer victor, but the victim thou I 

Tlien on the board a snow-white cloth -he 

spread. 
Laid on its wooden dish the loaf of bread, 
Brought purple grapes with autumn sunshine 

hot, 
Tlie fragrant )>erch, the juicy bergamot ; 
Then in the midst a flask of wine he placed, 
And with autumnal flowers the banquet graced. 
Ser Federlpo, would not these suffice 
Without tny falcon stuffed with cloves and 

spice V 

WTien all was ready, and the courtly dainc 

With her companions to the cottage came, 

Upon Ser Federlgo's brain there fell 

Tlie wild enchantment of a magic spoil; 

The room they entered, mean and low and 

small. 
Was changed into a snmptnona banqnet-liall, 

I With fanfares by aSrial trumpets blown ; 

I Tl:c rustic chair she sat on was a throne ; 
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He ate celestial food, aiid a divine 
Flavoar was given to his country wine. 
And tlie poor falcon, fragrant witli his spice, 
A peacock was, or bird of paradise ! 

When the repast was ended, tbcy arose 
And ])assed again into the gardcn-eluse. 
Then said the lad v, " Far too well I know, 
Keiuemberlng still the day of lung ago. 
Though you bietray it not. with wiiut surprise 
You see me here In this familiar wise. 
Yon have no children, and you cannot guoss 
What anguish, what unspeakable distress 
A mother feels, whose child is lying ill, 
Nor how her heart anticipates nls will. 
And yet for this, you see me lay aside 
All womanly reserve and check of pride. 
And ask the thing most precious in your sight. 
Your falcon, your sole comfort and delight, 
Which If you find it in your heart to give. 
My poor, unhappy boy perchance moy live." 

Scr Fcderigo listens, and repllea. 
With tears of love and pitj- In his eyes : 
"Alas, dear ladj*^! there can be no task 
So sweet to rac as giving when you ask. 
One little hour ago, if I had known 
This wish of yours. It would have been my own. 
lint thinking in what manner I could best 
Do honour to the presence of my guest, 
I deemed that nothing worthier could do 
Than what most dear and precious was to me. 
And so my gallant falcon breathed his last 
To furnish forth this morning ourxopak." 

> mute contrition, mingled with dismay, 
re gentle lady turned her eyes away, 
ieving that he such sacrifice should make, . 
.d killbis falcon for a woman's sake, 
c feeling in her heart a woman's pride* 
Hiat nothing she could ask for was denied ; 
Then took her leave, and passed out at the gate 
With footstep slow and soul disconsolate. 

Three days went by, and lo! a passing bell 
Tolled from the little chapel in the dcU; 
Ten strokes Ser Federigo heard and sftid, 
Breathing a prayer, '* Alas! her child Is dead!" 

Tliree months went by; and lo! a merrier 

chime 
llang from the chapel bells at Christmas time ; 
The cottage was deserted, ai)4 Xio mere 
Ser Federigo sat beside its door. 
But now, with servitors to do his will. 
In the grand villa, half-way up the hill, 
Sat at the Christouis feast, aud at his side 
Monna Glovanna, his beloved bride, 
Never so 1)eantiful, so kind, so fair. 
Enthroned once more in the old rustic chair, 
High-perched upon the back of which there 

stood 
The image of a falcon carved in wood. 
And underneath the Inscription, with u date, 
"All things come round to him who will nut 

wait." 



INTERLUDE. 

Soon as the story reached its end. 
One, over eager to commend, 
Crowned It with injudicious praise : 
And then the voice of blame found vent. 
And fanned the embers of dissent 
Into a somewhat lively blaze. 

The Theologian shook his head : 

" These old ItaUau talcs.'' he snld, 

'* From the much-praised Decameron down 

Through all the rabble of the rest. 

Are either trifling, dull, or lewd ; 

Tbegoaaip of a nmghboarhood 

Jn some naaof jgwyjmcAMX (own, 

X Bcan^Mloaa chronicle at bout I 



They seem to be a stagnant fen. 
(irown rank with rushes and with reeds 
Where a white Illy, now and then, 
lUooms in the midst of noxious weeds 
Aud deadly nightshade on its banks." 

To this the Student straight replied, 

" For tlie white lily many thanks! 

One should not say, with too much pride, 

Fountain, I will not driuk of thco ! 

Nor were It grateful to forget, 

That from these reservoirs and tanks 

Even imperial Shakspere drew 

His Moor of Venice and the Jew, 

And Romeo and Juliet, 

And many a famous comedy." 

Then a long pause till some one said, 
" An Augelis flying overhead !" 
At these words spaKe the Spanish Jew, 
And murmured with au Inward breath ; 
" God grant. If whiat you say is true. 
It may not be -the Angel of Death I" 

And then aCnotTier pause ; and then, : 

Stroking his beard, he said again : 

." This brings back to my meinory 

A story fn the Talmnd tctd. 

That book of gems, that l>ook of gold, 

Of wonders man> und mnnffuld, 

A talc that often comes to nie, 

And fills my heart, and haunts my brain, 

And never wearies nor gi^ows old." 



THE SPANISH JEWS TALE. 

THE LSGESD OF lUBBI BEN hE\J. 

Rabbi Ben Levi, on the Sabbath, read 
A volumo of the Law, in which it said, 
''No man shall look upon my face and Ifvo," 
And as he read he prayed that Uod would give 
His fatthfnl servant grace with mortal eye 
To look upon hia face and yet not die. 

Then fell a sudden shadow on the page. 
And, lifting up his eyes, grown dim with age. 
He saw the Angel or Death before hfm stand, 
Holding a naked sword in liis right hand. 
R«bbi Ben Levi was a righteous man, 
Yet throned his veins a chill of horror run. 

With trembling voice he said, ''TVliat wilt thoa 

here?" 
The angel answered, "Lo! the time draws 

near 
When thou must die ; yet first, by Uod's decree, 
Whate'er thou askest shall be grunted thee." 
Replied the Rabbi, " Let these living eyes 
First look upon my place In paradise." 

Then said the Angel, "Come with me and look.*' 
Rabbi Ben Levi closed the sacred book. 
And rising, and uplifting hisgi'Ay bead, 
" Give me thy sword," fie lo the Angel said, 
" Lest thou shouldst fall iin<Hi me by the way," 
The Angel smiled and h|«teued to obey, 
Then led him forth to the Celestial Town, 
And set him on the wall, whence, gazing down, 
Rab1;I Ben Levi, with his living eyes. 
Might look upon his place In Paradise. 

Then straight Into the city of the Lord 

The Rabbi leaped wltn the Death-Angers 
sword, 

And t4irongh the streets there swept a svdden 
breath 

Of something there unknown, which men call 
dcutlK 

Meanwhile, the Angel flayed without, and 
etied, 

"Comeback!" Towhloh the Rabbi's voice re- 
plied, 
J "ISol \tvtVi* iv«Lxne of (lod. whom I adore, ■ 
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Then all the Aiigcls cried, "O Holy One. 
Sec what the son of Levi here has done ! 
The kluc'dom of Heaven he takes by violence. 
And In thy name refuses to. go hence !" 
The Ix)rd replied, " My Anjrcls. be not wroth ; 
Did e'er tho son of Levi break his oathy 
Lft liitii remain : for ho with ihortjil I'vo 
Shall look upon my face, and yet not die." 

lleyond the outer wall the Angel of Death 
Heard the great voice, and said, with jiantin^' 

breath, 
" Give back the sword, and let me ao my way." 
AVhcrcat ihe liabbl paused, and answcrud, 

"Nay! 
Anguish enough already has it. caused 
Among the f^ous of men." And while ho paused 
He heard the awful mandate of the Lord 
Kcsounding through the air, "CMvo back the 

sword I" 

The Kabbi Iiowed his head in nllent prayer; 
Then said he to the dreadful Angel, ''Swear, 
No human eye shall look on it again; 
But when thou takest away the souls of men. 
Thyself unseen, and with an unseen sword. 
Thou wilt perform the bidding of the Lord." 

The Angel took the sword again, and swore, 
And walks on earth uuseeu for evermore. 

I N T E K L U 1) E. 

IlE cn^'.cd: and a kind of spell 

!• pon the silent listeners fell. 

Ills solemn manner and his words 

Had touched the deep, mystorloas chords, 

That vibrate in each human breast 

Alike, but not alike confessed. 

The spiritual world seemed near ; 

And close above them, full of fear, 

Its awful adumbration passed, 

A luminous sliadow, vague and vast. 

They ahuost feared to look, lust there, 

Embodied from the iuipalpablc air, 

They might behold th<>. Angel stand. 

Holding the sword in his right haucl. 

At last, but in a voice snl)ducd, 

!Not to disturb their druamy mood. 

Said the SlclIUn, " While you sjmke. 

Telling vour legend marvellous, 

Suddouly in my memory woke 

The thought of one. now gone from ns,— 

Au old Abate, meek and mild, 

My friend and teacher, when a child. 

Who sometimes in those days of old 



The legend of an Angel told. 
Which ran, if I remonber, tl 



thus." 



THE SICILIAN'S TALE. 

KING BOBERT OP 8TCILY. 

ROBEUT OF Sicily, brother of Tope Urbano 

And Valmond, Emperor of AUemaino, 

AuparoUod in magnificent attire, 

Witli retinue of many a knight and squire, 

On St. John's eve at ve8i>ors, proudly «at 

And heard the priests chant the Magnillcat. 

And as he listened, o'er and o>.r-iigahi 

Kepeated, like a burden or refrain. 

He caught the words, '•" Depotuu potente* 

De sede, et exultavU humites;" 

And slowly lifting up his kingly head. 

He to a learned clerk besid(i him said, 

'•What mean tliese words?" The clerk made 

answer meet, 
"He has put down the mighty from their seat. 
And haa exalted them of low degree." 
Thereat King Robert muttered scornfully, 
**'Tis well that such seditious words arasang 
Only bv priests and in the LaUn tongnez 
For nnto prlMts and people be It Jmown, 



There is no power can push me from my 

throne!"' 
And leaning back, he yawned and fell asleep, 
Lulled by tho. chant monotonous and deep. 

WIkii Ik' awoke, it was already uight: 

The church was empty and thoro was no light. 

Save wliore the lamps that glimmuriug few and 

fiiint. 
Lighted a little space bitfore some saint. 
il(^ started from his scat and ga/.vd around. 
But saw no living thhig and hoard no soinul. 
He groped towards tlio door, but It was locked ; 
He cried aloud, and listened, and then knocked. 
And uttered awful throatenlnips and complaints, 
A'nd impretjations upon men iind mints. 
The sound re-echoed from thb roofs and walla 
As if dead priests wore laughing in their stalls! 

At length the sexton, hearing from without 
The tuuui-lt of tlio knocking and tho shout. 
And thinkhig thieves were iu the house of 

l>rayer. 
Came with his lantern, asking, " Who is there?" 
Half choked with rage. King Robert fiercely 

said, 
" Open : 'tis I, the King! Art thou afraid?" 
The frightened soxton muttering with a cnrxe, 
'• Tliis is some drunken vagabond, or worse!" 
Turned tho gi'cat key and flnng the portal wide: 
A man rushed by hiui at a single stride. 
Haggard, half-naked, without iiat or cloak. 
Who neither tnmed, nor looked at him, nor 

spoke, 
Bnf leap<'d Into the blackness of the night. 
And vanislied like a spectre from his sight. 

Robert of Sicily, brother of Pope Urbane 
And Valmond, EmiMiror of AUemaine, 
Despoiled of his magnificent attire, 
Bare-headed, breathless, and besprent with 

mire. 
With sense of wrong a:nd outrage desi)oratc, 
Strode on and thundored at tliu palace-gattn ; 
Rushed through the court-yai-d, thrusthig in his 

rage 
To right and left each seneschal and jpagc. . 
And hurried up the broad and soimduig ntalr, 
His white face ahastly in tho torches' glare. 
From hall to hall ho jiassed with breathless 

speed. 
Voices and cries he heard, but did not heed, 
Until at last he reached the banquet-room. 
Blazing with light, and breathing with perfume. 

There on the dais sat another king. 
Wearing his robes, his crown, his signct-rinff, 
King Robert's self in features, form and height. 
But all transfigured with angelic light I 
It was au Angel ; and his presence there 
Wi th a divine effulgence filled tho air. 
An exaltation, piercing tho disgnisc, 
Though none the hiddcivAngerrccoenlSo. 

A moment speechless, motionless, amazed. 
The throneless monarch on the Angel icazed, 
Who met his looks of anger and surprise 
With tiic divine compassion of his eyes; 
Then said, "Who art thou? and why com^st 

thou hero ?" 
To which Kliig Robert answered, with a sneer, 
" I am the King, and come to claim my own 
From an impostor, who usnrps my throne I'* 

And suddenly, at these andacloas words. 

Up sprang flio angry gifests, and drew their 

swords ; 
The Angel answered, with unrufilod brow. 
^Nay, not the King, but the King's Jester, 

thou 
Henceforth shall wear the bell and scalloped 

■ oape. 
And for thy counseUoT %Yv»X!i.Vfe»A.^».w:^N 
1 Thoci liba&t tJtife^ mf ««t^«»fl»^'«^o#5^>£^«v^^ 
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Deaf to King Robertas threats and cries and 

prayers. 
They thrast him from the hall and down the 

stairs : 
A gronp of tittering pages ran before. 
And as they opened wide the folding-door, 
His heart failed, for ho heard with strange 

alarms. 
The boisterous langhtcr of the men-at arras, 
And all the vanlted chamber roar and ring 
With the mock plaudits of "Long live the 

King!" 

Next morning, waUng with the day's first beam. 
He said within himself, '* It was a dream!" 
Bat the straw rustled as he tnmed his head. 
There were the cap and bells beside his bed, 
Around him rose the bare discoloured >vulls, 
Close by, the steeds were champing in their 

stalls. 
And in the comer, a revolting shape, 
Sliivering and chattering sat the wretched ape. 
It was no dream ; the world he loved so much 
Had turned to dust and ashes at his touch I 

Days came and went ; and now returned again 

To nicily the old Saturnian reign ; 

Under the Angel's governance benign 

The happy island danced with corn and wine. 

And deep within the mountain's burning 

breast 
Enceladns, the giant, was at rest. 

Meanwhile King Kobert yielded to his fate, 
Sullen and silent and disconsolate. 
Dressed in the motley garb that Jesters wear. 
With looks bewildered and a vacant stare, 
Close shaven above the ears, as Monks are 

shorn, 
By courtiers mocked, by pages laughed to 

scorn. 
His only friend the ape, his only food 
What others left,— he still was unsubdued. 
And when the Angel met him on the way 
And half in earnest, half in Jest, would sny, 
Htemly, though tenderly, that he might feel 
The velvet scabbard held a sword of steel, 
*' Art thou the King? " the passion of his woe 
Burst from him in resistless overflow, 
And, lifting high his forehead, he would fling 
The haughty answer back, '*! am, I am the 

King?'* 

Almost three years were ended; when there 

came 
Ambassadors of great repnte and name 
From Valmond, Emperor of AUemaine, 
Unto King Robert, saying that Pope urbane 
By letter summoned tnem forthwithto come 
On Holy Thursday to his city of Rome. 
The Angel with great Joy received his guests. 
And gave them presents of embroidered vests. 
And velvet mantles with rich ermine lined. 
And rings and Jewels of the rarest kind. 
Then he departed with them o'er the sea 
Into the lovely land of Italy, 
Whose loveliness was more resplendent made 
By the mere passing of that cavalcade, 
With plumes, and cloaks, and housings, and the 

stir 
Of Jewelled bridle and of golden spur. 

And lo ! among the menials, in mock state. 
Upon a piebald steed, with shambling gait, 
His cloak of fox-tails flapping in the wind. 
The solemn ape demurely perched behind, 
King Robert rode, making huge merriment 
In all the country towns through which they 
went. 

The Pope received them with great pomp, and 

if/MTV 

^^aA0«rnf trampetM, on Saint Peter's Sqiuure, 
j^^J^f[,^^'^9^^'ot'on and embrace, 
r-errent, and faU ofapoatollc grace/ 



While with congratulations and with prayeri 

He entertained the Angel unawares, 

Robert, the Jester, bursting through the crowd. 

Into their m^esence rushed, and cried aloud, 

" I am the King ! Look, and behold in mc 

Robert, your brother, King of Sicily ! 

This man who wears my semblance in your 

eyes. 
Is an Impostor in a King's disguise. 

Do yon not know me ? does no voice within 
Answer my cry, and say we ore akin?" 
The Pope in silence, but with troubled mien, 
Gazed at the Angel s countenance serene ; 
The Emperor, laughing, snid, "It is strange 

sport 
To keep a madman for thy Fool at court!" 
And the poor, baffled Jester in disgrace 
Was hustled back among the populace. 

In solemn state the Holy W^eek went by, 
And Easter Sunday gleamed upon the sky ; 
The presence of the Angel, with its light, 
Before the sun rose, made the city bright. 
And with new fervour filled the hearts of men, 
Who felt indeed that Christ had risen again. 
Even the Jester, on -his bed of straw. 
With haggard eyes the nnwonted splendour saw. 
He felt within a power unfdt before. 
And, kneeling humbly on his chamber floor. 
He Iieard the rustlinur garments of the Lord 
Sweep through the silent air, ascending heaven- 
ward. 

And now the visit ending, and once more 
Valmond returnUig to the Danube's slioro. 
Homeward the Aneel journeyed, and again 
The land was resplendent with his train. 
Flashing along the towns of Italy 
Unto Salerno, and from there by sea. 
And when once more within Palermo's wall. 
And seated on the throne in his great hall, 
He heard the Angelus from convent towers. 
As if the better world conversed with ours, 
And beckoned to King Kobert to draw nighcr, 
And with a gesture bade the rest retire ; 
And when they were alone, the Angel said, 
"Art thou the King?" Then bowing down his 

head, 
King Robert crossed both hands upon his breast. 
Ana meekly answered him : " Thou knowest 

best! 
My sins as scarlet are ; let me go hence. 
And in some cloister's school of penitence. 
Across those stones, that pave the way to 

heaven 
Walk barefoot until my guilty soul is shriven !" 
The Angel smiled, and from his radiant face 
A holy light illumined all the place. 
And tnrough the oi)en window, loud and clear. 
They heard the monks chant in the chapel near, 
Above the stir and tumnlt of the street : 
" He has put down the mighty from their seat. 
And has exalted them of low degree!" 
And through the chant a second melody 
Rose like the throbbing of a single string: 
" I am an Angel, and thou art the King!" 

King Robert, who was standing near the throne. 
Lifted np his eyes, and lo ! be was alone ; 
But all apparelled as in days of old. 
With ermine mantle and with cloth of gold : 
And when his courtiers came, they found him 

there 
Kneeling upon the floor, absorbed in silent 

prayer. 

INTERLUDE. 

And then the blue-eyed Norseman told 
A Kaga of the days of old. 
'^ There la," said ne, " a wondrous book 
Ot Legcatuia tn the old Norse tongne, 
Ot xYus dAai(iY3nC&<A^OTTt)mv7<~ ■• 
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In many a smoky, fireside nook 
Of Iceland, in the ancient day. 
By wandering Sasa-man or Scald ; 
Heimskringla is the volume called ; 
And he who looks may find therein 
The story that I now begin." 

And in each pause the story made 
Upon his violin he played. 
As an appropriate interlude, 
Fragments of old Norwegian tunes 
That bound in one the separate runes, 
And held the mind in perfect mood. 
Entwining and encircling all 
The strange and antiquated rhymes 
With melodies of olden times : 
As over some half-ruined wall. 
Disjointed and about to fall, 
Fresh woodbines climb and interlace, 
And keep the loosened stones in place. 



THE MUSICIAN'S TALE. 
THE SAGA OF KING OLAF. 

I.— THE CHALLENGE OF THOS. 

I AM the God Thor, 
I am the War God, 
I am the Thunderer ! 
Here in my Northland, 
My fastness aad fortress, 
Keign 1 forever ! 

Here amid icebergs 
Kule I the nations ; 
This Is my hammer, 
Miolner, the mighty ; 
Giants and sorcerers 
Cannot withstand it ! 

These are the gauntlets 
Wherewith I wield it. 
And hurl it afar off ; 
This is my girdle ; 
Whenever I brace it. 
Strength is redoubled ! 

The light thou beholdest 
Stream through the heavens, 
In fiashes of crimson. 
Is but my red beard * 

Blown by the night-wind. 
Affrighting the nations! 

Jove is my brother ; 
Mine eyes are the lightning ^ 
The wheels of mv chariot 
Koll in the thunder, 
The blows of my hammer 
Ring in the earthquake 1 

Force rules the world still, 
Has ruled it, shall rule it ; 
Meekness is weakness. 
Strength Is triumphant. 
Over the whole earth 
StilllsltThor's-day! 

Thou art a God, too, 
O Galilean! 

And thus single-handed 
Unto the combat, 
Gauntlet or Gospel 
Here I defy thee. 

II.— KINO OLAF'S BETUttN. 

And Ring Olaf heard the cry. 
Saw the red light in the sky. 

Laid his hand upon his sword, 
As he leaned upon the railing. 
And his ships went sailing, sailing 

Northward Into Dronthelm ford. 

There he stood as one who dreamed ; 
And the red light glanced and gleamed 
n 



On the armour that he wore ; 
And he shouted, as he rifted 
Streamers o'er him shook and shifted, 

'^ I accept thy challenge, Thor !*' 

To avenge his father slain. 
And reconquer realm and reign. 

Came the youthful Olaf home. 
Through the midnight sailing, sailing. 
Listening to the wild wind's wailing, 

And the dashing of the foam. 

To his thoughts the sacred name 
Of his mother Astrid came, 

And the tale she oft had told 
Of her fiight by sacred passes, 
Through the mountains and morasses, 

To the home of Hakon old. 

Then strange memories crowded back 
Of Queen Gnnhild's wrath and wrack. 

And a hurried fiight by sea; 
Of grim Vikings, and their rapture 
In the sea-fight, and the capture, 

And the life of slavery. 

How a stranger watched his face 
In the Esthonian market-place. 

Scanned his features one by one. 
Saying, " We should know each other; 
I am Sigurd, Astrids brother. 

Thou art Olaf, Astrld's son!" 

Then as Queen Allogia's page, 
Old in honours, young in age, 

Chief of all her men-at-arms ; 
Till vague whispers, and mysterious. 
Beached King valdemar, the imperious, 

Filling him with strange alarms. 

TheiAls cruisings o*er the seas, 
Westward to the Hebrides, 

And to Scilly's rocky shore ; 
And the hermit's cavern dismal, 
Christ's great name and rites baptismal, 

In the ocean's rush and rear. 

All these thoughts of love and strife 
Glimmered through his lurid life. 

As the stars intenser light 
Through the red fiames o'er him trailing. 
As the ships went sailing, sailing 

Northward in the summer night. 

Trained for either camp or court, 
Skilful in each manly sport. 

Young and beautiful and tall; 
Art of warfare, craft of chases. 
Swimming, skating, snow-shOe races. 

Excellent alike in alL 

When at sea, with all his rowers. 
He along the bending oars 

Outside of his ship could run. 
He the Smalsor Horn ascended. 
And his shinhig shield suspended 

On its summit, like a sun. 

On the ship-rails he could stand. 
Wield his sword with either hand. 

And at once two Javelins throw; 
At all feasts where ale was strongest 
Sat the merry monarch longest. 

First to come and last to go. 

Norway never yet had seen 
One so beautiful of mein. 

One so royal in attire, 
When in arms completely furnished, 
Harness gold-inlaid and burnished. 

Mantle like a fiame of fire. 

Tims came Olaf to his own. 
When upon the night-wind blown 
Passed that cry along the shore ; 
And he answered, while the rifted 
Streamers o'et UVccl^Vv^w^ vcv^^ScdSX^^ 
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** Thora Of RiQio; ! hide me ! hide me I 
Danger and shame and death betide rae*! 
For Olaf the King is hunting ine down 
Through fleld and forest, through .thorp and 
town!" 
Thus cried Jarl Hafcon 
To Thora, the fairest of women. 

'^ Hakon Jarl ! for the love I bear thee ! 
Neither shall death nor shame come near thee ! 
But the hidlng-i^loce wherein thou must lie 
Is the cave underneath the swine in the st^/' 

Thus to Jarl Hakon 

Said Thora, the fairest of women. 

So Hakon Jarl and his hose thrall Karker, 
Crouched in the cave, than a diuigcon darker, 
As Olaf caiae. riding, with mva iit mail, 
Through the forest roads, into Orkadaie, 
Demandinc: Jarl Hakon 
Of Thora, the fairest of womon. 

** Rich and honoured shall be whoever 
The head of Hakon Jarl shall dissever!^ 
Hakon heard him, and Karker the slave, 
Through the br«athiDg4ioles of the darksome 
cave. 

AlonsB in her chamber 

Wept Thora, the fairest of women« 

Said Karker, the crafty. ** I will not slay thee ! 
For all the King's gold 1 wiU never botwy 

thee!" 
**Then why doest thoa tnm so palia, fbOfL 
And then again black as the eaistb.? saiftthe, 
EarL 
More pale and more faithfBl.. 
Was Thora, the fairest of womem 

From a dream in the night the thraustarted, 

saving, 
*' Bound my neck a gold ring King Olaf was 

laying T* 
And Hakon answered^ ** Beware of the King! 
He will lay round thy neck a blood-red ring. 
At the ring on her fingear 
Gazed Thora, theiairaet of women. 

At daybreak slept Hakon, with sorrows encom- 

bercd. 
But screamed and drew up his feet as he 

slumbered ; 
The thrall in the darknass plM»0sd with his 

knife. 
And the Earl awakened no more in thla Ufa. 
But wakeful and weeping 
Sat niora, the fairest of wqsuul 

AtNidarholm the priests are all singing. 
Two ghastly heads en the glUlet ar» swniging ; 
One is Jarl Hakon's and one Je bis thnrtlX 
And the people ace shontingireia windews and 

While alone in her tihamber 
Swoons Thora, the. fairest of wqmMO, 

IV.— QUBBK SIQSID TOB BACOHTY. 

QuBEK SiGRH) THS Hadghxy sat proud sud aloft 
. in her chamber, that looked over meadow and 
croft. 
Heart's dearest. 
Why dost thon sorrow so ? 

The floor with tassels of fir was besprent. 
Filling the room with tqeir fragrant scent. 

She heard the bbrda sing and saw. ti^§ snn shine, 
The air of sonuner wis sirseter il^aji Wm». 

Like a sword without scahl^sr^ tl^e brlglit liyer 

lay 
Between her own kingdom and KorfOWa^. 

^"J ?I^i {^^ ^*' ^"^ «ned 'or her hand, 



sword woaJd be 
spanoedt 



Her maidens were seated around her knee, 
Working bright figures in tapestry. 

And one was singing the ancient rune 

Of Brynhilda's lore and the wrath of Gndmn. 

And through It, and round it,, and over it all 
Sounded incessant the watcirall. 

The Queen In her hand held a ring of gold. 
From the door of LaOA's Temple old. 

King Olaf had sent her this wedding gift. 

But her thouj^te as arrows were keen and 

swift. 

She had given tte ring, to her goldsmiths twain. 
Who smiled, as they handed it back again. 

And Sigild the Queen in her haughty way. 
Said, "Why do you smile, my goldsmiths, say V*' 

And they answered: "O Queen! if the truth 

must be told, 
The ring is of copper, and not of gold ?*' 

The lightning flashed o'er her forehead and 

cheek, • 
She only murmured, she did not si>cak 

** If in his gifts he can faithless be, 
There will be no gokl hi his io%*e to>rac;'' 

A footstep was heard on the outer stair. 
And in strode liing Olaf with royal air. 

He kissed the Queen's Iiand, and be whispered 

of love. 
And swore to be tme as the stars are above. 

But she smiled with contempt as she answered : 

" O King, 
Will you swear it, as Odin once swore on the 

ringr 

And the King: " O speak not of Odin to mo. 
The wife of King Olafa (Jhrfetian must be.*' 

Looking straight at the King, with her level 

She said, "f keep. tmeiomySaUii and my vows.'' 

Then the face of King iOlal was darkened with 

gloom 
He rose in anger and strode thnmghthe roouL 

"Why thAi should I care to liaxe thee?" he 

said— 
" A faded old wonan, a heathenish jade !" 

His zeal was stronger than fear or lore. 
And he struck the Queen in the lace with liis 
glove. 

Then forth from the chamber in angei he fled. 
And the wooden stabrway shook wim:his tread. 

Sueen Sigridfhe HanghtTsaUl onderher breatli, 
This insult. King CM, shall he ihy death ! " 

Heart's deaDset,.. 

Why doest thon sorrow eo-? 

v.— THE SVBBBX OF SHBISES. 

Now from all King Olafs farms 

His meU'^t'Anns . 
Gathered on the Eve of Easter; 
To his house at Angvalds-ineaa 

Fast they press, 
Drinking with the royal feaster. 

Loudly through the wide-flung door 

Came the roar 
Of the sea upon the Skerry; 
Antqu t^jonitor load and near 

Mingl^g ym the ToSees werry^ 
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** Listen to that song and learn it; 
Half my kingpdom would 1 give, 

AS I live. 
If by such songs you would earn It I 

''For of all runes and rhymes 

Of all times, 
Best I like the ocean's dirges, 
When the old harper haaves and rookSi 

His huary locks 
Flowing and flashing in the surged 1*' 

Halfred answered: *' I am called 

The Unappalled! 
Nothing hinders me or daonts me. 
Hearken to me then, O King, 

While I sing 
The great Ocean Song that hamta me.'' 

" I will hear your song sublime 

Some other time," 
Says the drowsy monarctif ynwntng. 
And retires; each laughing guest 

Applauds the Jest; 
Then they sleep till day is dawxtiug. 

Pacing up and down the smrd. 

King Olafs guard 
Saw the sea-mist slowly creeping 
O'er the sands and up the hill, 

Gathering still 
Round the house where they were ildeplog. 

It was not the foR he saw. 

Nor misty flaw, 
That above the landscape broodAd; 
It was Eyvind Kallda's crew 

Of warlocks blue, 
With their caps of darkness h<Mtfed I 

Bound and round the iMMise they go, 

Weaving slow 
Magic circles to encumber 
And imprison in their ring 

Ofaf the King , 
As he helpless He : n^lumber. 

Then athwart the vapours dun 

The Eastern sun 
Streamed with one broad track of (q^endOltrf 
In their real forms appeared 

The warlock weird. 
Awful as the Witch of Eador. 

Blinded by the light that glarck]. 

They gropea and stared 
Round about with steps unsteady; 
From his window Oiafgasad, 

And, amazed, 
*'Who are these strange peofla?** said be. 

'* Eyvind Kallda and his menl** 

Answered then 
From the yard a sturdy farmer; 
While the men-at-arms apaco 

Filled the place. 
Busily buckling on their amMMur. 

From the gates they sallied (orfb. 

South and north. 
Scoured the island coast arotRMl thAil, 
Seizing all the warlock band. 

Foot and tiand 
On the Skerry rocks tliey boond tk«iiL 

And at eve the King again 

Called his tram, 
And, with all the candles burning, 
Silent sat and haard onca more 

The sullen roar 
Of the ocean tides returmkig. 

Shrieks and cries of wUd despair 

FiUcd the air, 
Growing fainter as they listened ; 
Then the bursting surge alone 

Sounded on;— 
Tbtt3 the Borceren were christened! 
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Sing, Scald, your song sublime. 

Your ocean-rhyme,'^ 
" Cried King Olaf : "It wiU cheer mef' 
Said the Scald, with jmllid cheeks, 

♦ The Skerry of^Shrieks 
Sings too loud for you to tiear aie !" 

vi.->xnB yrmAiBL ov onnr. 

The guests were loud, tte aie- warstreog, 
King Olaf feasted late and long; 
The hoary Scalds together sang; 
O'erhead the smoky ratters rang. 

Dead rides Sir Morten of FogeLsang. 

The door swung wide, with creak and din; 
A Mast of cold nij!lit-«ir came in. 
And on the threshold shivering stood 
A one-eyed guest, with cloak and hood. 
Dead ndes Sir Morten of Fogclsang. 

The King exclaimed, " O graybeard pale ! 
Come warm thee with this cup of ale." 
The foaming draught the old man quaffed. 
The nMsy guests looked on and laughed. 
Dead rides- Sir Morten of Fogelsang. 

Then spake the Kiiw : *'Be not afraid ; 
Sit here by me.** The guest obeyed, 
And, seated at the table, told 
Tales of the sea^ and Sagas old. 

Dead ridee Sir Morten of FogelMBg. 

And ever, when the tale was o'er, 
The King demanded yet one more : 
Till Sigurd the Bishop smiling said, 
ti 'Tislate, O King. and timefor bed." 
Dead rides Sir M(Hlei» ef Fogelsaoc. 

The King retired ; the stranaer-gnest 
Followed and entered with tke rest ; 
Tlie lights were out, the pages gone, 
But still the garrulous guest went on. 
Dead rides Sir ICerMn of Fogelsang. 

As one who from a ▼olame reads. 
He spake of lieroes and tlieir deeds. 
Of lands and cities tic had seen. 
And stormy gulfs that tossed between. 
DeadTrlaes Sir Morten of Fogelsang. 

Then from his lips in nraaic rolled 
The Hamaval of Odin old. 
With sounds mysterious as the roar 
Of billows on a distant shore. 

Dead rides Bhr Morten of Fogelsang. 

" Do we not learn from runes and rhymes 
Made by the gods in elder times. 
And do not still the great Scalds teach 
That sHence better is than speech ?" 

Dead rides Sir Morten of Fogelsang. 

Smiling at this, the King replied, 
" Tliy lore is by thy tongue belied • 
For never was I so enthralled 
Either by Saga-man or Scald." 

Dead rides Sir ICorten of Fogelsang. 

The Bishop said,** Late hours we keep! 
Night wanes, O Khigl 'tis tbne for sleep !" 
Then slept the King, and then he woke. 
The guest was gone, the morning broke. 
Dead rides Sir Morten of Fogelsang. 

They found the deora securely barred. 
They found the watch-dog in the yard, 
There was no footprint in the grass. 
And none had seen the stranger pass. 
Dead rides Sir Morten of Fogelsang 

King Olaf crossed himeetf a«Ld'«»iS.\ 
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VII.— IBON-BEABD. 

Olap the King, one summer mom. 
Blew a blast on his bugle-horn, 
Bending his signal through the land of Dron- 
theim. 

And to the Hns-TIng held at Mere 
Gathered the farmers far and near, 
With their war weapons ready to confront him. 

Ploughing under the morning star, 
Old Iron-Beard in Yriar 
Heard the summons, chnckllng with a low 
laugh. 

He wiped the sweat-drops from his brow. 
Unharnessed his horses from the plough. 
And clattering came on horseback to King Olaf. 

He was the chnrliest of the churls ; 
Little he cared for king or earls ; 
Bitter as home-brewed ale were his foaming 
passions. 

Hodden-grav was the garb he wore, 
And by the Hammer of Thor he swore ; 
He hated the narrow town, and all its fashions. 

But he loved the freedom of his farm, 

His ale at night, by the fireside warm. 

Gudrun his daughter, with her flaxen tresses. 

He loved his horses and his herds, 
Th« smell of the earth, and the song of birds, 
His well-filled bams, his brook with us water- 
cresses. 

Huge and cumbersome was his fk«me: 
His beard, from which he took his name. 
Frosty and fierce, like that of Hymer the Giant. 

So at the Hns-TIng he appeared. 

The farmer of Yriar, Iron-Beard, 

On horseback, with an attitude defiant. 

And to King Olaf he cried aloud. 
Out of the middle of the crowd. 
That tossed about him like a stormy ocean: 

** Such sacrifices shalt thou bring. 
To Odin and to Thor, O King, 
As other kings liave done in their devotion!** 

King Olaf answered : " I command 
This land to l>e a Christian land : 
Here is my Bishop who the folk baptizes I 

" But if yon ask me to restore 
Your sacrifices stained with gore. 
Then will I offer human sacrifices! 

" Kot slaves and peasants shall they be, 
But men of note and high degree. 
Such men as Orm of Lyra and Kar of Gryting!** 

Then to their Temple strode he in. 
And loud behind him heard the din 
Of his men-at-arms and the peasants fiercely 
fighting. 

There in the Temple, carved in wood, 
The image of great Odin stood. 
And other gods, with Tlior supremo among 
them. 

King Olaf smote them with the blade 
Of his huge war-axe, gold-Inlaid, 
And downward shattered to the pavement finng 
them. 

At the same moment rose without. 
From the contending crowd, a shoot. 
A mingled sound of triumph and of wailing. 

And there npon the trampled plain 
The farmer iron-Beard lay slaliL 
MidwAj between the assailed and the assailing. 

.^/V Olaf from the doorway spoke : 
Th *- ^^^f^ ?• between two things, my folk, 
^o ife baptized orgiren up to slaaghter !" 
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And seeing their leader stark and dead,. 
The people with a murmur said, 
' King baptize us with thy holy water!" 

So all the Drontheim land became 
A Christian laud in name and fame. 
In the pld gods no more believmg aud trusting. 

And as a blood-atonement, soon 
King Olaf wed the fair Gndrun ; 
And thus in peace ended the Drontheim IIna> 
Thig! 

vni.— Gxn>RUN. 

On King Olafs bridal night 
Shines the moon with tender light. 
And across the chamber streams 

Its tide of dreams. 
At the fatal midnight hour, 
When all evil things have power. 
In the glimmer of the moon 

Stands Gudrun. 

Close against her heaving breast, 
Something in her hand is pressed ; 
Like an icicle, its sheen 
Is cold and keen. 

On the calm are fixed her eves 
Where her murdered father lies. 
And a voice remote and drear 
' She seems to hear. 

What a bridal night is this 
Cold will be the dagger's kiss; 
Laden with the chiu of death 

In its breath. 
Like the drifting snow she sweeps 
To the couch where Olaf sleeps ; 
Suddenly he wakes and stirs. 

His eyes meet hers. 

»» What is that." King Olaf said, 
»• Gleams so bright above thy head? 
Wherefore standest thou so white 
In pale moonlight?" 

** *ns the bodlcin that I wear 
When at night 1 bind my hair , 
It woke me falling on the floor ; 
'Tls nothing more. 

** Forests have ears, and fields have eyef. 
Often treachery lurking lies 
Underneath the fairest hair ! 
Gudrun beware!** 

Ere the earliest peep of mom 
Blew King Olafs bugle-horn ; 
And forever sundered ride 
Bridegroom and bride! 

IX.— THANGBRAKB THE FSIEST. 

Short of stature, large of limb, 
Bnrly face and russet beard, 
All the women stared at him. 
When in Iceland he apeared. 
♦' Look !" they said. 
With nodding head, 
»' There goes Thangbrand, Olafs Priest.'* 

All the prayers he knew by rote, 

He could_preach like Chrysostome, 
From the Fathers he could quote, 
He had even been at Rome. 
A leamed clerk, 
A man of mark. 
Was this Thangbrand, Olafs Priest. 

He was quarrelsome and loud. 

And impatient of control. 
Boisterous in the market-crowd. 

Boisterous at the wassail-bowl, 
Everywhere 
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In his house this malccontent 

Could the Ring no longer bear, 
So to Iceland he was seat 
To convert the heathen there, 
And away 
One summer day- 
Sailed this Thangbrand, 01af*s Priest. 

There in Iceland, o'er their boolis 
Pored the people day and night, 
But he did not litie their looks, 
Nor the songs they used to write. 
" AU this rhyme 
Is waste of time ! " 
Grumbled Thangbrand, Olafs Priest. 

To the alehouse, where he sat. 

Came the Scalds and Saga-men ; 
Is it to be wondered at, 
That they quarrelled now and then. 
When o'er his beer 
Began to leer 
Drunken Thangbrand, Olaf's Priest. 

All the folk in Alftaflord 

Boasted of their island grand ; 
Saying in a single word, 
*' Iceland is the finest land 
That the sun 
Doth shine upon !" 
Loud laughed Thangbrand, Olafs Priest 

And he answered ; " What's the use 

Of this bragging up and down, 
When three women and one goosor 
Make a market in your town !" 
Every Scald 
Satires scrawled 
On poor Thangbrand, Olafs Priest. 

Something worse they did than that ; 

And what vexed him most of all 
Was a figure in shovel hat. 
Drawn in charcoal on the wall ; 
With words that go 
Sprawling below, 
" This is Thangbrand, Olafs Priest." 

Hardly knowing what he did. 

Then he smote them might and main, 
Thorvald Veile and Veterlld 
Lay there in tiie alehouse slain. 
" To-day we are gold. 
To-morrow mould 1'" 
Muttered Thangbrand, Olafs Priest 

Much in fear of axe and rope. 

Back to Norway sailed ho then, 
«'0 King Olaf! little hope 
Is there of these Iceland men V* 
Meekly said. 
With bending head. 
Pious Thangbrand, Olafs Priest. 

X.— RAUD THE STRONG. 

"All the old gods are dead. 

All the wild warlocks fled ; 

But the White Christ lives and reigns, 

And throughout my wide domains 

His Gospel shall be spread!" 

On the Evangelists 

Thus swore King Olaf. 

But still in dreams of the night 
Beheld he the crimson light. 
And heard the voice that defied 
Him who was crucified. 
And challenged him to the fight. 

To Sigurd the Bishop 

King Olaf confessed it. 

And Sienrd the Bishop said, 
*' The old gods are not dead. 
For the great Thor still reigns. 
And among the Jarls nod Thanes 
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The old witclicraft still is spread.' 
Thus to King Olaf 
Said Sigurd the Bishop, 

" Far north in the Salten Fiord, 

By rapine, fire, and sword. 

Lives the Viking, Raud tlie Strong; 

All the Godoe Isles belong 

To him and his heathen horde." 

Tims went on speaking 

Sigurd the Bishop. 

" A warlock, a wizard was he, 
And lord of tlie wind and the sea ; 
And whichever way he sails, 
He has ever favouring gales. 
By his craft in sorcery.' 

Here the sign of the cross made 

Devoutly King Olaf. 

" With rites that we both abhur, 
He worships Odin and Thor ; 
So it cannot yet be said, 
Tliat all the old gods are dead, 
And the warlocks arc no more, " 

Flushing with anger 

Said Sigurd the Bishop. 

Then King Olaf cried alond : 
*' I wUl talk with this mighty Kaud, 
And along the Salten Fiord 
Preach the Gospel with my sword. 
Or be brought back in nay shroud : 

So nortliward from iJrontheiui 

Sail King Olaf!" 

XI.— BISHOP SIGUSD AT SALTEN FIORD* 

Loud the angry wind was wailing 
As King Olafs ships <<ame sailing 
Northward out of Drontheim haven 
To the mouth of Salten Fiord. 

Tliough the flying sea-spray drenches 
Fore and aft the rowers' benches. 
Not a single heart is craven 

Of the champions there on board. 

All without the Fiord was quiet, 
But within it storm and riot. 
Such as on his Viking cruises 

Baud the Strong was wont to rido. 

And the sea through all its tide-ways. 
Swept the reeling vessels sideways, 
As the leaves are swept through sluices. 
When the flood-gates open wide. 

" 'TIs the warlock I 'tis the demon 
Raud !" cried Sigurd to the seamen ; 
"But the Lord is not affrighted 
By the witchcraft of his foes." 

To the ship's bow he ascended. 
By his choristers attended. 
Round him were the tapers lighted. 
And the sacred incense rose. 

On the bow stood Bishop Sigurd, 
In his robes, as one transfigured, 
And the Crucifix he planted 
High amid the rain and mist. 

Tlien with holy water sprinkled 
All the ship ; the mass-bells tinkled : 
Loud the monks around him chanted. 
Loud he read the Evangelist. 

As Into the Fiord they darted. 
Off each side the water parted, 
Down a path like silver molten 

Steadily rowed King Olafs ships ; 

Steadily burned all night the tapers^ 

And the White Christ ttvv«cksgft.vw8kxv»5^^«'si 
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Not a guard was at the doorway, 
Nor a glimmer of light was seen. 

Bat at anchor, carved and gilded. 
Lay the dragon-ship he boilded; 
'Twas the grandest ship in Norway, 
With its crest and scales of green. 

Up the stairway, softly creeping, 
To the loft where Rand was sleeping, 
With their fists they burst asunder 
Bolt and bar that held the door. 

Drunken with sleep and ale they found him, 
Dragged him from his bed and bound him 
While he stared with stupid wonder, 
At the looic and garb they wore. 

Then King Olaf said : '' Sea^Klng ! 
Little time have we for speaking. 
Choose between the good aild- evil ; 
Be baptized, or thou shak die r 

But in scorn the heathen scofler 
Answered : *' I disdain thiue offer ; 
Neither feai* I God nor Devil; 
Thee and thy Gospd 1 defy !" 

Then between his jaws distended. 
When his frantic struggles ended. 
Through King Olaf 's horn and adder. 

Touched by fire, they forced to glide- 
Sharp his tooth was as an arrow. 
As he gnawed through bone and marrow ; 
But without a groan or shudder, 

Raud the Strong blaspheming died. 

Then baptized they all that region, 
Swarthy Lap and fair Norwegian, 
Far as swims the salmon, leaping. 
Up the streams of Satten Fit>ra. 

In their temples Thor and Odin ' 
Lay in dust and ashes trodden, 
As King Olaf, onward sweepinf^, ' 

Preached the Gospel with JiI»«word. 

Then he took the carved «nd glided 
Dragon-ship thatRiind bad biuldoil. 
And the tiller singie<-baikled. 

Grasping, steered Into the main. 

Southward sailed the .lea-gRfls o'er him. 
Southward sailed the ship that bore him. 
Till at Dronthelm haven landed 
Olaf and his crew agnin. 

XII.— KIKO OLAF'S CHBIfiTSCAS. 

At Dronthelm, Olaf the King 
Heard the bells of Yule-tide ring. 

As he sat in his banquet-haH, 
Drinking his nut-brown ale. 
With his bearded Berserlts halo 

And tall. 

Three days his Yule-tide feasts 
He held with Bishops and Priests, 

And his horn filled up to the brim; 
But tlie ale was never too strong. 
Nor tlie Saga-man's talc too leng, 

For him. 

O'er his drinkiuff-horn the sign 
He made of the Cross divine, 

As he drank and muttered his prayers: 
But the Berserks evermore 
Made the sign of the Hammer of Thor 

Over theirs. 
The gleams of the firelight dance « 
Upon helmet and hauberk and lance. 
And laughed in the eyesi of the King ; 
And he cries to Bsdtred the 8cai6. 
Ore^-bearded, wrinkled, aadibtddt 
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And tliis slmli be thy reward.'* 
And he loosened the belt at hlswalst, 
And in front of the singer placed 

His sword. 

•' Quern-biter of Hakon the Good, 
Wherewith at a stroke he hewed 

The millstone through and through. 
And Foot-breadth jf Thoralf the Strong, 
Were neither so broad nor so long, 

Nor so true." 

Then the ScaM took his harp and. sang. 
And loud through the music rang 
The sound of that chining word ; 
And the harp-strings.a clangour made, 
As if they were struck with the blade 
Of a sword. 

And the Berserks reond about 
Broke forth into a shont 

That made the rafters ring ; 
Tliey smote with their fists on the board, 
And shouted, ''Long live the Sword, 

And the King!" 

But the King said, " O my son, 
I miss the blight word in one 

Of thy measures and thy rhymes." 
And Half red the Scald replied, 
*' In another 'twas multiplied 

Three times.' 

Then King Olaf raised Uietiilt 
Of iron, crdss-shaped and gilt. 

And said, ** Do not refuse ; . 

Count well the gain and the loss, 

* Thor's hammer or Christ's cross : 

Choose!" 

And Halfred the Scald said, " This 
In the name of the Lord I lilss. 

Who on it was crucified!" 
And a shont went ronnd the board, 
''In the name of Christ the Lord, 

Who died!" 

Then over the waste of snows 
The noonday sun uprose, 

Throngh the driving mists revealed. 
Like the lifting of the Host, 
By incense-clouds almost 

Concealed. 

On the shining wall a vast 
And shadowy crobs was cast 

From the hilt of the lifted sword, 
And in foaming cups of ale 
The Berserks dranK ** Was-hacl 

To the Lord!" 

Xni.— THB BniLI>IK6 OF THX LOSQ 8S&ISNT. 

Thobberg Skaftino, master-builder. 

In his ship-yard by the sea, 
Whistled, saying, ** 'T^'ould bewilder 
Any man but Thorberg Skafting, 

Any man but me !' 

Near him lay the Dragon stranded, 
Built of old by Raud the Strong, 

And King Olaf had commanded 

He should build another Dragon, 
Twice as large and long. 

Therefore whistled Thorberg Ska/tiAg, 
As he sat with half-dosed eyes. 

And his head turned sideways, drafting 

That new vessel for King Olaf 
Twice the Dragon's size. 

, Kound him busily hewed and hammered 
M.a.\\e\. Iciw^ft wx^ Y«»3Bcry axe; 
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All this tumult heard the master,— 

It was music to his ear. 
Fancy whispered all the faster, 
"Men shall hear of Tliorber^r SIcafting 

For a hundi-od year!" 

Workmen sweating at the forges 

Fashioned iron bolt and bar, 
Like a warlock's raldniglit orgies 
Smoked and bubbled the black Cftnhlron 

With the boiling tar. 

Did the warlocks mingle in it, 
Tliorberg Skafting, any cnrsc ? 

Could you not be eone a minute 

But some mischief nmst he doMg, 
Turning bad to worse ?" 

'Twas an ill wind that came wafting. 
From his homestead words of woe, 

To his farm went ThoTberg-SkAftliig, 

Oft repeating to his workmen, 
Build ye thus and so. . 

Xiter long delays retumirfff 

Came the master backl>y night ; 

To his ship-yard longing, yeanling, 

Hurried he, and did not leavorit 
Till the morning's lights 

"Come and see my ship, mydartttg!" 

On the morrow said the Kiiig; 
" Finished now from keel to carllug ; 
Never yet was seen in Norway 

Such a wondrous thing!" 

In the ship-yard, idly talking, 

At the snip the workmen stared ; 
Some one all their labour baulkiag, 
Down her side had cut deep gashes. 
Not a plank was spared! 

"Death be to the evil-doerl" 

With an oath King Olaf spoke ; 
" But rewards to his piirsner!" 
And with wrath his face grew redder 
Than his scarlet cloak. 

Straight the master-builder, smiling. 
Answered thus theangry King: 

" Cease blaspheming and reviling, 

Olaf, it was Thorberg Skafting 
Who has done this thing !" 

Then he chipped and smoothed the plaiiliiiig. 
Till the King delighted, swoi-e. 

With much landing and much thanking, 

" Handsomer is now my Dragon 
Than she waa iaeforei ' 

Seventy ells and fotir extended 
On the grass the vessel's keel , . 

High above it, gilt and splended, 

Kose the figure-head ferocious 
With its crest of steeL 

Tlien they launched her from the trcssc^Ts, 

In the ship-yard by the sea : 
She was the grandest of all vessels, 
Never sliip was built In Norway 

Half so fine as she ; 

The Long Serpent was she christened, 

'Mid the roar of cheer on cheer! 
They who to the Saga listened 
Heard the name of Thorberg. Skafting 
For a hundred year ! 

XIV.— THE CREW OF THF tO»G SKKPE^TIl 

Safe at anchor at DrontheimTiaiy 
King Olaf's fleet assembled lav. 

And, striped with white and blue, 
Downward fluttered sail and banner. 
As alights the screamiag lanner; 
LusWr, cheered^ In their wild manner, 

Tbe Long So^ient-8 crew. 






Hor forecast le man was Llf the Red; 
Like II wolf was his shaggy head. 

His tcelh as large and white; 
His beard, of grav and ruaset blended, 
Round as a swallow's nest descended; 
As standard-bearer he defended 

Olafs flag in the flght. 

Near him Kolbiom had his pUiee, 
Like the King in garb and face. 

So gallant and so hale ; 
Every cabin-boy and varlet 
Wondered at his cloafc'of Scarlet; 
Like a river, frozen and lAAr-llt, 

Gleamed his coat of mail. 

By the bulkhead, tall and daric. 
Stood Thrand Rame of [Hi^mark, 

A figure gaunt and grand ; 
On his hairy arm imprinted 
Was an anchor, aztire*-tinted ; 
Like Thor's hammer, hnge and (Sated 

Was his brawny hand. 

Einar Tamberskelver, t)are 
To tlie winds his golden hair. 

By the mainmast stoiod ; 
Graceful was his form, end slender. 
And his eyes were deep and tender 
As a woman's, in the splctadonr 

Of her maidenhood. 

In the fore-bold Biomanfl Bork 
Watched the sailors at their wdi* ; 

Heavens! how they bwore! 
Thirty men they each commanded. 
Iron-sinewed, horny-handed. 
Shoulders broad, and chests expanded^. 

Tugging at the oar. 

Tliese, and many more like these. 
With King Olaf sailed the seas. 

Till the waters vast 
Filled them with a vague devotion, 
With the freedom and the motion. 
With the roll and roar of ocean 

And the sounding blast. 

When they landed from the fleet. 

How they roared through Drontlielm's sb«et, 

Boisterous as the gale ! 
How they laughed and stamped and pounded. 
Till the tavern roof resomnded. 
And the host looked on astound^ 

As they drank the ^ ! 

Never saw the wild North "Sea- 
Such a gallant companjT 

Sail its billows blue! 
Never, while theycraiaM«nd>qnaiMlled, 
Old King Gorm, or Blue-Tooth Harald, 
Owned a ship so well ajmartUed, 

Boasted such a crenH 

XV.— A. UTTLE UttLTf tSl TBfc AIB. 

A LITTLE bird In the air 
Is singing of Thyri the fair, 

The sister of sVend the Dane : 

And the song of the garrulous bird 

In the streets of the town is heard. 

And repeated again and again, 

Hoist up your sails of silk, 

And flee away from e«ich other. 

To King Burlslaf, it is said. 
Was the beautiful Th^r! wed,- 

And a sorrowf uF bnde went she ; 
And after a iveek and a day, 
She has fled away and away. 
From this town by the RtQvvcc^ %^%.» 
Hoist \Jl\» ■jowc «'Q^% <A vSNsw, 
Aw<\ act ft.yj«c^ Vc«a!k.%,«^OcvQ«vvi^. 

They ^av,\WatV>cvToxv^\v\vst^^^^^Ji^^ 
Throws^ ^^«*iSL, VRfc'S »»^^ ^«nft.«»=^«^ 
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By day anc by night, they say, 

She has fled ; and the gossips report 

She has come to Khig Olafs court, 

And the town is all in dismay. 

Hoist np your sails of silk, 

And flee away from each other. 

It is whispered King Olaf has seen 
Has talked with the l)eautiful Queen ; 

And they wonder how it will end ; 
For surely, if here she remain, 
It is war with King Svend the Dane^ 
And King Burislaf the Vend ; 
Hoist up your sails^of silk, 
And flee away from each other. 

O, greatest wonder of all ! 

It is published in hamlet and hall, 

It roars like a flame that is fanned! 
The King— yes, Olaf the King- 
Has wedded her with his ring, 
And Thyri is Queen in the land ! 
Hoist np your sails of silk. 
And flee away from each other. 

XVI.— QUEEX THTRI AND THE ANGELICA-STALKS. 

Northward over Dronthoim 
Flew the clamorous sea-gulls, 
Sang the lark and linnet 
From the meadows green ; 

Weeping in lier chamber, 
Ijonely and unhappy. 
Sat the Drottning Thyri, 
Sat King Olafs Queen. 

In at all the windows 
Streamed the pleasant sunshine, 
On the roof above her 
Softly cooed the dove. 

But the sound she heard not, 
Nor the sunshine heeded, 
For the thoughts of Thvri 
Were not thoughts of love. 

Tlien King Olaf entered, 
Beautiful as morning. 
Like the sun at Easter 
Shone his happy face ; 

In his hand he carried, 
Angelicas uprooted. 
With delicious fragrance 
Filling all the place. 

Like a rainy midnight 
Sat the Drottning Tliyri; 
Even the smile of Olaf 
Could not cheer her gloom ; 

Nor the stalks he gave her 
With a gracious gesture, 
And with words as pleasant 
As their own perfume. 

In her hands he placed them, 
And her jewelled fingers 
Through the green leaves glistened 
Like the dews of mom ; 

But she cast them from her 
Haughty and indignant. 
On the floor she threw them 
With a look of scorn. 

♦' Richer presents," said she, 
*" Gave King Haraid Oormson 
To the Queen, my mother, 
Than such worthless weeds ; 

" When he ravaged Norway, 
Lnvlng waste the kingdom^ 
Sefzlagr scatt and treasviTQ 

For her royal needs. 

i^iiit^J} <^«»*««« not venture 
J-nrongh the Sound to Vendland, 
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My domains to rescue 
From King Burislaf; 

*' Lest King Svend of Denmark, 
Forked Beard, my brother. 
Scatter all thy vessels 
As the wind the chaff." 

Then np sprang King Olaf, 
Like a reindeer bounding. 
With an oath he answered 
Thus the luckless Queen : 

" Never yet did Olaf 
Fear King Svend of Denmark; 
This right hand shall hale him 
By his forked chin!" 

Then he left the chamber. 
Thundering through the doorway, 
Loud Ills steps resounded 
Down the outer stair. 

Smarting with the insult. 
Through the streets of Drontheim 
Strode he red and wrathful 
With his stately ah:. 

All his ships he gathered. 
Summoned all his forces. 
Making his war levy 
In the region round ; 

Down the coast of Norway, 
Like a flock of sea-gulls. 
Sailed the fleet of Olaf 
Through the Danish Sound. 

With his own hand fearless 
Steered he the Long Serpent, 
Strained the creeklng cordage. 
Bent each boom and gaff; 

Till in Vendland landing. 
The domains of Thyri 
He redeemed and rescued 
From King Burislaf. 

Then said Olaf, laughing, 
" Not ten yoke of oxen 
Have the power to draw 
Like a woman's hnir! 

" Now will T confesss it. 
Better things are Jewels 
Than angelica-stalks are 
For a Queen to wear." 

XVII.— KINO SVEND OF THE FOBEED BEAUX 

Loudly the sailors cheered 
Svend the Forked Beard, 
As with his fleet he steered 

Southward to Vendland ; 
Where wit h their courses hauled 
All were together called, 
Under the Isle of Svald 

Near to the mainland. 

After Queen Gnnhild's death. 
So the old Saga salth, 
Plighted King Svend his faith. 

To Sigrid the Haughty ; 
And to avenge his bride. 
Soothing her wounded pride, 
Over the waters wide 

King Olaf sought he. 

Still on her scornful face, 
Blushing with deep disgrace. 
Bore she the crimson trace 

Of Olafs gauntlet; 
Like a malignant star, 
Blazing in heaven afar. 
Red shone the angry scar 

Uuder her frontlet. 

Oil lo 'SLVn^ ^-v^Tidi ^<^ «v«3k.«^ 



On the vUe coward I'* 
Until the King at last, 
Gusty and overcast. 
Like a temt)estaoa8 blast 

Threatened and lowered. 

Soon as the Spring appeared, 
Svand of the Forked Beard 
Hkrh his red standard reared, 

Ka^er for battle ; 
While every warlike Dane 
Seizinff his arms again, 
Left all an sown the grain. 

Unhoused the cattle. 

Likewise the Swedish King 
Summoned in haste a Thing, 
Weapons and men to bring 

Tn aid of Denmark : 
Eric the Norseman, too, 
As tlie war-tldlngs flew. 
Sailed with a chosen crew 

From Lapland and Finmark. 

So upon Easter dav 

Sailed the three kings away. 

Out of tlie sheltered bay. 

In the bright season : 
With them Earl Slgvald came, 
Eager for spoil and fame ; 
Pity that sach a name 

Stooped to snch treason ! 

Safe under Svald at last, 
Now were their anchors cast. 
Safe from the sea and blast, 

Plotted the three kings ; 
While, with a base intent, 
Southward Earl Sigvald went. 
On a foul errand bent, 

Unto the Sea-kings. 

Thence to hold on his course, 
Unto King Olaf's force. 
Lying within the hoarse 

Mouths of Stet-haven ; 
Him to ensnare and bring 
Unto the Danish king. 
Who his dead corse would fling 

Forth to the raven ! 

XVIII.— KINO OLAF AND BAEL SIGYALIK 

On the gray sea-sands, 
King Olaf stands, 
. Northward and seaward 
He points with his hands. 

With eddy and whirl 
The sea-tides curl. 
Washing the sandals 
Of Slgvald the Earl. 

The mariners shout 
The sliips swing about. 
The yards are all hoisted, 
The sails flutter out. 

The war-horns are played. 
The anchors arc weighed. 
Like moths In the distance 
The sails flit and fade. 

The sea is like lead. 
The harbour lies dead, 
As a corse on the sea-shore, 
Whose spirit has fled I 

On that fatal day. 
The histories say, 
Seventy vessels 
Sailed out of the bay. 

But soon scattered wide 
O'er the billows they ride. 
While Slgvald and Oluf 
Sail side by side. 
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Cried the Eari : " Follow me ! 
I your pilot will be. 
For I know all the channels 
Where flows the deep sea ! ' 

So into the strait 
Whore his foes lie in wait. 
Gallant King Olaf 
Sails to his fate ! 
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Then the sea-fog veils 
The ships and their sails ; 
Queen Sigrid the Haughty, 
Thy vengeance prevails ! 

XIX.— KING olaf's WAE-DOMTfl. 

" Strike the sails !" King Olaf said ; 
" Never shall men of mine take flight; 
Never away from battle I fled, 
Never away from my foes ! 

Let God dispose 
Of my life in the flght !" 

" Sound the horns !" said Olaf the King; 
And suddenly through the drifting brtune 
The blare of the horns began to ring. 
Like the terrible trumpet shock 

Of Regnarock, 
On the Day of Doom ! 

Louder and louder the war-horns sang 
Over the level floor of the flood : 
All the sails came do^sm with a clang, 
And there in the mist overhead 

Tlie sun hung red 
As a drop of blood. 

Drifting down on the Danish fleet 
Three together the ships were lashed. 
So that neither should turn and retreat ; 
In the midst, but In front of the rest, 

The burnished crest 
Of the serpent floshed. 

King Olaf stood on the quarter-deck, 
With bows of ash and arrows of oak. 
His gilded shield was without a fleck, 
His helmet inlaid with gold. 

And in many a fold 
Hung his crimson cloak. 

On the forecastle Ulf the Red 
Watched the lashing of the ships ; 
" If the Serpent lie so far ahead. 
We shall have hard work of it here," 

Said he with a sneer 
On his bearded lips. 

King Olaf laid an arrow on string, 
" Have I a coward on board V" said he. 
" Shoot it another wav, King!" 
Sullenly answered Ulf, 

The old sea-wolf ; 
"You have need of me I" 

In front came Svend. the King of the Danes, 
Sweeping down witii his fifty rowers ; 
To the right, the Swedish king with hi.s thanes 
And on board the Iron-Beard 

Earl Eric steered 
On the left with his oars. 

"These soft Danes and Swedes," safd the King, 
"At home with their wives hod better stay. 
Than come within reach of my Serpent's sting; 
But where Eric the Norseman leads 

Heroic deeds 
Will be done to-day!" 

Then as together the vessels crashed, 
Eric severed the cables of hide. 
With which King Olaf's ships were lashed, 
And left them to drive mvA.4xSS\. 
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Louder the war-horns growJ iind sm.rl, 
Sharper the draffous bite nud sthig ! 
Eric the son of Hakou Jarl 
A death-drink salt as the sea 

Pledges to thee, 
OlaftheKiiigl 

XX.— EIKAS TAMBERSKELTEB. 

It was Einar Tambersl^elvcr 

Stood beside the mast ; 
From his yew bow, tipped with silver. 

Flew the arrows fast ! 
Aimed at Eric unavailing, 



As he sat concealed, 
[alf^- - - ^ 



Half beiiind thft nuarter-rnUlng, 
Half behUid his shield. 

First an arrow struck the tiller 

Just above his head : 
"Sing, O Eyvind Skalda&piller," 

Then Earl Eric said. 
" Sing tlie song of Hakon dying. 

Sing his funeral wail!" 
And another arrow flying 

Grazed his coat of malL 

Turning to a Lapland yeoman. 

As the arrow passed. 
Said Earl Eric, " Shoot that bowman 

Standing by the mast." 
Sooner than the word was spoken 

Flew the yeoman's shaft ; 
Einar's bow in twain ^'as l>rokeu, 

Einar only laughed. 

"What was that ?" said Olaf, standing 

On the Quarter-deck. 
" Something heard I like th^ stranding 

Of a shattered wreck." 
Einan then, tlie arrow taking 

From the loosened string, 
Answered, " Tliat was Norway breaking 

From thy hand, King !" 

" Thou art but a poor diviner," 

Stralglitway Olaf said : 
" Take ray bow, and swifter, Einar, 

Let the shafts be speed." 
Of his bows tlie fairest choosing 

Reached he from above ; 
Einar saw the blood-drops oozing 

Through his iron glove. 

But the bow was thin and nairow ; 

At his first assay, 
O'er its liead he threw the arrow^ 

Flung the bow away ; 
Said, with hot and augiy temper 

Flushing in his cheek, 
"Olaf! for so great a Kamner 

Are thy bows too weak!' 

Tlien with a smile of Joy defiant 

On Ills beardless lip 
Scaled he, light and self-reliant, 

Eric's dragon-ship. 
Loose his golden locks were flowing, 

Bright his armour gleamed ; 
Like Saint Michael overthrowing 

Lucifer, he seemed. 

XXI.— KING OLAF'8 DEATH-DBISK. 

All day has the battle raged. 
All day have the ships engaged. 
But not yet Is assuaged 
The vengeance of Eric the Earl. 

The decks with blood are red. 
The arrows of death are sped. 
The ships are filled with the dead, 
And the spears the champions hurl. 

They drift as wrecks of the tide. 
The grappling-irons are plied. 
The boarders climb up the side. 
The shodts are feeble and few. 



Ah ! never shall Norway again 
See her sailors come back o'er the main ; 
They all lie wounded or slain-, 
Or asleep in the billows blue. 

On the deck stands Olaf the King, 
Aronnd him whistle and sing 
The spears that the foemen fling, 
And the stones they hurl with their hands. 

In the midst of the stones and the spears, 
Kolbiom, the marshal appears, 
His shield in the air he uprears. 
By the side of King Olaf he stands. 

Over the slippery wreck 
Of the Long Serpent's deok 
Sweeps Eric with hardly a check. 
His lips with anger are pale ; 

He hews with his axe at the mast. 
Tin it falls, witli the sails overcast. 
Like a snow-covered pine in the vast 
Dim forest of Orkadale. 

Seeking King Olaf then, 
He rushes aft with his men, 
As a Imnter into the den 
Of the bear, when he stands at bay: 

" Remember Jarl Hakon !" he cries ; 
When lo ! on his wondeiTlng eyes. 
Two kingly figures arise. 
Two Olafs in warlike array I 

Then Kolbiom speaks in the ear 
Of King Olaf a word of cheer, 
In a whisper that none can hear. 
With a smile on his tremulous lip ; 

Two shields raised high in the air. 
Two flashes of golden hair, 
Two scarlet meteors' glare. 
And both have leaped' from the ship. 

Earl Eric's men in the boats 
Seize Kolbiorn's shield as it floats, 
And, cry from their hairy throats, 
" See r it is Olaf the King!" 

While far on the opposite side 
Floats another sliicld on the tide, 
Like a Jewel set in the wide 
Sea-current's eddying ring. 

There is told a wonderful tale, 
How the King stripped off his mall, 
Like leaves of the Drown sea-kale, 
As he swam across the main ; 

But the young grew .old and gray, 
And never, by night or by day, 
In his kingdom of Norroway 
Was King Olaf seen again ! 

XXII.— THE NUf OP KIDABOS. 

Ik the convent of Drontheim, 
Alone in her chamber 
Knelt Astrid the Abbess, 
At midnight, adoring. 
Beseeching, entreating, 
The Virgin and Mother. 

She heard in the silence 
The voice of one speaking 
Without In the darkness, 
In gusts of the night-wind, 
Now lou('e •, now nearer, 
Now lost hi the distance. 

The voice of a stranger 
It seemed as she listened, 
Of some one who answered, 
Beseeching, imploring, 
A cry from afar off 
She could not distinguish. 



The Toice of Saint John, 
The l)eloved disciple, 
Wlio wandered and waited 
Tlic Master's appearance, 
Alone in the darlcness, 
Unslieltered and friendless. 

* It is accepted, 
The angrjr defiance, 
The challenge of battle ! 
It Is accepted, 
Bat not with the weapons 
Of war that then wieldest ! 

** Cross against corslet. 
Lore against hatred. 
Peace-cry for war-cry ! 
Patience is powerfnl ; 
He tliat o'ercometh 
Hath power o'er the national 

'• As torrents in summer, 
Half dried in their channels. 
Suddenly rise, though the 
Sky is still clondleffH, 
For rain has been faning 
Far off at their fonntains ; 

^'-So hearts that are fainting 
Grow full to o'erflowing. 
And they that behold it 
H«r.Tel, and know not 
That God at their fOnntains 
Far Off has been raiodngl 

" Stronger than steel 
Is the sword of the Spirit ; 
Swifter than arrows 
The light of the truth is ; 
€h;«ater than anger 
Is love, and subdueth ! 

*' Thou art a phantom, 
A shape of the nea-mist, 
A shape of the brumal 
Rain, and the darlcness 
Fearful and formless ; 
Day dawns and thou art not ! 

" The dawn is not distant, 
Kor is the night starless ; 
Lore is eternal! 
God is still God, andl 
His faith shall not (ail us : 
Christ is eternal r* 



A STRAIN of music closed the tale, 
A low, monotonous funeral wail, 
That with its cadence, wild and sweet, 
Made the long Saga more complete. 

"Thank God," the Theologian eaid, 
" The reign of vi<denGe is dead, 
Or dying surely from the world ; 
White Love triumphant reigns instead. 
And in a brighter sky o'erhead 
His blessed banners are unfurled. 
And most of all thank God for this : 
The war and waste of clashing creeds 
Now end in words, not in deeds. 
And no one suffers loss, or bleeds. 
For thoughts that men call heresies. 

" I stand without here in the porch, 

I hear the bell's melodious dtn, 

I hear the organ 'peal wltiiin, 

I hear the prayer, with words that scorch 

Like sparks from an inverted torch, 

I hear the sermon upon sin. 

With threatcnings of the last account. 

And all, translated in the air. 

Roach me but as our dear Lord's Prayer, 

And as the Sermon on the Mount. 



TALES OF ▲ WAT8IDE IKN. 

" Must it be Calvin, and not Christ ? 



197 



Must it be Athanasian creeds. 
Or holy water, books and beads ? 
Must struggling souls remain content 
With councils and decrees of Trent? 
And can it be enough for these 
The Christian Church the year embalms 
With evergreens and boughs of pahns, 
And fills the air with litanies ? 

" I know that yonder Pharisee 
Thanks God that he is not like me ; 
In my humiliation dressed, 
I only stand and beat my breast 
And pray tor human charity. 

" Not to one church alone, but seven, 
The voice prophetic spake from heaven ; 
And unto eaen the promise came, 
Diversified, but still the same ; 
For him that overcometh are 
The new name written on the stone. 
The raiment white, the crown, the throne, 
And I will give him the Morning Star! 

" Ah ! to how many Faith has been 
No evidence of things unseen. 
But a dim shadow, that recasts 
The creed of the Phantasiasts, 
For whom no Man of Sorrows died, 
For whom the Tragedy- Divine 
Was but a symbol and a sign. 
And Christ a phantom crudfled. 

"For others a diviner creed 
Is living in the life they lead. 
The passing of their beautiful feet 
Blesses the pavement of the street 
And all their looks and words repeat 
Old Fuller'a saying wise and sweet, 
Not as a valture, but a dove, 
The Holy Ghost came from above. 

"And this brings back to mc a tale 
So sad the hearer well may quail. 
And question If such thing ean bo ; 
Tet in the chronicles of Spain 
Down the dark pages run this- stain, 
And nought can wash- them white again. 
So fearfm is the tragedy. " 

THE THEOLOGIAN'S TALE. 
TORQUEMADA. 

In the heroio days when Ferdinand 

And Isabella ruled the Spanish land. 

And Torquemada, with his subtle brain. 

Ruled them as Grand Inqnislt<nr of S^aln, 

In a great oastle near Yailadolid, 

Moated and high and by fair woodlands hid, 

There dwelt, as from the chronieles wo leardL 

An old Hidalgo proud and tacltam. 

Whose name has perished, with his towers of 

stone. 
And all his actions save this one alone ; 
This one, so terrible, perhaps 'twere best 
If it, too, were forgotten with the rest ; 
Unless, peitshance, our eyes can see therein 
The martyrdom triumphant o'er the sin I 
A double picture, with its gloom and glow. 
The splendonr overhead, and death below. 

This sombre man counted each day as lost 
On which his feet no sacred threshold crossed ; 
And when ho chanced the passing Host to meet. 
He knelt and prayed devoutly in the street ; 
Oft he confessed; and with each mutinous 

thought. 
As with wild beasts at Ephesns, ho fought. 
In deep contrition seonrged himself in Lent, 
Walked in processions, with his head down bent. 
At plays of Corpus Christi oft was seen. 
Ana on Palm Sunday bore his bough of green. 
His only pastime was to hunt the boar 
Tlirougli tangled thickets of the forest hoar, 
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Or with Its Jingling mules to hurry down 

To some grand buli-fight in the neighbouring 

town, 
Or In the crowd with lighted taper stand, 
Wlien Jews were burned, or banished from the 

land. 
Then stirred within him a tumultuous joj; 
The demon wliose delight is to destroy 
Shooli him, and shouted with a trnmpet tone, 
♦' Kill ! liill I and let the Lord find out his own !" 

And now, in that old castle in the wood, 
His daughters, in the dawn of womanhood, 
Returnin)? from their convent school, had made 
Resplendent with their bloom the forest shade, 
Reminding htm of their dead mother's face, 
Wlicn first she came into that gloomy place,— 
A memory in his lieart as dim and sweet 
As moonlight In a solitary street. 
Where the same rays that lift the sea, are 

thrown 
Loyely but powerless upon walls of stone. 

Tliese two fair daughters of a mother dead 
Were all the dream had left him as it fled. 
A Joy at first, and then a growing care, 
As if a voice within him cried, "Beware !" 
A vague presentiment of impending,' doom, 
Lilie ghostly footsteps in a vacant room, 
Haunted him day and night ; a formless fear 
That death to some one of his house was near 
With dark surmises of a hidden crime, 
Made life itself a death before its time. 
Jealous, suspicious, with no sense of shame, 
A spy uDon nis daughters he became; 
Witn velvet slippers, noiseless on the floors. 
He glided softly through half -opened doors ; 
Now in the room, and now upon the stair. 
He stood beside them ere they were aware ; 
He listened in the passage when they talked, 
He watched them from the casement when they 

walked. 
He saw the gipsy haunt the river's side. 
He saw the monk amocg the cork-trees glide ; 
And tortured by the mystei-y and the doubt 
Of some dark secret, past his finding out, 
Bafiled be paused ; tlicn reassured again 
Pursued the flying phantom of his brain. 
He whached them even when they knelt in 

church ; 
And then descending lower In the search. 
Questioned the servants, and with eager eyes 
Listened incredulous to their replies • 
The gipsy ? none hnd seen her in the woo<l! 
The monk? a mendicant in search of food! 

At length the awful revelation came, 
Crushing at once his pride of birth and name, 
The hopes his yearning bosom forward cast. 
And the ancestral glories of the past ; 
All fell together, crumbling in disgrace, 
A turret rent from battlement to base. 
His daughters talking in the dead of night 
In their own chamber, and without a light. 
Listening, as he was wont, he overheard. 
And learned the dreadful secret, word by word ; 
And hurrying from his castle, with a cry 
He raised his hands to the unpitying sky. 
Repeating one dread word, till bush anil tree 
Caught it, and shuddering, answered, "Heresy I" 

Wrapped in his cloak, his hat drawn oer his 

face. 
Now hurrying forward, now with lingering pace, 
He walked all night the alleys of his park, 
With one unseen companion in the dark. 
The Demon who within him lay in wait. 
And by his presence turned his love to hate. 
Forever muttering in an undertone, 
** Kill ! kill! And let the Lord find out his own !" 

Upon the morrow, after early Mass, 
While yet the dew was glistening on the grass, 
And all the woods were musical with birds, 
The old Hidalgo, uttering fearful words, 



Walked homeward with the Priest, and In his 

room 
Summoned his trembling daughters to their 

doom. 
When questioned, with brief answers they 

replied. 
Nor when accused, evaded or denied ; 
Expostulations, passionate appeals, 
All that the human heart most fears or feels. 
In vain the Priest with earnest voice essayed. 
In vain the father threatened, wept, and prayed; 
Until at last he said, with haughty mien, 
"The Holy Office, thfen, must intervene ?" 

And now the Grand Inquisitor of Spain, 
With all the flfty horsemen of his train. 
His awful name resounding, like the blast 
Of funeral trumpets, as he onward passed, 
Came to Yalladolid, and there began 
To harry the rich Jews with fire and ban. 

To him the Hidalgo went, and at the gate 
Demanded audience on affairs of state, 
And in a secret chamber stood before 
A venerable greybeard of fourscore. 
Dressed in the hood and habit of a friar ; 
Out of his eyes flashed a consuming Are. 
And in his hand the mystic horn he held. 
Which poison and all noxious charms dispelled. 
He heard in silence the Hidalgo's tale. 
Then answered In a voice that made him quail : 
" Son of the Church ! when Abraham of old 
To sacrifice his only son was told, 
H« did not pause to parley or protest. 
Rut hastened to obey the Lord's behest. 
In him it was accounted righteousness; 
The Holy Church expects of thee no less !" 

A sacred frenzy seized the father's brain. 
And Mercy from that hoar implored in vain. 
Ah 1 who will e'er believe the words I say ? 
His daughters he accused, and the same day 
They both were cast Intojhe dungeon's gloom, 
Tliat dismal ante-chamber of the tomb, 
Arraigned, condemned, and sentenced to the 

flame. 
The secret torture and the public shame. 

Then to the Grand Inquisitor once more, 
The Hidalgo went more eager than before. 
And said : " When Abraham offered up his son. 
He clave the wood wherewith it might be done. 
By his example taught, let me too bring 
Wood from the forest for my offering!" 
And the deop voice, without a pause replied : 
" Son of the Church ! by faith now justified, 
Complete thv sacrifice, even as thou wilt ; 
The Church absolves thy conscience from all 
guilt!" 

Then this most wretched father went his way 
Into the woods, that round his castle lay. 
Where once his daughters in their cliildhood 

played 
With their young mother In the sun and shade. 

Now all the leaves had fallen; the branches 

bare 
Made a perpetual moaning in the air. 
And screaming from their eyries overhead 
The ravens sailed athwart the sky of lead. 
Witli his own hands he lopped the boughs and 

bound 
Fagots, that crackled with foreboding sound. 
And on his mules, caparisoned and gay 
With bells and tassels, sent them on their way. 

Then with his mind on one dark purpose bent. 
Again to the Inquisitor he went. 
And said : "Behold, the fagots I have bi-ought. 
And now, lest my atonement be as nought. 
Grant me one more request, one last desire,— 
With my own hands to light the funeral fire!" 
And Torquemada answered from his seat, 
" i:>on of the Church ! thine offering is complcto ; 
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His favoarite pastime was to slay the deer 

In Snmmer on some Adlrondac hill ; 
E'en now. while walldnr down the rnral lane, 
He lopped the wayside mies with his cane. 

From the Aoadenoy, whose belfry crowned 
The hill of Science with its vane of brass, 
Came the Preceptor, gazing idly ronnd, 
Now at the . clonds, ana now at. the green 
ffra^s, 
And all absorbed In revartes ptoftmnd 
Of fair Almira in the iwper c&as. 
Who was, as hi a sdnnef he %ad .saM, 
As pure as water, and as ^oodas bread. 

And next the deacon issaadfrom hie dooi, 
In his volaminons ne«k-cloth, white as snow ; 

A suit of sabler^^ombazine he wore; 
His form was ponderous, and his step was 
slow; 

There never was so wise a man before ; 
Ha seamed the incarnate, '* Well, I told yoa 

80* 

And to perpetuate his great renown 

There was a street named after him in town. 

These came together in the new town-Jutll, 
With sundry farmers from tha regioiB.roand. 

Thei S^nira presided dinilfled and tall. 
His air impressive and his reasoning sound: 

HI fared it with the birds, both great andamall ; 
Hardly a friend hi all that crowd they foaad. 

But enemies enough, who every one 

Charged them with all the crnnes' beneath the 
sun. 

When they had ended, from his place amurt, 
Rose the Preceptor, to redress the wrong. 

And trembling; liJ^e a steed before the start, 
Lool^ed round bewildered on the expectant 
throng; 

Then thought •f fair Ahnlra, and tooklMart 
To speak out what was in him, dear and 
strong. 

Alike regardless of their smile or frown. 

And quite •detemptoed not to be lan^^wd Mm m . 

"Plato, a^tictoating th^Reviewefs, 
Fr^om his ri^pttbUc bamsbed, withoat pttjr. 

The Poets ; in this little town of yours, 
Ton put to death, by means of a Committee, 

The batlad-sinHgers and the Tronbadonrs, 
The street nmsicians of the heavenly citv, 

The birds, who auiko sweet nnisie of as all 

In omr dailc hours, as David did for Saul. 

'^The thmsh that carols at the 4swn o<4aT 
Fraok the green steeples of the piny wood ; 

The oriole in the elm ; the noisy jay, 
Jargoning like * foreigner at his food, 

Ihe muebird balanced on some topmost spray 
Flooding with melody the nclghoonrhood; 

Linnet ana meadow-lark, and nil the throng 

That dwell in nests, and have the gift of song. 

"Ton slay them all! and wherefore P for the. 
gain 

Of a scant handfnl more or less of wheat. 
Or rye, or barley, or some other grain, 

Scratched up at random by tndostrious feet, 
Searching for wprm or weevil after rain ! 

Or a few cherries that are not so sweet 
Ajb are the song these uninvited guests 
Sing at their feast with comfortablo breasts. 

"Do yon ne'er think wliat wondrous beings 
these? 
Do you ne'er think who made them, and who 
taught 
The dialect they speak, where melodies 

Alone are the interpreters of tlionglit? 
Whose household words are soogs iu many 

—^^eeter than instrument of man e'er caught 1 
m&se habitations in the tree-tops even 
-'ijv jiajf-wajr jjoasea on the road to heaven I 



"Think, every morning, when the sun peeps 
through 

The dim, leaf-latticed windows of the grove. 
How Jubilant tibe happy birds renew 
. Their old melodipus madrigals of love ! 
And when you think of this remember.too 

'Tis always morning somewhere, aad a^va 
The awakening continents, from shoro to^orc. 
Somewhere the birds are sin^^ng evenxMm. 

"Think of your woods and orchards without 
birds'! 

Of empty nests that cling to boughs, and 
beams 
As in an idiot's brain remembered words 

Hang empty 'mid the cobwebs of his dreams ! 
Will bleat of flocks or bellowing of heods 

Make up for the lost music, when yonr. teams 
Drag home your stingy harvest, and no more 
The feathered gleaners follow to your. door? 

" What ! would you rather see the incessant stir 
Of insects in the windrows of the hay. 

And hear the locast and the grasshopper 
Their melanchbly htrrdy-gntdies play J 

Is this more pleasant to you than the wirirr 
Of meadow-lsrk, and its sweet roundelfhr. 

Or twitter of Httle fieldfares, as yon take 

Tour nooning in the shade of bush and hzsUie? 

"Ton call them thieves and pillagers; bat 
know 
They Mx^ the winged wardens of your facms; 
Who.nom the com-flidds drire tne insMtons 
foe 
And from your harvests kc^ a hundred 
harms; 
Even the blackest of them all, the crow. 

Renders good service- as yourmen-ajt-anns, 
Crushing the beetle In hfs coat of mail. 
And cryug havoc on tbe slug andsnaiL 

" How can I teach yonr children gentleness, 
And meroy to the wealc, and reverence 

For Life, wUch, in its weakness, or excess, 
Is still a ^eam of God*^ omnipotence; 

Or Death, which, seeming darkness, is no less 
The self-same light, although averted hence. 

When by your laws, yeur actions, and your 
speech. 

Yon contraaict the very things I teach V 

With tUsiierioaed;. and through the audiense 
went 
A mutmur, like the rustle of dead leaves : 
TM farmers laughed and nodded, and some 
bent 
Their yellow heads together like their 
sheaves * 
Men have no itith In flne-spun sentiment 

Who put their trust In bullocks and in beeves. 
The birds were doomed, and, as the recoid 

shows, 
A bounty offered for the heads of crows. 

There was another audience out of reach, 
Who had no voice nor vote in makiiu^laws. 

But in the pi^iers read his little speech. 
And crowned his modest temples .with ap- 

They made Llm consdoos, each one more than 
each. 
He was still victor, vanquished in their cause. 
Sweetest of all the applause he won from thee, 
O fair Almira at the Academy ! 

And so the dreadful massacre began ; 

O'er fields and orchards and o'er woodland 
crests. 
The ceaseless fosilade of terror ran. 

Dead fell the birds, with blood-stains on their 
breasts, 
Or wounded crept away from sight of man. 

While lYvft -vouutt d.\fca ol tamiue In their nests ; 
A sUvugYitet \o \>ft\Qi!^ Va. %c(k«xv%, wQX.;w«t^ 
The -very at.l^ttXM^mfiw <A"B\t^\ 
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The Sammcr came, and all the birds were dead ; 

The days were like hot coals ; the very 
ground 
"Was burned to ashes ; In the orchards fed 

Myriads of caterpillars, and around 
The cultivated fields and garden beds 

Hosts of devouring insects crawled, and 
found 
No foe to check their march, till they liad made 
The land a desert without leaf or shade. 

Devoured by worms, like Herod, was the town, 
Because like Herod, it had ruthlessly 

Slaughtered the Innocents. From the trees 
spun down 
The canker-worms upon the passers-by. 

Upon each woman's bcoinet, shawl, and gown, 
who shook them off with just a little cry ; 

They were the terror of each ftivoarlte iraUc, 

Tlie endless theme of all the vUlage tak. 

The farmers grew impatient, but a few 
Confessed their error, and would not com 
plain. 

For after all the best thing one can do 
When it is raining, is to lot it rain. 

Then they repealed the law, althotigh they 
knew 
It would not call the dead to life again ; 

As8chool-b4ys, finding their mistake too late. 

Draw a wot sponge across tha accnsing slate. 

That year in Kiliingworth the Atitomn came 

Without tlie light of his majestic look. 
The wonder of the falling tongues of Same, 
Tlie illuminated pages of Ms Doom's- Day 
book. 
A few lost leaves blushed crtmsim with their 
shame. 
And drowned themselves despiairing in the 
brook, 
While the wild wind went moantag everywhere. 
Lamenting the dead children of the air! 

IVut the next Spring a straitter sight was seen, 
A sight that never yet by fiftrd tnas snng. 

As great a wonder as it wonid Iiave been. 
If some dumb animal had fotmd a tongue ! 

A wagon overarched wtth evergreen, 
Upon whose boughs were wicker cages hung. 



All full of singing birds, came down the street, 
Filling the air with music wild and sweet. 

From all the country round these birds were 
brought. 

By order of the town, wltli anxious quest. 
And, loosened from their wiciier prisons, sought 

In woods and fields the places they loved 
best : 
Slneing loud canticles, which many thought 

Were satires to the authorities addressed. 
While others, listening in green lanes, averred 
Such lovely music never had been heard I 

But blither still and louder carolled they 
Upon the morrow, for they seemed to know 

It was the fair Almira's wedding-day. 
And evervwhere, around above, below, 

When the Preceptor bore his brido artrar. 
Their s<Migs burst forth in joyous ovembw, 

And a new beaven bent over a new earth 

Amid the sunny farms of Kiliingworth. 



FINALE. 

The libtir was late; the fli^ bnmedlbw, 
The lA&dlord's eyes- wbre closed in tloep, 
And near the stonr^s end a deep 
Sonorous soiuid at-thncs was heard 
As when the distant ba^pes blow. 
At this all laughed i the LnndlonHstirred, 
As one awakening from a swound, 
And, gazing anxiously around, 
Protested that he had not slep^ 
But OTiiy shut his eyes and kept 
His ears attentive to each word. 

They aH arose, and said *' Good Night," 
Alone remained the drowsy Squire 
To rake the embers of the fire, 
And (|Bench:the wantog^Nirlonr light ; 
While from the windows, here and there, 
The scattered lamps a moment gleamed, 
And the illumined hostel seemed 
The consteHatton of the Bear, 
Downward, alb wart the misty air, 
Slhking and setting towards the sun. 
Far off the village clock struck one. 



UOTSS. 



t (Tto-auc-caa-tu aud Ta«-infr«i»-U-iT 



' Uiatorr CoDil^Ilon, Hnil ITOSIKr.tl uf tbf^ In- hunter had dUpMclMd ClU MM-, t Ukci] hllD 

llan Trfbi^a ol tho Uni'dd sutci." Part HI. |i. how ba iboogM ibrnt (ha poor snluui coild pn- 

Hl, iub; uc lonndlliD Iniquoli lami or the lnii\!- derstanit nhatlw uMUKI 'Oh,' uld be. In 

juandam ciilBf. Ton «« olnwre how cutaiiwrf ho loolcd wriile 1 

I Inu ihli old tndLtlun T have n-ovcn other wai uplmJOlDK talmr ' - TVoirKcfisni of the 

mrloni [ndlin le^onda. drnvn cbltflv Irum tbc Aattricm Fhltioflliait StdttB. Vol, I, p. MO. 

3ari.io whom iho "'"f^D: world isETruK]}' In- BaAlOfilattiatarwUljelllifa'-^i. 

J^SlihvloQ'wmuchSlUel^ndsri'iorBuT Heclamiildor, lo a Idler pnlillshHl lii tbe 

SSlauIi™ '"IVflinMitli™. of Iba American Phllotaphla] 

t^^c'^A':"'' "" *■'""«* **«*" ""* ""^ ''"'Sialr teportfc" be mvs, "run iHub; that 
atDongaJlajilmaJs tbBtbad betlxtormDrlyJn tbiv 



American liidlnu^' Vol. IL p. 10), glva. all In- heard them MT lolbeii- chilnrpd whcnorjing; 
im'illijf Hctunnl o( Oit Ciuan da Pntiiet,ABi 'Husb! the naked bear Bill hear jon, be npoa 

-'-■"-dPll*-BlOneqoiny. P ■"" ■™'il™nnr>:"n ■" 



" JEero laccor^u lo Ibw tmdltlaiul haimened 

Om: inrsierlaui birib of tha nd tdpe^wbtcfa has W)millitFaaitfiHimtliaha,tt.~t.7. 

TJ^^Jlintn^\nTm°^\tS^^ icweddeiied 1™™'?- IbaSuiofHt. Aiithonjareramlllarto 

Hi^n liic It ""iiciibirTrih ot ™an"d" IrsiSeri and lo reader. •[ Indian iketoboa. 

WriV''aS Wn'^'lf*l"h"brMBle^"uX'w^^^ ™Mle/*bSo KMlMfs'S''''l °Tlw'liIdi«".'''*li 

^"■"^Thv OKftl^SjilrU at nn"Bnclra'tV"l'"d hero ^™ EaUman'i Dacoiah, tr Itgtndi ijf lAe uionx. 

<:alled Iho Indian nalloni loealher, luid, >Iandliig -^ '■ 

h»K°lmin^l?im3l a'ple«'*Bn'J''™sS°B'huio SaadBiOlilfllitXajiiic PCurfirw.— p. IJ. 

pliw b» tBrolngltlnhla hanS, whlcli hesuiolied A deaerlplion ol the (Jrnnd Sable, or_Bre»t 

ever Diem, aod lo the Nurih. tho Suutli, Ilis land^dnnei at Lake ttniwrlor. It ghrcn In I^itei 



H^^ 



It (or their pipai of ueace,— that II be- " The Orand MaWe POBM" 
them nil. and that the war.clab and Utile Inferior tothatollbal 



FlUaredRii 



rplAa.tQLfa must not bo raised on Ita groDnd. oxiilorer paaflei abmptlj from i 

the lait vblff of ItEn pipe bihhead went Into a dated eend to one of Hoee m_»-H*. »». -^ 

■I cloud, and the whole •Driaee of Iho rock though In tile one mm the dHt* are l«a pra- 

■everal mllo wa> melted and ilaied; two elnKuBa, ;ei In the otlier tbaf uialD a liliilier 

at oven* wore opened beuoalli, and two altllnda, lie aeei before Uiein a long re»ch of 






?'« 



ling 10 Ihe tun, 
bea, lUudlDff oat 



AimJ^ beioted!—p. 17. 
thL( wna may be foand tn 
ABe.-'VoL\X¥, p.u. 

WB,jfM/(*V.J^IIfl.— p. IS. 



US not lo kUL In Iha 
ID cIdm> and drore 



^il(WB.tbo J-DBOffMt, 

■grBemenL He folk . _ 

ID irrour tbrangii Wta, nhleh bronahl him to 

the graond. AlI^neFcoalrBrr to the Mt, lie 

■ ■ "f> ejei,"lSlnUnB bo *«• per- 
il irttliout eriBol, lurtlie red 



. "mo m'Sbed hfi ejea,"lSlnUr 



£SI^ 



Tolca, but anar luJIowtns tM Mrand for 
IMuiM^ be nucbell tlM nuicM a( ■ like, 
n wv Uw objeu ba WM imk^i^^ At 



onrHee ihs lUHtBd out of tbe lodge In Uie 
ilBf nBobMrred, to tutue obKtue naok, 

m lb* uuvlatalr dluolied. nun, tiUnf 

bar mMaluniUi ur ptlndpal garuient. In ooe 
irod.l&aacHiedUanniHlttaalleM. nUimt 



n.auLHdiiDgtbi 



uSndleu ut Um ucdiwi abot at It Odllbw> 
ran hunis,BDd got an hkewnaBdMiliiDtben' 
arrow*, and iluii Hum aa**r»._fEa then itood 
anl ga»d nl tlu beantUol UHI. WtaUa itanillDE. 
he ramembared ma bToweir iovliiKUiat In Uieii 
deeeaMid tathBr"! madklna^iofc mm ihr*e dm>- 

Kainnn. 01 b« Martad, bU uitet; to kU 
BwaaoraRomlugallwrivtoa. AtuTMbei 
thne be womM haw d awned it nerileie lo open 
hit raihcT'i iDedlijln»eBekt but tMnrnebBitUf 
»i.»,i >i.. >h~A •__ a^ ran back. iMTlni 
ft Mattandorer tbo 
thaia. He Bbot tlu 



SsftSS 



Hi wbiga mid rising grediiillr Into t 
tben AyTng off luwATde tha ilDUnff el 



*e myiwrfei qfjrcndamla. 

injhold ______ 

Bi^iooleralt, "iliai 



venuntlon. "Tbejee 



and divine a frnln," •»■ Bt^iocderalt, "Ilial 
thelrgto[7-teIlertnTent^Tarlougte)»,lnwUch 
this Idu la iTuibDllHd nndar tba fonn ol a 
Bpeclal gilt btm tbe Umt S^rlt. The Odjlbr- 
AlmiEiiulns.whociU llMon-Si-mln-lhani, I 
Spirit s jra^n <'j[.'g'T?'-iJ,Y,^f*iiJjS^ 

goUe <A a bandtame j'ontb, In aniver to I 



jrcfB of a joung man at bla flat uf virility, ot 

n-gathorlng^ at leuC among all tho alia un- 
niKd tribee, ate led entirely lo tbe females 
I cbUdren, and a tew gspenionnited old men. 
!■ not generally known, oerbapa. tbat tbls 
oDT lg Dot oompnltorf, ana that U la asaumed 
Dy ibD femilea ai a Joit eqnivalent, In tbeir 

' ' IT aai, In pni T kUa g mBBlR. and lUaa la 
[, by the abua, and In deloidlai Utalr 
.^wA «... _.. iSJitSil,, to- 



lasea ualnMi 
idera dtMr 
naewlla I 



ha|iinroc«liT«, 



B eubmalt 
nort/t'Ui{fiil.—t. « 



I, reapecting com-plantlriK. 1 
ce of tbe luraler'a wife, w&en i 



. It waa annpdaad they 
ihecbaimedllne. "— OntuM 

f A Aff pruoiter-ttriag he fioi 
1 MTdi," aaiB Mr, Tai 
rk of tba efin-Iree, by 



□gand tben 

tenad about bliwalit; nndlt. Inlbe comae ol 
IhotlshUaiHaneo' Ua roong men takeaaprl- 
Bonar. It labia duty to btW bun Inunedlatolr to 
tba cblef. to be tied, and tba latter la reaponuUe 
torbla8at*HieaDlBg,'^^^arrafiKV'aip(ii«|i(Ulil 



PtSaeiitii, lie ttnOlitgniie^p. n. 
■■ n one of tbe yoong lamala hoaken flnda a 
rrf ear of com. It la typical of a brave admirer, 
and la regarded aa a fitting preaonC to aeoia 

lapeiina to a pointy no matter what ooloort tba 
wholecbcle la ael In a roar, and Ha-woAi la tbe 
word ilionted alond. Ittitbeiymbel ot atblof 
bitbesan-fleld, It la eonaldered aa tba biua 
of on old man atimtng aa be enlari tba 1% 
Had the oblael of RaUteUa been employed to 

Crodun tbla ImaM, It ooald not more TlTldly 
rUiR lo Ibe inlnda of tbe meiry (roup tue Idea 
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who walks bj night to pilfer corn. It offers, 
therefore, a kind of parallelism In expression to 
the preceding term.— On^dfa, p. 254. 

Puga$aing, vith thirteen pieoa.-^i^.TA, 

This game of the Bowl is the principal game of 
hazard among the Horttiern tribes of Indians. 
Mr. Schoolcraft give.s a partlculeur account of it 
in **0ne6ta," p. 85. *■' This game," he sars, "is Teiy 
litsciBAting to some portions Of the Indians. Thej 
stake at it their ornaments, weapons, clothing, 
canoes, horses,— everything in fact they possess ; 
and have been known, it is said, to set up their 
wires and ohUdren, and even to forfeit their 
own liberty. Of such desperate stakes I have 
sees no examples, nor do 1 think the game itself 
in common use. It is rather confined to certain 
persons, who hold the relative rank of gamblers 
in Indian society ,-.mcn who are not noted as 
hunters er warriors or steady providers for their 
families. Among these are persons who bear 
the term of lenadixst-mtug^^lat la, wanderers 
abont the country, braggadocios, or. fops. It can 
hanH^'be classed with tlie popular games of 
amusement, by which skill and dexterity are ac- 
qulMd. I have generally found the chiefs and 
gmver men of the trlbesv who -eacottrtige the 
young men to piny ball, and 'are sure to be 
present at the customary sports, to witness, and 
sanction, and applaud them, speak lighthr and 
disparagingly of this game of. hasard. Yet it 
oadoot be denied, that some of the chiefs, dis- 
tinguished in war and the dbase, at the West, 
can be referred to asiendlngtlieir examine to its 
taseinating power." 

See also his " History, CoAdKioOr' and Pro- 
spects of the Indian Tribes,^ Part II, p. 72. 

To the Pictured Rocks of sandstone,— ^. 27. 

The reader will find a long description of the 
Pictured J^)cka in Foster and Whitney's **Re- 

g)rt on the Gteology of the Lake Suporior Land 
istrict," Part II, p. 121 From this, I tooake the 
following extract :—- 

*'The Pictured Rooks may be deararlbed, in 
general terms, as a series oif sandstone. bluffs exr* 
tending along the shete of Lake Buporior for 
about five miles, and rising, in most places, verti- 
oally from the water, without any beach at the 
base, to a height varying from fifty to nearly 
two hundred feet. Were they simply a line of 
cliffs, they mi^t not, so far as-relates to height 
or extent, be worthy of a rank among great 
natural curlosltlesr although- su(di anaseerablago 
of rocky strata, washed by the waves of the 
groat lake, would not, under any circumstances, 
be destitute of gnndenr. To the voyager, coast- 
ing along their base in his frail canoe, they 
would, at all times, be an object of dread: the 
VBOoil of the surf, this rock-bound coast, aflord- 
inf, for miles, no place of reCUgo,— the lowertig 
sky, the rising wind,— nil these would eocdte his 
apprehension, and induce Mm to ply a vigorous 
oar until the dreaded wall was passed. But in 
the Pictured Rocks there are two features which 
communicate to tho scenery a wonderful and al- 
most unique character. Those are, first, the 
curious manner in which tho cBffs have been 
excavated, and worn away bythe action of the 
lake, which, for centuries, has dashed an ocean- 
like surf against their base ; and, second, the 
equally curious manner in which laige portions 
or the surface have been coloured by bands of 
bxilliant hues. 

" It is from the latter circumstance that tho 
name, by which these cliffs are known to the 
American tmvellor. is derived; while that ap- 
rtled to them by the French voyageurs (* Les 
Portails ') is derived from the former, and by far 
the most striking peculiartty. 

*' The term l*ieturtd Jtodtt has been in use for 
a great length of time ; but when It was first 



applied, we have been unable to discover. It 
would seem that the flret travellers were more 
Impressed with the novel and striking distribu- 
tion of colours on the snrface, than with the 
astonishing variety of form into which the 
cliffs themselves have been worn. 

. . . " Our voyageurs had many legends to re- 
late of the pranks of the Mennirtc^ou in these 
caverns, and, in answer to our inquiries, seemed 
disposea to fabricate stories, without end, of the 
achievements of this Indian deity." 

Toward the sun Mb hands tsere Uftedn—^ S3. 

In this' manner, and with such salutationa, 
was Father MarquetteF received by the Illinoia. 
See his " Yc^rages et I>4couverte8,^* Section V. 

Thetwordof Bamascus.—^. 36l 

Standlsh's sword is still preserved at Ply- 
mouth, with an Arabic inscription on the back, 
showing it to be a ** Damascus blade." His coat 
of mail, when taken out of an old box and 
toiUched, crumbled to dust. 

lAes buried Rose Standish.—p. 36. 

Tho first winter's moriolUy among the settlen 
was veiy great Among the victims >* died Rose 
Standish, Tvife of Captain Staudish, on January 
S»th." 

W%p don't you speak for yourself, ^ohn.-^p. 40. 

"Ofjmo. Oby your leave, I pray you; 
I bade you never speaJe again of him; 
But woald you undertake another suit, 
I had rather hear you to solicit tbaX 
Than music from the spheres." 

Tw^h J¥iffht, Act III, Scene L 

The satUng of the Jiof-Ftower.—j}. 42. 

After remaining one.hundrcd and ten days In 
Plymouth Harbour, this historical and gallaat 
little ship returned to Kngland in thf month of 
April, Iffil; and notwithstanding their great 
sufferings all the Pilgrims remained at their 
posts ; not one asked to re-ciubark. 

Thi Field €if the Fint Encounter.-^p. 43. 
This name was given to the scene of the skir- 
mish, in which the Intrepidity of Standish and 
hie Utile band proved more than a match for an 
aseanlt of Indians. 

But their Sachem, the bi'aoe 'Mattawamat. 
Fled not i he was dead^^-f. 46. 

*But it is incredible how mfoiy wounds these 
two princes (braves), FecdLSuot and Wattawanat, 
rccolved before they died, not malrtng any fear- 
ful noise, but catcMng at their weapons, and 
striving to the last.**wi»t(rK(>l ^Ihe Colamsts, 

rtt; Miles Standish wu <ieadL— p. 47. 

Htandlshhad a very' narrow escape from an 
assassin. A wily Indian, a ** notable insulting 
villain,'* persuaded the Captain and his party to 
land nt his village, "with the Intent to mnrdnr 
them, but a contrary wind prevented their teach- 
ing at the place. 

Acadia, home of the happy.— i*. 49. 

ITio historical facts on which tho poem ot 
" Evangehne " Is founded, are as follow:— Some 
dispute existing between the En^ish and the 
French governments respecting the territorial 
HmHs of eitlier, to settle the matter, the region 
about Hudson's Bay. and the province of Acadia, 
since called Nova Scotia, weM, in 1713, ceded to 
Great Britain. 

Acadlawaa inhabited by an excellent Pfench 
population. When these good people found 
their country yielded to Eni^and, and them* 
selves no longer sni^ccts of the French king, 
they were grieipd to be forced to acknowledge 
another nunter. ^Riey knew that the French 
and EnirHsli were.faostUe to each othsr,' 



ib«Ttbiu«- Hare ordend to advance Dpini thum niib bsyo- 
b«« luUAM nsla Otiii. Tba prisoaei* wars Iboi [oicUily 



■ Oiad. na prie 
la apeclal attsUoa, 



iiu'nairA«n Uu*£aHl ta lb« il 
— ■*-' — -•■ n iDd cMWren, 



1 cMUicn, wfao, oo 

..n~ - >•■ ' Sai*ani~ra^iiMriiiBHlaf> an tliolr yoaat 

MMd tomrdi Ikm. Alier t jerlud ol lorty Mendi, •« uuDarennny torn tram tbaiu. Som* 

a IB, Its XbMMi gorannuiu euaa ta tka con- ot tl» IMter brobi out into Utttt' UBiantttt<mi ; 

MuitkBt tGwe.aaunlFr«Bli,aitluf win otbonprvedilDnd; oDduotbar portlcii luf 

aUM, Blikt IMCOBB duawnmi to Iti Inumti, mmmfiil fivsuu >■ tber took ttaeli war to tha 

brtaUnt'Mit wKh lb* CantdlM FMaoli,IM (Mpa. The union (engad aiwthar delachiuBt. 

HtiTs cMiinH. On uaoont ot thia (aetnaaed and tbeli dajwrtura ooculoaad n glmOlar acena 

OaniBr, withomt tba Maat allacad ^rovoeatioii, of dluieia. Other naaela antrad. aol tlialr 

orl£afeiiita1wwoll(iatloc,tliBEiiC»iliCon»- wlvea and cUUron Mlownd. Riair dwelUua 

mant took upon ItKUto dr[va ant of tbair poa- waralniniibetontlHlie7ai,aiidttadwoTt:ofaa* 

HnidoaB thu uacaabLe, proaperoaa, and bh- BlnutlomnB compLat& DaMlata and oapopit- 

eflapdjog paopJe. UudiwathabeuitUiilttmiUDeTliadocciuitad; 

TkB AcaiUana bad so naming ol tbdi fata, their nomea lar aoKiUBE In rabu; Uia.oattla, 

At barTait-dDu ther Here ordered U> uKmUs ntiandatiedti7thalFpral^(on,MaemUal ilnaf 

In a ceilahi dUtitsi. and being c^iUamed, wora the tanaken dweUIn^iilaiiei. aniloiiBlr aeeUnt 

Inlormad Dm; were prtHaen, that their laoda, their wantad maatan; and all iil(ht loot Iba 

cttila, and oioTaUai were no lon^r tlialr own, (oltbf al watchdogs howled for the handt that 

V . — tad bf ■oratimKnt,— that tlHT bad fad and tba roofg that had ilialtaRdlham. 

ther could cornq'-Mray, bat Tha dliOcu of ana tandlr win aam to aihlMt 

tnlt tha ptOTlnee. tha anSarlnn of thaae lefnfaaa Tbara w«a 

met, two knndrad and flttr- amoiii tbem a natarr-inibtle named Haaf le 

manj bama, alavan mUb, and Blaiie. aelorad tba Bnfluo. On one occailoa 

vo daitrorad. Stalpl ware In the Indiana wonMliavopcremidclbhntouMit 

.»uu»_ ...wire; the jiarwcntad Acadians to rhamloan Bt|nm«i nnnn iIir r.niHah na >fk. 

different parU ol itia oontlnaat,— to Xdnlalana. InHd ; and tl 

to fiaucb Oolana In Bauth America, and to hlio prtsoner, i 

dbtant ptoee* In tha tban ■>-»'— ■ ■ - •■^- ■—- 

(heAUanUe. 



had been ramai'kaUe tor tb^i Eagtkh.uidennerliuwjiiih 
■UUdI Jnabandr;, thek para ta<<oar. bit be loond na"' ' 
S~wiiaU MUl oorih pataioaa 
■"V nwJrbonaaawmooniBi 

-^_ --^^^^woffiSEfi 



»> draw up their nnbllo i_.._ — 

-a .. X- -. 7X .,.3 |,ig,_r ol the world aihlUta a 

randliw iDddrat than "■ "- - 

, M and^ nnlonnnata p 

^j-nanmh ot traTellct oontamplatea Ibe - 

DuharTeitfaTthelcnibsMehea. bj Ih^ Indutrj : while Ik 

tn Saptamber. IJH, CoIoimI Wlnilow, an BbaOe 01' ■■"'- -' — "--' ' 

o)BaaTN>iuIiTTMldantatlIanhlle1d.PInnonth OTettbe , 

" — nCT, KuaadiBaettB, waa neat with Iha tbelr grsrai, bla lataghiatii 

1^ iMiiii to daoMlbh the prDpartj- ol aeana o( mal taHonr and pa 

•-_— .^ .» ..^ELJT. — ,h, „arM .nd hia heart 11 

aid dceMUal lata o( tba anhi 

^B at /*««(«* i/ZtoaJm.— p. fi. 

..». « _-_« — _» -.... ,.M..'>^— ,< The UUaoirDiatarB waa glTen tolMeulr 

"KmadhisnaaUafathtaniBkoand luuacr" gtmnon ol Flaudm, anpolDtBd Of ilu klnga 

to InUatvaln. Vt> flrrt meunre, on^andlnE at o< rranee. Ljderlck do Jtncq, hi the daja ot 

Onmd ne,wai to nnka prl»]iDn nl gcTenil Clolaliothe iMoon^ wa* tha Bnt ol thMo; and 

bnndreli a tha mott eonudenihlc mfn o( the Baanddn Srat-de-nr, who aMo awa; tha talr 

■ettlament. "S aonaaqaanoe Dl (Mr cuucit Jadltta, dauiAiter ol CbaiiM the Bold, bum Oa 

<ntfntlai,aapilBOBanw«tBpermiitccl.iiin SI French eotii, aad mantod her in Bntgai, waa 

atbDO.tOTatnratoirMtlIialrwrolchadruDmcs, ibe laat Attar mm, the title ol Foi«ln«M 

anaioloiklorllioIaalltoiaaponlhcirbeaDilltfi abavgad to that ol Oonnt Phtbm d'AUaea, 

IMda-andthalrlOTOdandlaat^aiiieK" Qa; Sa OauptoiE, and Lonla da nAe;, ooi^iig 

ThannnhaiiRrmenborethelrnristartanewKh later In the order ol tUM,w«ra therelorenther 

llrmneiatmtObay wen ordarad on beard tha Connti than X'ONatcra.^hlllppa want twlco to 

tiunport ib^ ttumj to ba dlaponad amoOB tba Holy Land aa a (.-raaadv, aad dMol (ba 

HO|£itnthaSilll>bproTlncea,whoae(nutomB. pla«Be al Bt. JeamrAepfcrtwrtly altar "- '-— 

Gnnacc, and religion won ivpoaed to all ther fi« ot the city to the Chrtittoiw. Om 

bOjqdoar ■■--■ ^^-„_„„ .« 




ipUonO- Loi 
DDljaonbj taladntHUa,BI«Debad'Aptoll. 



jncl YpU? wi^nl 10 Paris to p»y homage to iQng 

iSd''^dl;ifnotion*'hnrbeta l^jSd*10°i 

Wetcnot'(urii°jhcr.[ltli cushions I whore upon" 

ol rc^nl tu liicir aiRnllir. ihei loiUea liicir 
tfchliinntirui(lorcdcloalis,ijidiieiilBiltlienisetvea 

tlieir »pji4«nt forgcthilnpH, Simon. van Eer- 
FftiDlnp aro not ta llie habit or canjlng ififf 

JfnlpA/inAstorellU^ZMHS/ffrAl— p. n. 
PliUlpM de BouigMiie. ■nnumed 1* Bon, 

JuiuAjy. 1-I8i>; aod on tha udh du Instated 
tlM UiDons order ol the Flnfica o[ Gold. 



Ml by tba d»Ui 0( — , 

Tteiteiln, U Ilie in ol tmiilr. Uie rlchsil 
MiwlaKiin|i& S&e oanw to llnigM >• tbe 
CmhUH ol riinden. In ItTT, nod la Ihs (Una 
nn -wu BUilid la ptoxr to tha Arebdoka 
■uIbiIHhl AmorAiig to tba dutam ol Uit 
tlna,thaD»tenfB«Tila. mrtrnfflii'i mbatl- 
taw, tlut wSOi Uh princeia. Itiar van botb 
taomiileMdcei^ HpuBttd brautad nrard, 
udMtnaedbrftiw aimed fnardi. Karlewai 
adoml to her lablacla lot am gBntlanau and 
bar many other vlnaaa 

MaaMUan wai aon of Uk Emperor Pnderick 
tb* niTd, and ■• tha ume peraon alienrardi 
■aiillmiii la the poem ol " Nuremberg," at tlu 
KauarHaxliitlUii ant the bero di PflnainE'i 
pdam ot " TanntulL'' HaTinitKi^n Imprliouad 
b* tbe revoUad barlheK of BtiiueFi. tbev re- 
faiad 10 releaae him till ha couMiiied to^neel 



3M Nttdf balllf liflht Span qf Oold.-t 



WORKS, 

]merca*OB]dhaTe tKenmacJilnJund 
niL Thaj were led la Jean lorona, 

„r a mllliaiT coDnMio at Uhant, eaUtf 

tha " CbapanHu tuuKa. U* had great *wa7 
—- ••■t tBrtinlent popqlmcv wlio, InUme pma- 
timea of tike aiy^ gained an aaiy Ut«- 
by labonrlng two or three daje m d» 
ind had tha remalnlil* (onr ol llTe la da- 
pnMlc aDaln. The flgbi at KlmtewaMi 

,-_ lowed Iw open rehoUlon aMlnit Umim d« 

Maele, the Caonl of nandan anTpwt 
HmgH. HI* inserti chf 
iraa pliiagad and boitil. _-. — , — _, — , 
lorced the ntei of BmgeL and enlcnd hi 
Lriiunpb, wilt Lyons moniucd (it Ihelr head. A 
'-fir dajfl aflerwerda ha died auddcnij, perhape 

MMnwhile the Inenrgenti received a died at 
,.ifl Tlllue of liev^le ; and two hundred of tham 
partihed^la the chorclt, irhlch vt 
iba Connt'i onlere. One of ihe eh 
tjannoyt took reloge in the belfrj. riviu t 
'■■-' — ilh gold- and bened (ordelivemnco. 
vain. Hit enemlaB cried to him fn 
» «ve Umeeil m hen be might: a 



Uabny, vaa Inurtit ondat tha indit oTcadi .. .., , 
an tha Utb ot Jnlr. im hatwaea the French 
and tin Flemliin, tiM utaat aomnandcd bj 
RDbart. ComtadTbtola and tha latter br UqII- 
lanmeda JnBan, and Jaaj, Onmta de Bamnr. 



thTM nliMM, diUi, 

lafdi-emianli and 

that d>Ti to mUeh l^lory bu^enthaiu 

•C Uw^Joninte dai lii^eroniid'or.*' from 

gnat namber of goldon iporg lonnd on the t 

Bp ax a tro|di* Id iho Chni 
Conrtrayiuia aa the Cavi 



the violani and blood; death of tevea 






Saw ikejlghi at UiniUMIir.-p. ra. 
w Ann roalea by tin clllieni o! Oho 



bnmed by 



IVCrnftlcn Anvofi'inaf.— p, 7S. 

St. Sophia, at (JonAtanllnaple, In one of tbe 
Cnuades, and placed on the belfry of llrtlBH, 
—as nflerwarda iransborted to OhanI by Phllfroe 



Ttat Utfr ortal imptnai ettt ifrHctad ill hand 






Sat lliepoet tttlchlm ttnaing Ei 






Dm tomb at Salnl 8a 

hear* M> luune, !■ an. .. , 

ut^IfarHD^^ It I* of brmia, and 1 

4<^Itflihteen yeari. lilindoriMdwIihiHaiiT 
ofia htm*—' ■ i.i.t.fc Fii.. 



^^h-l J . 

' hondrad Itrnrea. among which t 

*i.« <.^,>«i«. — . ipfcuOO* fOi 4ifiv fum 

In the cAutA (^ sahltd Laarwa tianii apixof 









OTlgliui\eorBiit».ttiBiirt>fc*1*aii>.Mil«wpi», ■»»» 



tio TtllQIlMI Of QUIDUICrll 

mdnd ud eMit pldjn. <^ 
nulnil oHnk lilei, uid Ih 
ouul lyric piHiiu. 

At M ^(fam fucAnuii- 



BeSDtUnl vilJt jojden clupg.'' 
7%c OmUa/Joii efOrlm.-p. re. 
— oooiDlcaltr Bpenklng. tble tltlu 
properlr be HiiplLtd to I£b stan DDly^ 
olMervilkHi It niailo Imn the Mil ol i 

taDiid aofflGlcn^y KciratQ for Ui« pn 

WaUtr MB dcr ^(Vlwid— |l 81 
Wdlter TOD iler VoiedcekU or Blrd-Ucadni 
wga one of (ho prinfliMj W ' ' "■ 






Eaek Itlland laprmt moK 

lilirinvuilfHtiilQer.-f.ia, 

I wlah (oanilclinie k erltiriim on ihli puun, 



EQHForth, foilr rkir^d and ipsmd^ tfomoTUn 
■go a ship wailDiiiiclu'd liero, wlih hor rlntaif, 
Bpan, aaiL^ and KHrto aboard- Bbo uDed tbn 
DeKldjiy,and— wunoTorboardof agiiJii[ lliope 






I Scotland— lbs Kprucnu 



Biographf. L SOS. 

nt Bhnd Oiri d/awrt (MUi.-p. lU. 

incewhaiBDnuis to^wBoutb 

iniaUro ol Ibo iMUI of 

w nmn- tanli ^s H« 

!• I iinii ui> iinii unjanvJljr IS « PMUS ISm, UlII 

ihe ilmpliinaiTMlT(offila»nnj,IilannMli^ 
ind bU utnmptai, la toj tonchmc. Ha itpIn*M 
Lt Agen, 1BI tuUuiHUH; and lonn noj ba Urt 
bm lodaUgkt hM nalltt Und wUlihb natlT* 

"^fol 



fbe foUowbig dcwrlptJoi 
„ III« i> taken from the en 
and the Pyieneei," b«^ ' 
whou cbarmkDg p«n hi 



'of'itit piomouide DaOni 



iKiiuea.— aome eqfli, tbe bidka- 
paintcd tlotb, placed anu 11m 
ur*! lUimt In briftit i^ Ittttn, 
" ircadea In th* atrMt, and 



of thcH ma, vrc obHrrcd, a brlBlit bine flaK 
bordered whli cold ; on wnlcb. m large ffold 
lettcrt, appeared Ibe name ol ' Jaamln* CotflonrJ 
Wa entered, and nere reeelccil b; a amOlDv, 
dart-eyed ironun, who informed ni lh«t lur 

ns, and bened ire woidd nalk Into bla paitoor 
It Ihe buck ol the shop. 

" She eiblblted to n> ■ laorel ciown M (oM, ta 
delicate vorkmanihlp, aent from the dly at 
Hl^mencB Iflanro, Tonlotua, to the poet; who 
win prabBblj- one dny lake hl» iilaco lu Ibe emt- 



EmiUili 'inU 



French. 



tonnnateb- too boane to imd aarlUDRla u. «r 
■hould have been dellftted to do so. lie V/o'^ ' 



1 wai now «a ifcb «i 



lis bis eon*! pldan, and an^e tflila dlipoittlOD, 
to ivhieh Ma^iliik lluie -wllB added that, Owiuli 
no [oo!,heh>dnotklefMbe^f^laa,tairtiSli 

truth Jaamtn ■laentedataiMtteroteMine. I 



s"p»iril'ijk-<rat ^Xm"dorinB the \ an4l\\« 
1/ the TOjuffft Oa the Sind ol Bep- ' m*. Td 







Iielubhed by den^iuig 'it, 

•IwnlUiic ra-otoiirteiirBfBDil orcrwlir'— 



las U iSb utDDiailDGDt. 



nptouoai ■ oomUau 
tnod Bgm, mi i 

ff~~M1>inl^IlaIltl•■a•ctlnl|, ai"3eiAS*^bi 
tbs ImM *eUr o( Uh Undl onr uw. leonU 

DOir qnlte mMkntuiil «bit a to—' 

>gwbiir miIeU be, ind I look awB 
nnnd inGlmsD at tl)«t •xttootn 

beliBlguliaTelMDSasodmlk , 

nu-tlH frttnd itf CiBiir4s-Lloii, wboli 
t&BdWOiDl tba Mta la laffinnlM 
mdindflit Iwt* bua Bamud ObTdl.— «_. 
wko WW tM inkH of <taMB EUnon'i bwUT ) 
(BehaeoanTXadDl.-afBla7^ao bkownGbf i 
nnut niBtaAewlldTtiId|i)H4alnUti,art < 



"ITelnuill m had btired botirs InaUitd of 
BdnmUiwtOi tbepoettlDCtuwoaMnDllMU 
DC ODT a|ialM7,~4Dlr reirDttea Ihu hlnTOkil 
wf;iAoiitorfiin«.lii cunuqmnce erf avMIant 
ooU.DOdarwlilchbevai nsHr laluoifnic and 
bopod la MS ID atmru. He told na nar countrr- 
wmen of I>aii had tadtn him vrllli ktadncts mid 
■ttcatlon, and noka wlih nub aitbUBlunn of 
thaMntyoIoomta '■Biiua.'lhatlCMied hli 

•ad m^^ n* atoilM ol Ua mLdpIii. fie^ 



ana bad mtand On poeiry „. ..,. 

traebadirani aakedUmUlNkinwtlietraansi; 
andaaidtewMiTOTUirtanaiidat chelr bead. 
*I MO, ndaad] ■ ttonbadouc,' uid be. wlui 
«iiBirgt;;6ntj am far bej-und tbam all: tbcj 
poemllkaiiirltanfiHUiMol' there arrjiio pocU; 



^IIAOOT 



mulenttrtaiha littlo iilion IwM 
>old trleaa. 'Ah I'dird Jnimln 
lit taaae ." j ninld uot be tut 



Ls ncoiLeetlon, bat uou fuund It wm 

-^ — - ^.^-wblclihelliops^t Iwnldper- 

bapi explain. H« prwlBcsd soieral Fnacta 
■Hwnapen, In tchlob lu polnicd out to OH an 
artlcia uaadod ■ JajnuLn b Londraif baliut a 
' inlallonotcoRala mUua ofhlmaell lAuh 
1 apKarfid In a Icadbif Engttih UtecaiT Iw- 
I. He hud, ha MldTlwni UHotmad oTSa 
nsDrdonehlai b]> nuunai Hai^ aiad aa- 
■^ me hli tawe had b«on mneta ipnad I7 
aani : and ha ma ao dalUMad on tk( US' 
that bo had niolTad to fian briMtB 
tbal be might Jndn ol the toanilatloiia 
"' — ortoLvMeh he bad beca Mid ware 
ItiMfM bH anrprto, wUto I In- 
thatl knnrThoim na mtairar 
■iiD iiHiHiBtar. and axnlalncdlln raaran lor On 
TeneaglTlngidc»Bra)naiiBuli« Ana* to b« 
the lupetloT uiuplLohy ol tbo EnEllab langaago 
over madorn Fnitch, tor which Ea hite a great 
canteiiipt. ta imdiuid lor ijiloal -tOBMrt&ao. 
flelnDulKd ol uie mpeailnj; flnni. £dwIwb 
he had Dcen leaned 1 and M«ad ms to ten bha 

■eerat vtalch had iwBltd thtm » kMf . 

" He bad a tboHnind thlngi to lell mo : In par- 
tlcaur. that he had only Un dar hatora neeind 
a tetter Irom the Siidieaa of Oneaju. bilonntBg 
UmltaCibebad ardaMa medal of bar lua 
*— *-'"n baatrnfi, thifan ol wbkl woold ho 
m; afee alao aanoaaead 10 bha dio 

'tbeUiMrb»UUE(DtBtedUB 

iiBod franu. Bo eoMted and 



JDochcu graafled kUn ma 

_-insBlt downwhOa bn read a* 

Iwonao pomiL ttaOi duunUog and fun ol gtaea 

aad li rf aa l fc and ooe Ten aCaetlng, bdng ao a^ 

dcaaalDtU klni,allBdag to the deUb of bla 

■QO. .At he teaC^Ua irifa atood Of, and teailac 

wadidBOtadU coaDtaheNd hla laiMnam-aha 

— "-jamriLtaUiat eSeet: towbGih La aa- 

iaiiiiliialli • Tliiiiaiiniii I— don't yoa aaa 

a InMaUr nia wai onaag varaUe, and 

e aUowa d le hear tlwnnom to the end; 

"""' doUTcrai Bin™> 



idlntfTawIt . , 

~we ud inneh eonramtloi^ for he irai 
nitooa to detain na. and bi the eoune ol it bo 



Iha loUowuudeH 

Eidr ■• Irom ^. 1 
Noela en Boareogne/' prenxed \v the Paria 
edition ot "Lei Kotli' BoarnilKiioiis ile Bar- 
Hard do la Honiioje {tiul BarOzall, lH4t ; "— 
■'"~err «ar, at the approndi «r Admot, 



. little rollecilant b 



-.., r^.q ..«. wjslgned theae aoiigB, and !aa 
•oon ai the flnt HHUdaj' ol Advent aounda, 
thcT eoaalo. tli*T ga^ akout. they til to- 
geihat \i; Oa lUtAd^wAm"'- — ' — ' — " 



NOTES. 
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tvlth one common voice the grotesque praises of 
the Ltttle Jesiu. There are few villages even, 
which, daring all the evenings of Advent, do not 
hear some of these curious canticles shouted in 
their streets to the nasal drone of baguipcs. In 
this case the minstrel comes as a reiniorcemeat 
to the singers at the tircside; he brings and adds 
his dose of joy (spontaneous or mercenary, it 
matters little which) to the joy which breathes 
around the hearthstone ; and when the voices 
vibrate and resound, one voice more is always 
welcome. There, It Is not |he purity of the notes 
which makes the concert, out the qafliitIty,-> 
non qualU(M, sed quantitas; then (to finish at 
once with the minstrel), when the Saviour has 
at length been bom In the manger, and the 
beautiful Christmas Eve is passed, the rustic 
piper makes his round amoss the houses, where 
every one compliments and thanks him, and, 
moreover, gives him in small coin the price of 
tbe shrill notes with which- he has eadtvened the 
evening's entertainments. 

'* More or less, until Christmas Eve, all goes on. 
in this way among our devout singers, with the 
difference of some gallons of wine or some hun- 
dreds of chestnuts. But this famous eve once 
eome, tlie scale is pitched upon a hlglierkey, the 
elOBiiigevening must bo a memorable one. The 
toilet 18 begun at nightfall ; then cames the hour 
of supper, admonisning divers appetites; and 
groups as numerous us possible are formed to 
take together this comfortable evening reoast. 
The supper finished, a circle gathers aronnd the 
hearth, which is arranged and set In order this 
evening after a particular fashion, and which at 
a later liour of the nigfit is to become the object 
of special interest to tlio children. On the burn- 
ing brands an enormous log has been placed. 
This log assuredly does not change its natute. 
but it cnanges its name during this evening: it 
is called the suche (the yule-log). *Look you,' 
say they to the children, ' if you are good this 
evening, Noel (for with children one must 
always personify)' *■ will rain down sugar-plums 
in the night' And the children sit demurely, 
keejplng as quiet as their turbulent little natures 
will permit. The groups of older persons, not 
always as orderly as the children, seize this 
good opportunity to surrender themselves vrith 
merry nearts and boisterous voices to the 
<^antcd worship of the miraculous Koel. For 
this final solemnity they have kept the most 
powerful, the most enthusiastic, the most elec- 
trifying carols. Noel! Noel! Noel! This magic 
word resounds -on all sides ; it seasons every 
sauce— it is served nn with every course. Of the 
thousands of canticles which are heard on this 
famous eve, ninety-nine in a hundred begin and 
end with this word, which is, one may say. their 
Alpha and Omega, their crown and footstool, 
nils last evening, the merry-making is pro- 
longed. Instead of retiring at ten or eleven 
o'clock, as Is generally done on all the preceding 
evenings, thev wait for the stroke of midnight; 
this word snmclently proclaims to what cere- 
mony they are going to repair. For ten minutes 
or a quarter of an hour, the bells have been call- 
ing the faithfnl with a triple bob-major; and 
each one, furnished with a little taper streaked 
with various colours (the Christmas-candle), 
goes through the crowded streets, where the 
lanterns are dancing like will-o'-the-wlsps, at 
the Impatient summons of the multitudinous 
chimes. It Is the midnight mass. Once inside 
the church, they liear with more or less piety 
the mass, emblematic of the coming of the 
Messiah. Then in tumult and great haste they 
return homeward, always In numerous groups; 
they salute the yule-log; they pay homage to 
the hearth ; they sit down at table ; and, amid 
songs which reverberate louder than ever, make 



has been thought fit to Call, we hardly know 
why, roMignon. The supper eaten at nightfall is 
no impediment, as you may imagine, to the 
appetite's returning, above all, if the going to 
and from church Ins made the devout eaters 
feel some little shafts of the sharp and biting 
north wind. Rossigntm then goes on merrily— 
sometimes far into the morning hours; but, 
nevertheless, gradually throats grow hoarse, 
stomachs are nlted, the ynle-log bums out, and 
at last the lionr arrives when each one, as -best 
he may, regains his domicile and his bed, and 
puts with iiimself between the sheets the ma- 
terial for a good sore throat, or a good indiges- 
tion, for tbe morrow. Previous to this, oare has 
been taken to place in the suppers, or wooden 
shoes, of the children, the sugar^mis, wliich 
shall be for them, on their waking, the welcome 
fruits of the Christmas log." 

In the *' Glossary," the sudie^ or yule-log, is 
thus defined :— 

" This is a huge log, which Is placed on the 
fire on Christmas Eve, and which In Bnrgundr is 
called, on this account, la St$eh0 de Noel. Tnen 
the father of tlio family, particularly among the 
middle classes sings solemnly Christmas carols 
with his wife and children, the smallest of whom 
he sends into the comer to pray that the yule- 
log may bear liim some sufar-pldms. Mean- 
while, little parcels of them are placed under 
each end of the .log, and the dUIdren come and 
pick them up, believing, in good faith) that the 
great log has borne tbem." 

Fray Caritto.—ii. 125. 

Hie allusion liere is to a oertalit Spanish 
eplgraoL 

Padre FranHtco.^p. M6. 

This is from an Italian popular song. 

Ave! cvjus cakem dare.— p. 126. 
From a monkish hymn of the twelfth century, 
in Sir Alexander Croke's " Essay on the Orlgm. 
Progress, and Doeline of Bhymiug Latin Yerse}'^ 
p. 100. 

The gold oftlu £usn^.—v^ 127. 

Busnd Is the name given by the Gipsies to all 
who are not of their race. 

Count of the Coles.— i^ 127. 
The Gipsies call themselves Cal6s. See Bor- 
row's valuable and extriemely interesting work, 
'*The Zincali: or, anAcooontof the Oiiraies in 
Spahi." London, lau. 

And amen ! said my Cid Campeador.—V' IWt 
A line from the aotdent "Poemadel Cid." 

The rirer of hie thMtffide.—T^. 128. 

This expression Is from Dante. Byron has 
likewise used the expression ; though 1 4o uot 
recoHect in which of his poems. 

Mftri Fraiwa.—p. 129. 

A common Spanish proverb, used to turn 
aside a question one does not wish to answer. 

^P, 9oft^ emer«M«jftta— p. 129. 
The Spaniards, with good reason, consider 
this colour of the-eye as beautiful, and celebrate 
it in soug. 

The Avenging Child.— p. 129. 

See the ancient ballads of "£i JafiUQtc Yenga- 
dor," and '* Calaynos{" 

AU are sleeping, weary heart,-^. "69* 
From'the Spaliisli. 



Good nigki.-^ \«l, 
so cherished, so joyous,- so noisy, and whlcli It \ mwvcfc^xYwstix^X w»^«^ «^ 4w^\.>\v» 



e\ - r ;. 

this meal of after-Christmas, so long looked tor, \ \TOtQed.\«i\%Vj loVia^vvv%> .«^'^ 
----- • ■ it\ 






„. , 1 oDs nStctiwIiro 

■uitarlBiis am. UthlBMHi act <tf wonblnln 
him. tbla ponosaUon ol rar Lwd, vluC will ba 
UMtMett npaa hlmlnatisMUel Tlius wu i 
■omMUiu w itnoae, lo naipaakUilT culiii- 
t^Ortamt eowlatad unnUBUic*, tliXt I lound 
rirT"itr"'T nam tnullr weotaluliMt 



rOETlL'AL WORKS, 
wUJ tmnidi menr llHr MBBof Hod's Inanlte 
loTt In HiMUnf amoptr men Jlli bJciKd Hsa; 
■ndt1ulrTOloaiiniMt(nnMU1mTen.aiid«h(Bd 
imoivllK tUla. ADdirMIitltaejlliiissiuiftatir 
hum wtra unuw^ toinlKd. and our ejn 
nnoOtrtAjam ttaa tlioM alDgalur peaiant 

awp.il— Jkw Uh tkj abpn iht^eadt : 70a 
taaud the ToM* ot ircaa tr*« annna jroo, and 
Btiaiife, fanbutUaL poetical dnani. 



SS£ 



and lUde dauAtv, Humualvn peaaaDta In aT>- 
pMnuee, buEDlwerfuI nod kind In IheLr ml- 
SmhTuIi we tad IKW oM rrtamli. TbDHhote 

jSBit. cMarfal, and lUlad wllh tracci or a 



:«Tk^iaiidob»va II and an 

fMberbiHtaidwaaaaarvecm wood l)j S^t 
nailDn.and had bmubt ttuno wJiJi tilm Ironi 
Ifintdi to aalU Uailntdi an. 

"'HalaaiTMtturar ot cmctOxu and Ua- 
laMU,' III* coalfauud: •ma moat bob hli 
wo^' na waa an arUaf; U»b, ttala ToUai 
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early Italian pictnrcs, that yoa could have de- 
clared they were the works of Giotto and Pem- 
ffino, and not living men and women, had not 
the figures movod and spoken, and the breeze 
stirred their rlclilv-colour^d drapery, and the 
8un cast long, movuig shadows behind them on 
the stage. Tlicsc effects of snnshine and shadow, 
and of drapery fluttered by the wind, were very 
stryungaud beautiful; one could imagine how 
the Greeks must have availed themselves of 
such striking effects in their theatres open to 
the sky. 

"The performance had commenced at eight 
o'clock, and now it was one. and a pause, there- 
fore, ensued,— the first pause of any kind during 
those five lung hours,— for tableau^ and chorus, 
and acting had succeeded each other in the most 
rapid, unwearied, yet wcoiylng, routine ! One 
felt perfectly giddy and exhausted by such a 
ceaseless stream of music, colour, and motion. 
Yet the actors, as if made of iron, appeared 
untouched by fatigue ; and up to the very end 
of the second part, which lasted from two to 
five, played with the same earnest energy, and 
the cDorua sang with the siimo powerful voice. 

" The cannon again sonndcd, the people 
again streamed towards the theatre. We were 
again in our places, and again commenced the 
long, monotonoofi ezhibltioiL But the peasant 
portion of the audience were as unwean^K as 
the actors themselves ; to them, indeed, the 
second part was the most intensely interesting 
of iiXit—Eine heitzruhrendeanpic/enae Oeufticie.— 
whilst to ns. It became truly revolting and pain- 
ful. Ilierc was no sparing of agony, and blood, 
and horror: It was our Lord's passion stripped 
of an Its spiritual suffering,— it was -the anguish 
of the flein,— it was the material side of Catho- 
licism. It was a painful JiBarWcndingt huriy- 
ing to and flro, amid brutal soldiery and an en- 
raged mob, of that palc^ emaciated, violet-robed 
figure : then, there was his lulntlng under the 
cross; the crowning him with thorns; the 
scourging, the buffctmg, the spitting upon him ; 
and the soldiers langhed, and scoffed, and. de- 
rided with fierce brutuUty, and- the people and 
the high-priest Jeered ana shouted; and ever he 
was meek and gentle. Then came the cnici- 
llzlon; and, as the chorus sane of the great 
agony, you heard from behind the curtain the 
strokes of the hammer as the huge nails were 
driven into the cross, and, as your imagination 
believed, through his poor pale hands and feet; 
and then, as the curtain rose slowly to the dying 
tones of the chorus, yon beheld him hanging on 
the cross between the two crucified thieves. 
Both myself and my companion turned away 
from the spectacle sick with horror. They di- 
vided his gonnents at tlie foot of the cross ; they 
pierced his side; the blood flowed apparently 
xrom the wound,. and from hfs martyrad hands 
and feet. The Virgin and Mary Magdalen, and 
the deciples, lamented around the foot of the 
cross, in groups and attitudes .such as we see in 
the old pictures. Then came Joseph of Arima- 
thca ; the body was taken down and laid upon 
white linen, and qnletly, solemnly, and moum- 
fnlly followed by the weeping women, was borne 
to the grave. Irext came tire visit of the women 
to the sepulchre ; the vision of t^e angels ; the 
fturprisc and Joy of the women ; and, lastly, as 
the grand /na/tf« the resurrection! 

"The Mtracle-Play was at an end; and now 
the peasants began once more to breathe, and 
to return to common life ; and we most heartily 
rejoiced that this long, long martydom was over. 
A martydom in two senses, for a more fatiguing 
summer-day's work than the witnessing of this 
performance, which, with but one hour s pause, 
had lasted from eight in the morning till five in 
the evening, cannot be conceived How the -poor 
peasants managed to endure the burning rays 



of n July sun stdklng apon their heads for eight 
long hours, to say nothing of the heat and fatigue 
necessarily caused by this close pressure in the 
pit, I cannot imagine. In the boxes, where tbe 
people were secured from the sun by awning*, 
many a face had, hours before, begun to assiune 
a pale and jaded look, and many an attitude to 
betray intense fatigue. 

"In our momient of hurried departure, how- 
ever, behold the sad, pale face of Tobias Hunger, 
blddlnff ns adieu! He hod again assumed his 
fez and his gray coat; but the facewasyet more 
gentle and dreamy, as though the shadow of the 
cross still lay upon it; and your eyes sought 
with a kind of morbid horror for the trace of the 
stigmata in those thin, white hands, as they 
waved a parting slgnaL It was a relief to see at 
his side the pleasant, bright, kind faces of his 
wife and little daughter. There was a whole- 
some look of happiness and common life about 
them." 

Mr. Bayard Taylor, in his " Eldorado," gives 
a description of a Mystery he saw performed at 
San liionel, in Mexico. See voL 11, chap. zL He 
says :— 

'* Against thewing'wall of the Hadonda del 
Mayo, which occupied one end cf the plaza, was 
rnlsed a platform, on which stood a table coversd 
with scarlet cloth. A rude bower of cane leaives, 
on one end of the platform, represented the 
manager of Bethlehem; while a cord, stretdicd 
from Its top across the plaza to a hole in the 
front of the church, bore a large tinsel star, sus- 
pended by a hole In its centre. There was quite 
a crowd in the plaza, and very soon a procession 
appeared, coming up from the lower part (^ the 
village. The three kings took the load; the 
Virgin, mouuteil on an ass that gloried in a gilded 
saddle and rosc-bcspriuklcd mane and tall, fol- 
lowed them, led by the aagel; and several 
women, with curious masks ofpaper, brousbt ujt 
the rear. Two characters of the narleoliiu aeit, 
—one with a dog's head on his sfaoulaera, and 
the other a bald*hended friar, with a huge hat 
hanging on his baCk,— played all sortaol antics 
for the diversion of the crdwtL After knaMiitg 
the circuit of the plaza, the Virgin was taken to 
the platform, ana entered the manger. King 
Herod took his scat at the scarlet table, with an 
attendant in blue coat and red sash, whom I 
took to be his Prime Minister. The three kings 
remained on their horses in front of the church ; 
but between them and the platform, under the 
string on which the star was to slide, walked 
two men in long white robes and blue hoods, 
with parchment folios in their hands. These 
were the Wise Men of the East, as one might 
readily know from their solenm air, and the 
mysterions glances wliMi they cast towards aU 
quarters of the heavens. 

" In a little while a company of women on the 
platform, concealed behind a curtidn, sang an 
angelic chorus to the tune, of *Opeacatordell 
onda.* At the proper moment, the Magi tamed 
towards the platform, followed by the star, to 
which a string was conveniently attached, that 
it might be slid along the line. The three kings 
followed the star tlU it reached the manger, 
when they dismounted, and inquired for the 
sovereign whom it had led them to visit They 
were invited upon the platform, and introduced 
to Herod as the only king; this did not seem to 
satisfy them, and, after some conversation, they 
retired. By this time the star bad receded to 
the other end of the line, and commencedmoving 
forward aguin, they following. The angel called 
them into the manger, where, upon their knoecL 
they were shown a small wooden box, si^posea 
to contain the sacred inlluit ; they then retired, 
and the star hroxight them bade no more. After 
this departure, King Herod deatand hi mfWi 
greatly coofasod by whAt hfthail^KttMn»^' 
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The Convent of St. Oildas de Khuys.-^. 168. 



Abelard, in a letter to his friend, Phillntns. 
gives a sad picture of tills monastery. " I live,'* 
ne says, " in a barbarous countiy, the language 
of which I do not understand ; 1 have no conver- 
sation, but with the rudest people. My walks 
are on the inaccessible shore of a sea, which is 
perpetually stormy. My monks are only known 
by their dissoluteness, and living without any 
rule or order. Could you see the abbey, Philln- 
tns, yon would not call it one. The doors and 
walls are without any ornament, except the 
heads of wild boars and hind's feet, which are 
nailed up against them, and the hides of frightful 
animals. The cells are hung with the skins of 
deer. The monks have not so much as a bell to 
wake them, the cocks and dogs supply that de- 
fect. In short, they pass their whole days in 
hunting: would to heaven that were their great- 
est fault ! or that their pleasures terminated 
there! I endeavour in vain to recall them to 
their duty ; they all combine against me, and I 
only expose myself to continual vexations and 
dangers. I imagine I see every moment a naked 
sword hanging over my head. Sometimes they 
surround me, and load me with infinite abuses ; 
sometimes they abandon me, and I am left alone 
to my own tormenting thoughts. I make it my 
endeavour to merit by my sufferings, and to 
appease an angry God. Sometimes I grieve for 
the loss of the house of the Paraclete, and wish 
to see it again. Ah, Philintus, does not the love 
of Heloise still bum in my heart ? I have not 
yet triumphed over that unhappy passion. In 
the midst of my retirement I sigh, I weep, I pine, 
I speak the dear name Heloise, and am pleased 
to hear the sound.*'— Z^;«r« of the ceu^rated 
Abelard and Heloise, Tratulated by Mr. John I 
Sughet. Glasgow, 176L 



Were it not for my magicgarten and staff,— t^. 178. 

The way of making the Magic Garters and the 
Magic Staff is thus laid down in '* Les secrets 
Merveilleux du Petit Albert." a French transla- 
tion of ''Albert! Parvi, Lncii Libellus deMira- 
billbus Naturae Arcanls." 

'' Gather some of the herb called motherwort, 
when the sun is entering the first degree of the 
sign of Capricorn; let it dry a little in the shade, 
and make some garters of the skin of a young 
hare ; that is to say, having cut the skin of the 
hare into stri];>s two inches wide, double them, 
sew the before-mentioned herb between, and 
wear them on your legs. No horse can long keep 
up with a man on foot who Is furnished with 
these garters.— p. 128. 

" Gather on the morrow of All Saints a strong 
branch of willow, of which you will make a staff, 
fashioned to your liking. Hollow it out, by re- 
moving the pith from within, after havlng^ fur- 
nished the lower end with an iron ferrule. Put 
into the bottom of the staff the two eyes of a 
young wolf, the tongue and heart of a dog, three 
green lizards, and the hearts of three swallows. 
These must all be dried in the sun, between two 
papers, having been first sprinkled with finely 
>nlvcrized saltpetre. Besides all these, put into 
he staff seven leaves of vervain, gathered on 
he eve of St. John the Baptist, witn a stone of 
divers colours, which you will find in the nest of 
the lapwing, and stop the end of the staff with a 
pomel of box, or of any other material yon 
please, and be assured that this staff will 
guarantee yon from the perils and mishapa 
which too often befall travellers, either from 
robbers, wild beasts, mad dogs, or venomous 
animals. It will also procure you the good-will 
of those with whom you lodge.*^- p. 130. 



1" 

I 

tl 



CONTENTS. 



PAGB 

Life OP Longfellow y 

Thb SoxG OF Hiawatha 1 

The CouBTSHip OF Miles Standish ... 88 

Etangelisk 4» 

Miscellaneous 67 

The Yillago Blacksmith 87 

Endymion 87 

The Two Locks of Hair 87 

It is not always May 67 

The Rainy Day ......6S 

God's-Acre 6S 

The Biyer Charles .,..69 

Blind Bartimens 6S 

The Goblet of Life 68 

Maidenhood .•••• 60 

Excelsior 60 

PffiEMS ON Slavery ....•••♦, 70 

To William E. Channing * ..S.TO 

The Slave's Dream (*•.«••• 70 

The Good Part 70 

The Slave in the Dismal Swamp •«••• 70 

She Slave Singing at Midnight 71 

The Witnesses 71 

The Quadroon Girl 71 

The warning 71 

Tta Belfrt OF Bruges AND OTHEK Poems It 

Carillon ........•.••.*••••• 7S 

Hie Belfry of Bruges » . . • . TS 

POBKS • 74 

A Gleam of Sunshine .......••• 74 

The Arsenal at Springfield . . * .••••• 74 

Nuremberg «••••. 75 

The Norman Baron »...•-••• 7ff 

Rain in Summer ........ff 

To a Child 75 

The Occnitation of Orion ••••75 

llie Bridge 78 

To*' The Driving Cloud" ,19 

•ovos • . , 80 

Seaweed 80 

The Day is Done 80 

Afternoon in February 18 

To an old Danish Song Book r . . . 81 

Walter Von Der Vogelweid 81 

Drinking'Song 81 

The old Clock on the Stairs 88 

Hie Arrow and the Song . . , . 88 

BOVHSTS 88 

The Evening Star .... 83 

Autumn ' 85 

Dante 85 

TlAVSLATIOKS . 85 

The Hemlock-tree 85 

Annie of Tharaw • 85 

The Sea hath its Pearls 88 

The Statue over the Cathedral Door 84 

The Legend of the Crossbill QA. 



It CONTENTS. 

PAOl 

Poetic Aphorisms akd Curfew # 

Voices OF THE Night , . . 86 

Prelude 86 

Hymn to the Night 87 

A Psalm of Life 87 

The Reaper and the Flowers 87 

The Light of Stars ^ 87 

Footsteps of Angels . . 87 

Flowers 88 

The Bleaguered City 88 

Midnight Mass for the Dying Year 89 

Earlier Poems .00 

An April Day 90 

Autumn 90 

Woods in Winter 90 

Hymn of the Moravian Nuns of Bethlehem 91 

Sunrise on the Hills 91 

The Spirit of Poetry 91 

Burial of the Minmsink 92 

TKAN'SLATIOSS 93 

Coplas de Manrlqne , 98 

The Good Shepherd 97 

To-morrow 07 

• The Native Land 97 

The Image of God 07 

The Brook 97 

The Celestial Pilot 97 

■ Tlio Terrestrial Paradise ' .... 07 

Beatrice 08 

Spring , ... 98 

The Child Asleep 08 

The Grave 09 

KJngChrisHan 09 

The Happiest Land 99 

The Wave 99 

The Dead 100 

The Bird and the Ship loo 

Whither? . . . • . lf»0 

Beware! KKi 

Song of the Bell KM) 

The Castle bv the Sea • . . . H)l 

The Black Knight loi 

Song of the Silent Land . . . . , loi 

. L'EnvoI • ... 101 

B.VLLADS 102 

Tiie Skeleton In Armour 102 

. The Wreck of the Hespenis ]ii.i 

The Luck of Edenhall I«i4 

- The Elected Knight KH 

■ TJie Children of the Lord's Sapper 105 

The Seaside AND THE Fireside no 

. Dedication no 

Br THE Seaside .no 

. The Building of the Ship • no 

' The Evening Star 113 

. The Secret of the Sea \ .... lis 

- XwUlght n.'J 

Sir Humphrey Gilbert 113 

The Lighthouse 114 

The Fire of Driftwood 114 

Br THE Fireside n4 

Reslmatlon 114 

Xbe Builders n.'J 

Sand of the Desert In an Hour-glass n.*; 

Birds of Passage • ..... n.l 

The Open Window ' nfi 

King Wltlafs Drlnklng-hom 116 

Gaspar Becerra 116 

Pegasus In Pound no 

Tegn^r's Death 117 

Sonnet . 117 

The Singers -117 

Susplrla ns 

Hymn for my Brother's Ordination ns 

•nie Blind Girl of Castfel-CulUfe .118 

A Christmas Carol l-l 

f^ SPAman STWKsrs * 122 



CONTEXTS m 

PAGR 

EuiDS OF Passage 140 

Prometheus . . • . . . 140 

Th^ Ladder of St. Aagnstiuc 140 

The Phantom Ship 141 

The Warden or the Cinqae Ports 141 

Hairated Hoases 341 

In the (Hmrchyard at C-ambridgc 142 

The Emperor^s Bird's Xest 142 

The Two Angels 142 

Daylight and Moonlight ... * 143 

The Jewish Cemetery at Newport 143 

OHver Basselin 143 

Victor Oalbraith 144 

My lost Youth 144 

TheRopewalk i45 

The Golden Milestone 145 

Catawba Wine .146 

HantA Filomenii I4<r 

The Discoverer of the North Copo 148 

Daybreak 147 

The riftieth Birthday of A gass'.z 147 

ClUldren 1 '«} 

Sandalphon , ... 148 

Epimethens 148 

The Golden Legend 150 

Tales OP A Wayside Inn 179 

Prelude 179 

The Landlord's Tale 181 

Interlude , 18it 

Tlie Student's Tale I<i2 

Interlude 184 

The Spanish Jew's Talc 384 

Interlude 183 

The Sicilian's Talc .IM 

Interlndo > 388 

The Musician's Talo 187 

Ini^rlado VVf 

Tho Tlicologian's Tale 107 

Interlude ;1qO 

The Poet's Talc IW 

I^ale .... 201 

Notes ••..,.. .?«..««S08 



Iftemoon lii FBbniarj\ BO 
in AprlLDity.m ' 



Karller I>i>cinii. 

£|>IU»t1ll!UI, 11 

EvuiMtkDe, 4fl 
Knebioc.n 






lIiianl«llIuiiM».HL 
!lljinn o* Ih/jioniv" 
.aJ-umtalliiKliilK,! 

Jang Ctirlallill. n 



ilidllf^ t «»• Mr the Dying Y««r, M 
KoKiiibatg, 71 



fMlle AiihoTlnma, 
■Frwactheiu, 140 
SeiiigiuiUan. ut' 



B(Hi(ori!heIf*l).iDi] 

,. or ihe SUoDi Liiul. 
SoDgt, W 

^ alcsoUWKTiidelnn,! 

lioAfMnii"[Sp?liiEff?i 
; lia BeleDBarreil L'll]-._88 

— - lilil/k KTIlKllt. lUl,' 



itus Puiii'slUe, ife 



INDEX. 



The Quadroon Girl, 71 

The IlHiny Day, 68 

The Reaper and the Flowers, 87 

The Kopewjilk, 145 

The Sea hath its Pearls, 84 

The Seaside and the Fireside, 110 

The Secret of the Sea, 113 

The Sicilian's Talc, 185 

The Singers. 117 

The Skeleton in Armonr, 102 

The Slave in the Dismal Swamp. 70 

The Slave Singing at Midnight, 71 

The Slave's Dream, 70 

The Song of Hiawatha. 1 

The Spanish Jew's Tale. 184 

The 8i)anish Student, 122 

The Spirit of Poetry, 91 

The Statue over the Cathedral Door, 84 

The Student's Tale, 182 

The Terrestrial Paradise, 97 

The Tlieologian's Tale, 197 

Tbo Two Angels, 142 



The Two Locks of Hair, C7 

The Village Blacksmith, 67 

The Warden of the Cinque Ports, 141 

The Warning, 71 

The Wave, 99 

The Witnesses, 71 

The Wreck of the Hesperus, 103 

To a Child, 75 

To an old Danish Song Book, 81 

To-morrow. 97 

To the Driving Cloud. 78 

To the River Charles, 68 

To WiUIam E. Chaniiiug. 70 

TwlUght, 113 

Victor Galbraith, 144 
Vocabulary, 35 
Voices of the Kight, 86 

Walter Von dcr Vogclwelde, 81 
Whither? 100 
Woods In Winter, 90 



ADYEBTISEICENTS. 



BRITISH COLLEGE OF HEALTH 

EU8 T0N ROAD, LON DON. 
FIFTY TEABS* USE OF THESE MEDlCUffiS, 

VEGETABLE UNIVERSAL MEDICINES, 

By the public, has preyed their efficacy and vtrtues, and the tlrtlth of Mb. Morisoic's 
system as to the care of diseaeeB. Being composed of vegBtable matter or medi- 
cinal herbs, they are found by experience to be harmless to the most tender age or 
the weakest frame, under every stage of human suffering; the most pleasant and 
benign in their operation ever offered to the world ; and at the same time, the most 
certain in searching out the root of any complaint, however deep, and of performing 
a cure, if within the reach of human means. 

A short trial will convince any unprejudiced person of the good and permanent 
efficacy of MORISON'S VEGETABLE UNIVEKSAL MEDICINES. They do a 
great deal besides cleansing and purifying the great highway of the bodj^'-TiE^ A% 
bowels, — important as that point is. Tttey act copious^ on the kidneys, tile Einrtr, 
and the skin. They operate vrith striking rapidity, and hence are invaluable in 
acute diseases. A sense of relief in the head, the stomach, and the whole system 
is felt very shortly after they have been taken : the blood flows more evenly, the 
heart beats more regularly, and the whole bound-up system 1b refreshed and libe- 
rated, and the sensation of cheerful health thus induced is not transitory. These 
pills will also give sleep to persons who have long been deprived of it. 

The Medicines consist of three sorts, tending to the same purpose — that is, to 
cleanse and purify the blood amd fluids. They are named :-»Nb. 1, Merison's Pfll0 ; 
No. 2, Morison^s Pills. 

In Boxes, at 7jd., Is. Ij^d., 2s. 9d., and 4s. 6d. ; Family Packets, lis. each. 
Also, the Yegeti^le Aperient Powders, Is. ijfd. per BdX. 

Beware of Vaccination, which is a direct poisoner of the blood, 
and therefore the cause of all kinds of diseases. 

^TJ^i s/LE' iDTjnrsr^ ^000,0 00 1 1 

MOEISOirS FILLS, OE THE BBITISH COLLEGE OE HEALTH, 

•EUSTON ROAD, LONDON. . 
MESSRS. MORISON have paid jE150,000 to the English Government for Stamp 
Duty on Morison^s Vegetable Universal Medicine, up to 1865. Such an amount would 
cover the following number of Pills, taking at the rate of 50 Pills for a shilling : — 

Stamp Duty .•• ... ... ... ... ... ... £150,000 

SO 

-4^ 



Bednced to shilUngs ... ... ... ... ... ... 3,000,000 

8 

Three-halfpenny stamp, covering each box, multiplied by 8, 

!= Btampa or boxes •.• ... ... ••• ... 24,000,000 

60 



50 Pills in eaofa BhlUing box 1,200^000,000 

Anumnt qfPiUs, Twelve Huncb-ed Millions. 

BEWARE OP COUNTERFEITS.— See that the words '' MorisorCs Universal 
Medicines " are on the Government Stamp, in white letters, on a red ground. 
Sold by the Hygeian Agents, and all Medicine Vendors. 
MORISON a? 00., Hjgeifltfl, Bkitish CoLLBas op H»k\*T^^"^>i'«^^'^''fi»ft^Sk. 
I/mdon, Sept 1868. 
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NOW PUBLISHma, 

In Yolmnes, la. 3d. each, the New and IMMENSELY FOFUL AB 

WOEE» entitled, 

fill, 

For Family Reading. 

EDITED BY MKS. ELIZA WINSTANLEY. 

ILLUSTRATED BY GILBEBT, WILSON, Ac 

This remarkablj Cheap and Interesting Book has been pronounced by the Fublio 
iVess to be a Marvel in Cheap Literature. 

The Illustrated Weekly News says : — '* This new work will afford mnch pleasure to 
families, and may be placed in the hands of youth with safety. The stories are well 
and carefully written.'* 



VOLS. I, II, III, IV, V, AND VI, 

NOW READY, 
Price Is. 3d. each. By Post, 6d. each extra. 



London J. Dicks, 818, Strand ; and all BookMllers. 
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"BOW BELLS," 

THE FAVOURITE ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE 

OF THE DAT, 



▲KD 



CHEAPEST IN THE WORLD, 

IS ?(imLISHED BVEET WEDNESDAT. 

■▲OH VVMBBB CONTAINS 

TWENTY-FOUR LARGE FOLIO PAGES 



or 



ORIGINAL MATTER, 



AND ABOUT 



TWELVE ILLUSTRATIONS, 

BT THE MOST EMINENT ABXISTS. 
THE OENBBAI. CONTENTS CONSIST Or 

TWO OR THREE CONTINUOUS NOVELS, 

COMPLETE STORIES, 

PICTURESQUE SKETCHES, 



AdYentnres, Naturtl Customs, and Curioiif 

Facts. 
Biogpntpliioal Memoirs. 
Essays. 

Pages Especiallj Devoted to tlis Ladies. 
New and Original Mnsio. 
Poetrj. 



The Work-Table. 

The Toilette and Ladies* Goida. 

Varieties. 

Sayings and Doings. 

Fine Arts and other Engrarings, by Bml* 

nent Artists. 
Onr Own Sphinx. 



Notices to Correspondents, fto. 

AS A FAMILT MAGAZINE, **BOW BELLS** STANDS UNBIVALLED. 
WEEKLY. ONE PENNY. MONTHLY PABTS. SIXPENCE. 



YoU. I to ym, Elegantly Bound, containing Thousands of Beautiful Engravings, are 

ready, Price 58. each. Sold by all BookeellsTtu 



DICKS' EMLM (^k 




0". IDIOIS^, ^ • J 

313, STRA.ND, li O :sr D GHN, 

is now p-oblishing the folloiriiig eztrmordizuuily Cheap Books : — 

1. SHAKSPEBE'S FLATa AND POEMS. 

Oomplete Edition, with ISemcir, Portrait, and 37 Illustrations. 

PRICE ONE SHILLING. 



2. BYEOFS POETICAI WOEKS. New 

Ulufttrated Edition, with Memoir and Portrait. 

PRICE SEVENPENCE. 



3. THE ARABIAN NI&HTS. New 

Blustrated Edition, Complete. 

PRICE SIXPENCE. 



4. SOOTTS POETICAL WOBKS. New 

lUnstiated Edition, with Notes, Memoir, and Portrait 

PRICE SIXPENCE. 



6. BTJENS' POETICAL WOEKS. New 

and Complete Ulnstrated Edition, with Memoir and Portrait 

PRICE SIXPENCE. 



6. LONGFELLOW'S POEMS. New 

Illustiated Edition, with Memoir and Portrait 

7 GOLDSMITH'S WOEKS. New 

and Complete Ulnstrated Edition, with Memoir and Portrait 

8. BTINYAN'S PILGEIM'S PEOGBBSS. 

Complete Illustrated Edition. 

PRICE ONE PENNY. 
NOIIOE ! — Other Works will follow in rapid succession. 

{JOLONTAL AasNTA—BohertBoa^ Melboame, Aostralia.— Irring, Eing^t West, Toronto, Oanadfty^ 
Waimer mod Mog$n, 42,4i,aaad i7, Vwaftxi-tW, lft«v i:Qt)i^T«ii>««c;aiv»^CM4A^-nlft^^ . 
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